SAINT    JOSEPH'S    COLLEGE 


TORONTTO 


ONTARIO 


CANADA 


Vol.  XXXV 


No.  1 


ST.    JOSEPH    LILIEiS 


ST.  JOSEPH'S  COLLEGE 

Cor.  Queen's  Park  and  St.  Albans  St. 
TORONTO,    CANADA 


Women's  Department  of  St.  Michael's  College 

Federated  with  the  University  of  Toronto  for  all  Courses  leading  to  a 

Degree  in  Arts 

Excellent    residence    accommodation    and    ideal    facilities    for    study 


St.  Joseph's  College-School 


St.  Albans  Street 
TORONTO 


Resident  and  Day-School  for  Students  in  Collegiate, 
Commercial   and   Preparatory  Departments,  Music  and  Art 


Students  in  Mn.sic  Course  Prepared  for  A.T.C.M.  &  Bachelor  of  Music  Degrees 


For  Terms — Apply  to  Sister  Superior 


£1. 


ST.     JOSEPH    LILIES 


working  with  Canadians  in 
every  walk  of  life 

since  1817 


Bank  of  Montreal 


HEINTZMAN 

MAKERS   OF  FINE   PIANOS 
for  over  95  Years 


LARGEST  STOCK  OF 
SHEET  MUSIC   IN  CANADA 

RKCORI>S     -     RECORDINGS 

All   Makes 

Popular     -     Classical 
14  AUDITION  ROOMS 


HEINTZMAN   &   Co. 


195  Yonsre  Sti*eet 


Toronto 


Public  Confidence 

in  the  Capital  Trust  Cor- 
poration is  a  reflection  of 
the  stability  which  has 
marked  its  administration 
of  trusts  for  over  twenty- 
two  years. 


CAPITAL  TRUST 

CORPORATION    LfiVnTED 


Montreal 


Ottawa  Toronto 


PLEASE    PATRONIZE    OUR    ADVERTISERS 


ST.     JOSEPH     LILIES  III. 


AND 

^c})ool  of  i^urging 

Sunnyside,     Toronto 


Under   the   Direction 
of 


THE    SISTERS   OF    ST.   JOSEPH 


T»t£ASE   PATRONIZE    OUR    ADVERTISERS 


IV. 


ST.     JOSEPH     LILIES 


ST.  MICHAEL'S  COLLEGE 


TORONTO, 


ONTARIO 


FEDERATED    WITH    THE 

University  of  Toronto 


Courses — 


ARTS,  HIGH  SCHOOL,  COMMERCIAL 

For  information  apply  to  the  Superior 


Insignia  Rings 


Birks-Ellis-Ryrie's  Insignia  Rings  are  smart  and  distinctive.  Crests 
are  available  for  most  every  educational  institution  in  the  Province. 
For  boys'  rings,  prices  range  from  $3.00;  for  girls' — $2.00  and  up- 
wards, in  Sterling  Silver. 

Telephone   and  Mail  Orders  Given   Prompt   Attention.     AD.   9001 
Insignia  Department 

BIKKS-^LLIS'KYWE 

L  I  M  I  T  E  D 

YONGE  AT  TEMPERANCE  STREET  ....  TORONTO 

PLEASE    PATRONIZE    OUR    ADVERTISERS 


ST.     JOSEPH     I^ILIES 


•'IF  ITS  Borden's  IT'S  GOT  TO  BE  GOOD" 


Vi. 


ST.    JOSEPH     LILIES 


J.  Sosar 

FUNERAL 
DIRECTOR 


467  SHERBOURNE  ST. 
Midway  7233 


TIP-TOP 

CANNERS 

Limited 
Packers  of 

Quality  Jams,  Fruits  and 
Vegetables 

Burlington,      Greensville.      Otterville 


J.  C.  KNOX,  Representative, 
513  Riverside   Drive 


^iM> 


lUERIBBfl 


BLUE  RIBBON 
BAK/NGPOWDER 

&*mm.BJii4iq^SiuceiA. 


Toronto 


ing  Co* 

Canada 


PLEASE   PATRONIZE    OUR    ADVERTISERS 


ST.     JOSEPH     LILIES  VII. 


The 

Dundas  Produce 


Wholesale  Fruit 
and  Produce 


3501  DUNDAS  STREET  WEST 
LY.  3191-2  TORONTO 


PLEASE   PATRONIZE    OUR    ADVERTISERS 


VIII. 


ST.     JOSEPH     LiILIBS 


Compliments  of 

Acme 
Farmers  Dairy 

liiinited 
WalmerRd.  MI.  3541 


—  TRY  — 

CHARLIE'S 

YEAST 

DONUTS 

AT  THE  CAFETERIA 


The  Seal  of  Perfect  Balding 

Always  look  for  the  blue  and  white  Christie  end- 
seal  shown  above,  when  buying  biscuits.  It  is 
your  assurance  of  the  highest  quality  ingredients, 
properly  blended  and  perfectly  baked. 

Chrisfties  Biscuits 


PLEASE   PATRONIZE   OUR    ADVERTISERS 


ST.  JOSEPH   LILIES 


IX 


COMPLIMENTS   OF 

DALTON  ENGINEERING 

AND 

CONSTRUCTION 
COMPANY 

Limitec] 


587  FLEET  STREET  WEST 


TORONTO.  ONT. 


irS  LIQUID  SUNSHINE! 

Javex  helps  you  in  dozens  of  cleaning 
tasks  .  .  .  bleaches  whiter  .  .  .  removes 
stubborn  stains  .  .  .  disinfects  and  de- 
odorizes.    At   your   grocer's. 


COMPLETE  OPTICAL  SERVICE 

McMANUS  &  STRONACH 

Prescription  Opticians 

1211 A    BAY    STREET  AT  BLOOB 
Special  consideration  extended  to  clergy  and  religious 


M.  J.  H.  McMANUS 


A.  FORBES  STRONACH 


PLEASE   PATRONIZE   OUR    ADVERTISERS 


ST.     JOSEPH    LILIES 


BEL  YEA  BROS. 

Limited 

OPERATORS   OF 

TORONTO'S  LARGEST 
PLUMBING  AND  HEATING  SERVICE 

LA.   1157  LY.   1112 


CPO 


DISPENSING 
OPTIDAMSi 

1 


R. 


Oculists'   Prescriptions  filled. 

Lenses  Duplicated  from  broken  pieces. 

Repairs   to   Glasses. 

Special  Discount  to  Students  and  Members  of  the  Faculty 

OCULIST  PRESCRIPTION  CO. 

EDWARD  BRADDOCK,  Manager 

321    Bloor   Street   West 

St.  (Jcorfje  Apartiui'iits 
(Opposite  Medical  Arts  Building,  Ground  Floor) 

IMione  >Ud\vay  G702 

PLEASE    PATRONIZE    OUR    ADVERTISERS 


ST.     JOSEPH     LILIES 


XI. 


FAMED  FOR  FLAVOR 

Wonder  Bread 

and 

Hostess   Cakes 

Made  by 

IDEAL  BREAD  CO.  Limited 

183-193  DOVERCOURT  RD. 
Phone  LOmbard  1192-1193 


COl^rPLIMEXTS  OF  THE 


F.T.JAMES  Co 

LIMITED 

Wholesale 
FISH   DISTRIBUTORS 


29  CHURCH  ST.,   TORONTO 


THE 

HALLIDAY  BROS. 


LIMITED 

Dealers  in 
All   Kinds   of 

COAL 

Specializing    in    Domestic    Stoker 
Coal 


36  Toronto  Street 
ELgin  7253 


PLEASE   PATRONIZE    OUR    ADVERTISERS 


XII. 


ST.     JOSEPH     LILIES 


SPECIAL 
Superior  Optical  Co. 

WILL  GIVE  A  DISCOUNT  TO 
STUDENTS   OR   TEACHER3 

We  make  glasses  only 

from   a  prescription 

by  an  oculist 

physician. 


Superior    Optical    Co. 

20  BLOOR  ST.  \V. 

TORONTO,  ONT. 

Phones:     KI.  0963    -    KI.  3110 


KINGSDALE  9265 


Dr.  Harold  J.  Murphy 


DENTIST 


2  BLOOR  STREET  EAST 
TORONTO 


SxUler^jood's 

You  cdn*t  beat  their  milk 

but  you  can  whip  their  cream 


PLEASE   PATRONIZE   OUR    ADVERTISERS 


CONTENTS 


Page 

FRONTISPIECE— CAKD IX AL  McGUIGAN    4 

CONGRATULATIONS    5 

THE  CARDINAL  —  Rev.  Thomas  P.  Battle 6 

SAINT  PATRICK,  MODEL  OF  :\ITSSTONARIES 

Rev.  P.  J.  Temple  12 

THE  PLANETS  THIS  SPRING— Frank  S.  Hogg 16 

THE  J.O.C— Margaret  Cronin    21 

SAINT  JOSEPH,  FKJEND  OF  SAILORS— 

Rev.  P.  J.  Kennedy  29 

THE  ATOMIC  AGE— Prof.  J.  R.  Oppenheimer  33 

LIFE  IS  AN  ADVENTURE— A.  J.  DeManche 37 

EXTRACTS  FRO.AI  LETTERS— Florence  Martin  41 

SANTA  MARIA  del  POPOLO— Sister  M.  Leonarda 46 

^ANNUNCIATION- :Vlabel    Summers  Keenan    49 

POETRY : 

CHRIST  IN  HEAVEN'S  GARDEN— 

Msgr.  J.  B.  Dollard   50 

THE  GREAT  CALI :\Isgr.  .1.  B.  Dollard 52 

COMMUNITY   53 

ALUMNAE 

LIST  OF  OFFICERS   59 

NOTE'S— :Mabel  Abrey    59 

LETTER^:\Irs.    Thompson    60 

EXTRACTS  FROM  LETTERS 63 

COLLEGE 

COLLEGE  ACTIVITIES    65 

ESSAYS    ". 68 

COLLEGE  SCH(^OL 

NOTES    74 

ESSAYS    77 

Marita  McLean,  Madelyn  Ladouceur,  Helen  Boehler,  Vir- 
ginia INIcCabe,  Joan  Pape,  Marie  Wolfe,  Mary  Joan 
Kavanagh,  Jean  Spicer,  Madeline  Wood,  Mary  Janet 
Wesson,  Bianca  Nieves,  Virginia  Varley,  Rose  Creelman, 


CONTENTS 


Margaret  Byrne,  Patricia  Kelly,  Dorothy  McCarthy,  Rose- 
mary Lautsch,  Peggy  Dick,  Mary  Claire  LaBine,  Margaret 
Tipping,  Jane  Hatton,  Aileen  Girardot.  Kathryn  Kavanagh, 
Kathleen  Doran,  Katherine  LeBarr.  Betty  Caviasca,  Jac- 
queline Cain,  Mary  Grieve,  Patricia  Henry,  Patricia  Kearns, 
Sheila  Oxley,  Jean  Hanson,  Joan  Gardiner,  Lorraine 
Fecteau,  Mildred  Hutter,  Marie  Doyle.  Mary  MacCallum, 
Jean  Hanson,  Lorraine  Dietrich,  Joan  McBride,  Joan  Rog- 
ers, Emelie  Grof,  Shirley  Nash,  Monica  Madden,  Isabel 
Plunkett,  Elizabeth  Squires,  Rita  Donovan,  Alice  Wood, 
Sally  Smith,  Hilda  Degenmeier. 
ST.  PATRICK'S,  VANCOUVER,  B.C. 

Jean  Derry,   Pierre   Girard,    Raphael    Penland.    Thelma 
Reynolds,  Barbara  Robinson,  Earl  Edgerton. 


fet.  f  osep!)  lilies; 

Published  March.  June  and  December 
Subscription  One  Dollar 


Checks  and   ]Money   Orders   sliould   be  made  payable   to 

ST.  JOSEPH  LILIES 
Address : 

SUBSCRIPTION  EDITOR,  ST.  JOSEPH  LILIES 

St.  Joseph's  Convent, 

ST.  ALBANS  STREET.       TORONTO  5,  CANADA 


pis  "^mmeucc  "^nmts  (H,  OJarbtnal  ^c^uigan 

^rchbisliup  of  (Eoronto 


l^ra  Beo  et  Alma  Matxt, 

Vol.  XXXV  TORONTO.  .MARCH.  11>46  No.  1 


^Tf^  HE  LILIES,  voicing  the  heartfelt  accord  of  the 
\ii/  entire  Community  of  St.  Joseph's,  offers  sincer- 
est  congratulations  to  the  Cardinal  Archbishop  of  Tor- 
onto on  this  momentous  occasion.  An  article  appears  in 
this  current  issue,  entitled  "The  Cardinal."  The  staff 
of  The  Lilies  directs  those  who  view  the  frontispiece 
portrait,  to  the  reading  of  that  special  article.  This 
magazine  and  the  community,  wish  His  Eminence  many 
long  and  fruitful  years  in  continuance  of  the  great  work 
he  has  done  in  these  parts  for  more  than  a  decade  of 
years.  All  understand  that  the  recent  signal  honor  con- 
ferred on  His  Eminence,  is  not  only  a  personal  one  and 
something  that  does  honor  to  his  own  jurisdiction,  but 
the  giving  of  the  Red  Hat  here,  honors  and  recognizes 
all  English  speaking  Catholics.  It  is  a  great  thing  for 
the  entire  Dominion  of  Canada.  The  Archdiocesan  See 
of  Toronto  is  now  a  Key  See  of  Christendom  and  more 
than  ever  before,  Canada  holds  a  place  on  the  map  of 
religious  and  international  affairs. 
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THE   CARDINAL 

^  By  REV.  THOMAS  F.  BATTLE 

IT  WAS  Tennyson  who  observed  the  great  world  spinning 
forever  down  the  ringing  grooves  of  change.  The  anci- 
ent and  changeless  church  sometimes  shifts  her  front  and 
adapts  or  applies  her  methods  and  policies  in  a  changing  world. 
For  over  four  hundred  years  her  great  advisory  and  auxiliary 
arm  knowai  as  the  senate  of  the  Church  or  the  college  of  card- 
inals, has  Cnnctioried  with  a  personnel  where  non-Italians  were 
a  minority.  In  this  year  of  Our  Lord  1946  said  policy  has  been 
now  reversed. 

Of  the  many  recent  appointments  to  the  august  body  sur- 
rounding the  Throne  of  the  Fisherman,  few  could  be  inore  uni- 
que and  welcome  than  the  naming  of  the  Cardinal  Archbishop 
of  Toronto,  Jame&  Charles  McGuigan.  For  the  first  time  in 
history  English-speaking  Catholics  in  our  great  country  have 
been  so  honoured. 

No  matter  how  surprising  is  the  announcement  of  an  ap- 
pointment for  Canada  outside  the  historic  see  of  Quebec,  none 
were  surprised  at  the  worthiness  and  happiness  of  the  choice 
in  question.  The  Church  does  not  haphazardly  nominate  the 
roster  of  so  august  a  body.  The  esoteric  and  vital  nature  of 
such  a  board  of  directors  of  religious  affairs  cannot  be  a  run 
of  the  mill  selection.  A  man  must  have  the  goods  from  many 
angles  to  be  a  recipient  of  the  red  hat.  No  one,  therefore,  was 
surprised  at  the  Roman  spotlight  falling  on  the  Queen  city 
shepherd  when  the  Pontitf  went  scouting  for  new  cardinals. 

The  career  of  the  new  English-speaking  cardinal  of  Canada 
has  been  meteoric  and  most  phenomenal.  Granted  the  grace  of 
God  and  a  special  providence,  James  Charles  McGuigan  is  a  born 
cleric  and  Churchman.  Further,  the  new  candidate  from  the 
See  of  Toronto  is  a  complete  character,  which  is  an  essential 
for  greatness.  Few  seeing  him  to-day  wearing  the  cardinal's 
robes  would  ever  picture  him  as  a  boy  on  a  football  field.  Many 
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perhaps  thinking  of  him  in  his  distinguished  role  would  deny 
him  the  milk  of  human  kindness  and  the  man  to  niian  amenities 
of  life  which  almost  everyone  needs  today  who  moves  about  in 
this  world. 

James  MeGuigan  was  born  at  Hunter  River,  Prince  Ed- 
ward Island,  in  1894.  Like  many  another  light  in  the  story  of 
the  Canadian  Episcopate,  he  came  from  an  obscure  corner  of 
the  Maritime  Provinces.  His  scholastic  career  prior  to  ordi- 
nation was  spent  in  St.  Dunstan's  College,  Charlottetown,  and 
Laval  University,  Quebec.  Then,  the  early  days  of  his  priest- 
hood began  in  the  east.  Later  we  find  him  in  the  diocese  of 
"Winnipeg.  lie  goes  back  east.  Then  he  returns  to  the  west 
for  a  long  sojourn. 

GO  WKST  YOUNG  MAN 

The  young  prie.st  accompanied  the  late  Archbishop  Henrj- 
O'Leary  to  Edmonton,  where  he  became  secretary  to  the  same 
in  the  recenth'  erected  archiepiscopal  see  of  this  section  in  the 
growing  west.  At  this  time  he  was  the  only  English-speaking 
priest  in  the  new  jurisdiction,  and  he  was  made  rector  of  the 
Cathedral  there.  He  became  Vicar  ^General,  and  when  Arch- 
bishop O'Leary  opened  St.  Joseph's  Seminary  in  Edmonton  in 
1927,  he  was  its  first  rector.  All  great  honour.s,  dignities  and 
offices  seem  to  have  caught  up  with  this  man  while  he  was  still 
young.  He  was  made  a  Monsignor  at  the  age  of  32,  the  young- 
est to  date,  to  attain  that  rank  in  Canada.  Three  years  later  he 
became  the  youngest  archbishop  in  the  world  when  appointed 
to  Regina.  After  five  j'ears  of  prodigious  work  in  that  debt- 
laden  section  of  the  vineyard,  he  was  promoted  at  the  age  of 
40,  when  life  is  just  beginning  for  many,  to  Toronto,  the  largest 
English-speaking  see  in  our  country.  He  came  here  in  March 
of  1935,  and  spent  ten  crowded  years  in  consolidating  and  ad- 
vancing the  well-e-stablished  Ontario  See.  Now,  at  the  close  of 
the  year  of  Our  Lord,  1945,  the  second  highest  honour  in  the 
universal  church  came  to  him  in  the  Pontiff's  gift  of  the  red 
hat.  James  Cardinal  MeGuigan,  in  middle  life,  is  now  a  Prince 
of  the  Chiirch. 
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THE  RED  SENATOR 

It  will  be  useful  for  all  to  review  the  story  of  the  tradition- 
al red-robed  figure  iu  the  Church  of  God,  known  as  a  Cardinal. 
The  office  and  name  of  eardinal  in  the  church  is  an  old  one,  go- 
ing back  to  the  days  when  the  barbarians  had  broken  into 
Europe,,  and  when  the  ^Martyrs  of  the  Coliseum  were  stili  green 
in  man's  memory.  The  name  "cardinal"  comes  from  the  Latin 
word  "cardo*'  meaning  hinge.  The  members  of  the  sacred  col- 
lege of  cardinals  are  the  counsellors  and  assistants  of  the  Pope 
in  that  onerous  and  vital  government  of  the  world-wide  church. 
There  are  three  grades  of  the  Cardinalate.  There  arc  six  card- 
inal bishops  (formerly  seven),  fifty  cardinal  priests,  and  four- 
teen cardinal  deacons.  Until  lately  a  eardinal  could  be  a  lay- 
man. But  there  has  never  been  one  other  than  a  priest  since 
Cardinal  Antonelli  died  in  1876.  He  Avas  a  deacon.  The  Code 
of  Canon  Law  says  that  a  man  must  be  a  priest  from  now  on. 
History  furnishes  us  instances  of  Avhere  men  received  the  red 
hat  decades  younger  than  Cardinal  McGuigan.  The  famous  St. 
Charles  Borromeo,  Archbishop  of  Milan,  was  made  cardinal  at 
the  age  of  21.  "We  might  say  here  that  Innocent  III,  one  of  the 
greatest  of  all  Popes,  came  to  the  throne  of  Peter  when  he  was 
only  37. 

LET  US  EXPLAIN 

The  distinction  of  the  three  classes  of  bisliop,  priest  and 
deacon,  in  the  grading  of  the  sacred  college,  needs  an  expla- 
nation. These  are  the  three  ranks  in  the  college  itself,  but  they 
do  not  necessarily  refer  to  an  office  that  a  nuan  might  hold  from 
another  angle.  For  example,  Cardinal  McGuigan  aiul  Cardinal 
Spellman  of  New  York  are  cardinal  priests  in  the  sacred  college, 
but  each  of  them  is  an  archbishop  in  their  respe<}tive  dioceses 
of  Toronto  and  New  York.  A  man  in  Italy  who  happens  to  be 
one  of  the  fourteen  cardinal  deacons  might  likewise  be  a  bishop 
over  there  in  .some  other  than  one  of  the  six  suburban  Sees  of 
Rome.  As  a  matter  of  fact  the  cardinal  deacons  almost  invari- 
ably live  and  exercise  their  functions  in  Rome.  They  are  the 
successors  of  the  fourteen  regional  C>tTicers  of  Rome  who  were 
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commissioned  w  ith  tlie  care  of  the  poor  there,  and  who  looked 
after  the  financinjr  of  their  respective  jurisdictions.  At  their 
head  was  an  archdeacon  or  head  deacon,  who  was  respon^sible 
for  the  temporal  affairs  of  tlie  Pope  in  the  city,  and  next  to 
the  Pontiff,  his  office  was  the  most  important  in  Rome.  The 
famous  Hildebrand,  afterwards  Pope  St  Gregory  VII,  at  one 
time  was  Archdeacon.  On  the  other  hand,  the  recipient  of  the 
red  hat  could  be  a  cardinal  priest  or  cardinal  deacon  and  still 
not  be  a  bishop  anywhere.  The  jrreat  English  cardinal.  Cardi- 
nal Xe\^■man,  i*  convert  to  the  clinrch,  never  had  a  diocese.  He 
was  a  cardinal  In  Curia,  which  meant  he  should  have  lived  at  the 
Papal  Court,  but  he  was  excused  from  the  same.  "We  can  sum, 
up  our  explanati(>n  by  stating  that  a  cardinal  bishop  must  be 
distinguislipii  from  one  who  is  a  cardinal  ami  a  bishop. 

MORE  ABOUT  THE  CARDINALS 

A  cai'dinal  is  appointed  for  life,  but  he  may  resMgn  his  dig- 
nity when  he  feels  like  it.  This,  however,  is  not  g.enerally  done. 
Cardinal  Billot,  the  famous  French  theologian  and  member  of 
the  Jesuit  Order,  resigned  in  1927.  We  can  recall  no  other 
instances  oft'-hand.  He  can  be  deprived  of  his  dignity,  but  ordy 
for  grave  reasons,  and  it  is  the  Pope  alone  who  can  deprive 
him.  Every  cardinal  has  a  title,  and  serves  on  one  or  more  of  the 
Roman  Congregations  which, are  the  departments  of  the  Curia 
or  the  Court  which  expedites  the  vast  business  for  all  parts  of 
the  Ecumenical  Church.  A  cardinal  has  many  legal  and  other 
privileges,  for  example,  the  right  to  use  Mitre  and  Crosier  and 
to  celebrate  IMass  pontifically.  They  receive  honours  usually 
accorded  bishops,  and  are  judged  only  by  the  Pope.  Temporal- 
ly, he  ranks  with  the  princes  of  reigning  houses.  His  chief 
badge  is  the  Bed  H<tt.  He  wears  a  scarlet  biretta  and  mantle, 
but  he  changes  these  for  a  saffron-coloured  outfit  while  the 
Holy  See  is  vacant  ^lembers  of  religious  orders  retain  the 
use  of  their  proper  habit.  Cardinal  Billot  wore  the  plain  black 
of  a  Jesuit  Father,  which  by  the  way,  was  the  diocesan  priest 
dress  of  Spain  when  St.  Ignatius  founded  the  Order. 
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THE  CHURCH  AGAIN  WIDENS 

It  is  quite  in  keeping  with  the  universality  of  the  Church 
to  be  universal  in  her  college  of  cardinals.  Since  1522  the  sac- 
red college  never  had  a  majority  of  non-Italian  members.  To- 
day things  are  different.  The  coming  of  the  Red  Hat  to  Tor- 
onto, not  to  .speak  of  a  dozen  other  placesi  in  this  new  world  of 
the  two  Americas,  is  an  indication  of  the  Church  once  more 
spreading  her  world-wide  wings.  Some  day  Robert  Hugh  Ben- 
son's dream  of  a  Chinese  Pope  may  be  a  reality.  It  is  not  fan- 
tastic to  say  that  men  still  living  will  see  a  Yankee  on  the 
throne  of  Peter,  before  they  are  gathered  to  their  fathers.  Many 
well-informed  and  good-will  Catholics  perhaps  have  forgotten 
the  internationalism  of  the  college  of  cardinals  and  Papacy  of 
bygone  day®.  They  forget  that  Nicholas  Breakspeare  of  Eng- 
land was  Pope  Adrian  IV.  He  died  in  1159.  Peter,  the  first 
Pope  was  a  Jew.  After  his  day  there  were  Greeks  and  Syrians, 
and  in  a  later  day  there  were  Germans,  French,  Portugese  and 
others.  The  last  non-Italian  we  had  was  Adrian  VI,  a  Holland- 
er, or  as  some  say,  a  Belgian.  The  Church  is  Catholic  and  not 
tied  to  any  nationality. 

HOW  THEY  MEET 

The  college  of  cardinals  meets  in  what  is  called  a  Consistory. 
It  can  be  either  public  or  secret.  A  secret  consistory  is  where 
they  meet  with  the  Pope  as  a  body  to  discuss  the  business  of 
the  Church.  At  a  public  consistory  others  can  be  present, 
even  the  Ambassadors  to  the  Holy  See.  Public  meetings  or  con- 
sistories are  often  a  public  audience  witli  the  Pope,  or  the  final 
and  solemn  steps  in  the  canonization  of  a  saint.  When  the 
Pope  dies,  the  cardinals  travel  from  far  and  near  in  a  reason- 
able time,  say  two  weeks,  hold  their  meeting  and  cast  there  bal- 
lots for  whom  they  conscientiously  consider  his  most  worthy 
successor.  The  new  successor  of  Peter  must  get  a  two-third 
majority  of  votes  before  he  is  elected.  Until  this  majority  is 
had,  the  cardinals  must  remain  in  conclave,  (under  key,  locked 
up).  When  the  balloting  has  become  effective,  they  take  the 
paper  tickets  and  mix  them  with  an  ingredient  that  W'ill  pro- 
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duce  white  smoke.  The  issue  of  the  white  smoke  from  a  chim- 
ney in  their  hall  acquaints  the  outside  world  with  the  success 
of  their  balloting.  At  each  ineffective  balloting,  a  black  .smoke 
curls  sk^'ward. 

A  SELECT  BODY 

The  most  eminent  and  red-robed  gentlemen  of  the  Papal 
Senate  are  an  august  and  most  hand-picked  corporation.  Nat- 
urally, there  would  be  several  factors  considered  before  the  su- 
preme Pontiff  hands  out  seventy  red  hats  here,  there  and  every 
where  in  the  world-wide  church.  There  are  about  4O0,0(X),000 
Catholics,  one  out  of  every  five  human  beings  in  the  Avorld. 
There  are  about  2,000  Ordinaries  or  Bishops  and  close  on  to 
400,000  priests.  Seventy  key  men  out  of  such  a  vast  commun- 
ion would  call  for  a  most  judicious  investigation  and  consider- 
ation before  the  Prince.s  of  the  Church  are  enthroned  in  the  Sen- 
ate Chamber. 

People  in  these  parts,  therefore,  may  be  justly  proud  of  the 
honour  that  has  come  their  way.  Not  only  has  His  Eminence 
James  Charles  IMcGuigan  been  singularly  honoured,  but  the 
great  event  has  brought  honour  and  pleasure  to  the  entire 
Church  of  Canada  and  nationally  to  our  great  country.  The 
great  stir  caused  throughout  the  entire  Dominion,  and  the  flood 
of  congratidations  poured  into  the  Chancery  Offices  of  the 
Archdiocese  of  Toronto,  are  monumental  appreciation  and 
recognition  of  all  that  the  Supreme  Head  of  the  Church  has 
done  for  this  region. 

The  Ai'chdiocese  of  Toronto  is  now  one  of  the  very  import- 
ant Sees  of  Christendom,  and  its  worthy  and  distinguished 
prelate  and  prince,  an  important  keyman  in  the  world-wide 
Church.  His  great  character,  ability  and  prodigious  efforts  of 
the  past  made  him  a  mtarked  man  for  papal  honours  and  recog- 
nition. It  is  the  hope  and  prayer  of  all  that  he  will  live  long  to 
enjoy  the  new  dignity  to  which  he  has  been  raised.  And  it  is 
his  hope  and  prayer,  which  he  has  already  placed  before  us. 
that  he  will  continue  to  do  even  greater  work  in  his  jurisdiction 
and  the  Church. 
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SAINT  PATRICK 

The  Model  of  Missionaries 

By  REV.   PATRICK  J.  TExMPLE.  S.T.D. 

JUDGING  from  i-esult.s,  St.  Patrick  was  one  of  the  greatest 
missionaries  of  all  times.  Hardly  any  other  country  was 
converted  so  quickly  as  Ireland,  and  hardly  any  other  people 
preserved  the  Faith  so  tenaciously  as  the  Irish.  All  grace  comes 
directly  from  God,  but  the  Almighty  has  left  missionary  Avork 
to  free  agents  and  seems  to  leave  results  depending  upon  their 
sanctity  and  zeal.  It  will  be  profitable,  therefore,  to  examine 
the  missionary  methods  of  this  illustrious  Saint. 

The  great  outstanding  trait  of  Erin's  national  apostle  was 
liis  reliance  upon  prayer  and  his  entire  dependence  upon  the 
help  of  God.  The  prayer  composed  by  him.  ^vhich  has  been 
handed  down,  kno\vn  as  his  "breastplate,"  indicates  by  its  very 
name  that  prayer  was  his  armor  of  strength  and  reveals  by  its 
words  that  he  lived,  moved,  and  had  his  being  in  God. 

"Christ  with  me,  Christ  before  me. 
'         Christ  behind  me.  Christ  within  me, 
Christ  beneath  me,  Christ  above  me, 
Christ  at  my  right  hand,  Christ  at  my  left, 
Christ  in  the  fort,' 
■■■•■    Christ  in  the  chariot-seat, 
■Christ  in  the  poo]"). 

Christ  in  the  heart  pf  ev.ery  man  who  thinks  of  me. 
I         Christ  'n  the  mouth  of  every  man  wlio  speaks  to  me, 

Christ  in  every  eye  that  sees  me, 
■         Christ  in  eveiy  ear  that  hears  me." 

The  second  great  characteristic  was  his  humility.  St.  Pat- 
rick would  be  the  mo.st  surprised  man  in  the  world  if  he  were 
told  that  the  Irish  nation  would  do  him  great  honor  doAvn  the 
ages.  He  thought  of  himself  in  the  lowest  of  terms  aiul  sjieaks 
of  himself  aeeordinglv  : 
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"I.  Patrick,  the  sinner,  am  the  most  riistie,  and 
the  least  of  all  the  faithful,  and  contemptible  in 
the  eyes  of  \evy  many.'' 

The  Saint  had  tlic  rid\anta,ue  «;f  hein^-  ti'ained    in    the    hard 
school  of  sutferin"-  and  |)i-ivation.     He  u!adl\"  tells  of  his  beiny 


Courtesy  of  Brien  O'Higgins 
ST.  PATRICK  TEACHING  THE  YOUNG  GAELS  OF  ERIN 


chastened  by  his  enslavement,  and  does  not  hesitate  to  tell  how. 
during  the  heio:lit  of  his  missionary  activity,  he  was  "rejected*' 
by  his  superiors  and  shamed  by  the  disloyalty  of  a  friend.  His 
penitential  spirit  consecrated  Croaghpatrick  and  Lough  Gill. 
His  great  disintei'estedness  and  integrit.v,  as  well  as  his 
realization  that  wealth  would  be  a  hindrance  instead  of  a  help, 
are  evidenced  bv  the  fact  tliat  he  wonld  nottake  the  least  thina- 
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for  himself,  "even  the  price  of  his  shoe,"  he  says,  returning  to 
the  generous  "Christian  Brothers  and  Virgins  of  Christ  and 
religious  women,"  the  gifts  they  offered  and  the  jewels  they 
cast  upon  the  altar. 

St.  Patrick  was  not  only  a  great  Saint,  but  he  had  a  genius 
for  organization,  using  all  tihe  means  at  his  disposal  with  per- 
severing effort.   Professor  M.  Van  der  Essen,  of  Louvain,  siays : 

"St.  Patrick  inaugurated  the  mission  methods  which 
prevailed  all  through  the  Middle  Ages  until  the 
Franciscans  adapted,  in  the  Thirteenth  Century,  a  new- 
system  in  their  oriental  missions." 

And  Mrs.  Thomas  Concannon,  in  her  book  on  St.  Patrick, 
deals  in  a  splendid  way  with  the  Saint's  missionary  method, 
pointing  out  his  great  wisdom  in  cultivating  from  the  very 
start  native  vocations,  in  tolerating  native  institutions,  and  in 
utilizing  the  help  of  women  in  his  missionary  work.    She  says: 

"St.  Patr.'ek  had  to  be  a  pioneer  among  missioners 
and  Avhen  we  consider  how  marvelous  a  missionary 
machine  he  perfected,  single-handed  so  to  speak,  and 
how  triumphantly  he  anticipated — by  fifteen  centuries 
— the  most  highly  approved  discoveries  of  modern 
'  missiology, '  we  cry  out  in  startled  admiration  at  the 
greatness  of  his  character  and  his  genius — his  great- 
ness as  a  man." 

May  I  point  out  the  master-stroke  of  strategy  on  the  part 
of  the  Saint  in  his  direct  attack  on  Tara  for  the  purpose  of  con- 
fronting the  High  King  with  the  chief  Druids  at  the  very  out- 
set.   A  glance  at  the  political  situation  will  reveal  this. 

Ireland  had  been  previously  divided  into  five  kingdoms 
or  five  fifths,  but  after  the  dismemberment  of  Ulster  by  three 
of  the  nine  sons  of  Niall,  of  the  Nine  Hostages,  there  were  seven 
kingdoms  at  the  time  of  St.  Patrick.  Throughout  the  Island 
there  were  about  one  hundred  tuatJia  or  districts,  about  twenty 
square  miles  in  extent.  Over  eaoh  was  a  fairly  independent 
king;  then  over  them  came  the  kings  of  the  provinces,  and 
finally  the  High  King  of  Tara.   Society  was  divided  into  grades 
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and  subdivided  into  many  classes,  allowing  variability  of  pol- 
itical status.  The  kings  were  elected  from  the  family  group  of 
four  generations,  as  also  w'ere  the  chief  poets,  jurists,  physici- 
ans, and  craftsmen.  The  Irish  state  was  a  highly  aristocratic 
polity,  and  the  king  was  president  of  the  assembly,  commander 
of  the  forces,  and  judge  in  the  court  of  the  ttuith ;  he  may  have 
acted  in  the  capacity  of  priest  in  pagan  days.  lie  was  the  all- 
important  pei-son,  therefore ;  and  St.  Patrick  displayed  great 
astuteness  that,  while  he  was  kind  to  the  poor,  he  concentrated 
his  main  etforts  on  the  kings,  and  in  the  very  first  days  of  his 
mission  he  risked  a  trial  of  strength  before  the  High  King  of 
Tara  itself. 

Finally,  St.  Patrick's  missionary  strength  lay  in  his  at- 
tachment to  Rome,  the  center  and  foundation  of  Christ's 
Church.  How  can  it  be  claimed  that  his  mission  was  independ- 
ent of  Rome  when  we  have  the  record  of  Prosper,  written  in 
Rome  itself,  that  Pope  St.  Celestine  sent  St.  Palladius  to  the 
L'isli  Christians  as  their  first  bishop.  The  Pelagian  heresy  had 
brought  the  question  of  Ireland  to  the  forefront,  and  the  Pope 
showed  liis  solicitude  by  selecting  as  one  of  the  Seven  Deacons 
of  Rome — corresponding  now  to  a  Cardinal — one  who  had  re- 
presented the  Pope  at  the  Council  of  Aries  and  one  who  was  of 
British  birth,  and  therefore  knew  conditions  in  the  North-west. 
It  seems  that  St.  Palladius,  after  a  short  visit  to  County  W.ck- 
low,  was  martyred  in  Scotland;  and  although  it  is  true  that 
"not  to  Palladius  but  to  Patrick  did  God  grant  the  conversion 
of  Ireland,"  yet  how  much  that  conversion  is  due  to  the  mar- 
tyred blood  of  Erin's  first  Bi.shop  we  cannot  judge  here  below. 
St.  Patrick  was  consecrated  bishop  and  sent  to  Ireland  by  St. 
Germanus,  who  represented  the  Pope  in  Northwestern  Europe ; 
and  St.  Patrick  made  a  journey  to  Rome  about  441,  and  was 
"approved"'  by  Pope  Leo  I  ''in  the  Catholic  Faith."  Both  Popes, 
Saints  Celestine  and  Leo.  were  exceptionally  zealous  and  keen 
on  missionary  activity ;  and  there  is  no  room  at  all  for  the  con- 
tention that  they  allowed  an  independent  church  to  be  estab- 
lished, even  if  such  were  attempted.  Such  a  project  was  never 
considered. 
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THE  PLANETS  THIS  SPRING 

By  FRANK  S.   HOGG. 
David  Duiilap  Observatory 
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XT  KIIIT  after  nip-ht. 
-^  ^  spring  after  sprinp-. 
tlie  sky  presents  the  same 
familiar  constellations  to  the 
view  of  the  watcher  of  the 
heavens.  The  more  careful 
observer  soon  notices,  how- 
ever, that  as  well  as  the. 
figures  which  soon  become 
familiar  in  shape  and  com- 
position, there  are  other 
"star.s"  which  shift  from 
week  to  week,  and  are  not 
i-eadily  recognisable  from 
spring  to  spring,  if  indee<l 
they  are  present  at  all. 

Such  "stars"  are  so  er- 
ratic in  their  motions,  as 
seen  from  the  earth,  that 
even  the  early  Greek  schol- 
ars called  them  planets,  or 
Avanderer.s.  Only  the  accum- 
ulation of  knowledge  over, 
the  centuries  finally  brought 
order  out  of  the  chaos  of 
thought,  and  allowed  the  planets  to  be  considered  no  longer  as  er- 
ratic wanderers  through  the  heavens,  but  majestic  satellites  of  the 
sun.  They  are  circling  around  the  sun  in  vast  orbits,  bound 
to  him  by  invisible  ties  of  gravitational  force,  t'^-om  the  re- 
latively  simple   mathematical   laws   of    motion    their    positions 
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can  now  be  predicted  with  very  great  aeciiraey  for  iiiontiis, 
yeare,  or  even  centuries  in  advance. 

Amongst  all  the  planets  of  our  solar  system  three  of  the 
most  spectacular  are  now  observable  in  our  1946  evening  sky 
These  are  the  planets  Mars  and  Saturn,  high  in  the  eastern 
evening  sky,  and  Jupiter  which  rises  soon  after  sunset  and  re- 
mains above  the  horizon  all  night.  These  planets  are  not  marked 
on  regular  star  maps,  since  they  change  their  positions  anions' 
the  fixed  stars  so  conspicuously  from  week  to  week.  These 
three  planets  present  markedly  different  appearances  when 
viewed  through  even  small  telescopes,  and  each  presents  a  diff- 
erent set  of  observat  onal  and  physical  problems  for  the  plea- 
sure of  the  astronomer. 

These  are  the  three  planets  next  outside  the  earth's  orbit. 
The  earth  circles  about  the  sun  at  a  distance  of  93  million  miles, 
in  a  period  which  we  call  a  year,  or  'iia7)M  days.  One  and  a  half 
times  as  far  out  from  the  sun,  or  at  141  million  miles  of  dist- 
ance, is  the  planet  Mars,  circling  the  sun  in  687  days.  At  five 
times  the  earth's  distance,  or  488  million  nules.  the  planet  Jup- 
iter moves  about  the  sun  at  a  more  leisurely  rate,  taking  11.9 
years  to  complete  its  journey.  Still  farther  out.  at  886  million 
mile.s,  Saturn  swings  around  the  sun  in  a  period  of  281^  years. 
Thus  these  three  i)lanets  will  at  times  group  together  in  the 
sky,  and  then  gradually,  due  to  their  differing  motions,  drift 
apart  again,  until  .shortly  they  will  not  be  visible  at  even  the 
same  season  of  tlie  year. 

Of  these  planets.  Mars  has  the  most  fascination  for  many 
people.  Due  to  its  relative  closeness  to  us,  at  times  only  about 
■]7)  mill  on  miles,  and  to  the  scarcity  of  clouds  in  its  atmosphere, 
its  surface  may  be  studied  in  more  detail  than  that  of  any 
planet  other  than  the  earth.  The  surface  details  are  not  readily 
visible,  even  at  that,  for  try  to  realize  how  limited  would  be 
our  knowledge  of  geography  if  we  had  to  learn  it  all  from  a 
point  of  view  taken  35  million  miles  away.  Thus  we  should  ex- 
pect to  see  only  the  gross,  rather  than  the  detailed,  features  of 
the  planet. 

1)1  general  the  disc  of  Mars  presents  a  reddish  colour.    De- 
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pending  on  the  Martian  season,  a  small  white  cap  may  be  seen 
covering  either  the  north  or  south  polar  regions.  This  cap 
grows  during  the  Martian  winter  and  then  shrinks,  alternately 
at  the  two  poles,  in  somewhat  the  same  way  as  do  the  snow  reg- 
ions in  the  frigid  zones  of  our  earth.  Eecently  it  has  been  pos- 
sible, with  very  sensitive  thermometric  methods,  to  tell  the 
temperature  of  these  white  polar  caps  of  Mars.  The  temperature 
is  found  to  be  about  the  temperature  of  melting  snow  on  the 
earth,  which  strongly  suggests  that  these  are  caps  of  frozen 
water.  From  the  speed  with  which  they  form  and  melt  off 
again  as  Mars  has  its  spring,  it  seems  that  the  snow  must  be 
very  light.  Probably  we  should  think  of  this  material  as  hoar- 
frost rather  than  as  deep  icecaps  such  as  in  our  own  Arctic 
and  Antarctic  caps. 

It  is  also  possible  to  observe  other  seasonal  changes  on 
Mars.  While  the  general  reddish  colour  suggests  desert  sand 
or  rock,  there  are  certain  large  dark  greenish  surface  markings 
which  have  been  studied  year  after  year.  These  are  found  to 
occur  in  either  the  northern  or  southern  hemisphere,  in  the 
Martian  season  corresponding  to  our  late  sprang.  The  tempta- 
tion of  course  is  to  think  of  these  areas  as  vegetation,  brought 
into  life  by  the  melting  snow  of  the  polar  caps,  with  the  vernal 
return  of  the  sun.  Science,  however,  at  the  present  time  can- 
not confirm  the  existence  of  vegetation ;  but  this  is  definitely 
an  interesting  observational  problem  that  must  soon  yield  to 
improved  analysis.  The  nature  of  the  finer  dark  markings, 
the  famous  "canals"  of  Mars,  and  in  fact  the  very  existence  of 
the  finer  marking.s,  is  still  a  very  difficult  problem. 

Mars  rotates  on  its  axis  in  a  day  very  little  longer  than 
ours,  some  24  hours,  37  minutes.  Thus  the  day  and  night 
changes  parallel  ours.  Due  to  Mars'  greater  distance  from  the 
sun,  it  receives  less  heat.  Due  to  its  very  thin  atmosphere,  the 
day  to  night  changes  in  heat  are  more  extreme.  Measures  show 
that  the  noon  temperature  on  Mars  may  reach  about  60  degrees 
Fahrenheit,  while  the  night  temperature  probably  goes  to  a 
hundred  below  zero.  Thus  with  its  great  daily  range  in  tem- 
perature, its  atmosphere  corresponding  to   the  i-arity  of  our 
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upper  stratosphere  at  best,  and  great  scarcity  of  water  and 
oxygen,  only  forms  of  life  markedly  different  from  human  be- 
ings could  be  expected. 

Next  bej'ond  Mars  as  we  move  outward  from  the  earth  we 
reach  the  giant  planet  Jupiter.  Jupiter,  now  well  up  in  the 
southeastern  sky  at  dark,  and  dominating  the  sky  all  night,  is 
at  present  brighter  than  any  of  the  fixed  stars.  It  is  also  dy- 
namically the  dominating  planet  of  our  solar  system  as  it  con- 
tains nearly  three  times  as  much  matter  as  all  the  rest  of  the 
planets  (including  the  earth)  put  together! 

In  a  small  telescope  Jupiter  presents  a  large,  .sharply  de- 
fined disc.  The  general  appearance  is  indicated  in  the  diagram. 
A  few  rather  indistinct  belts  show  on  the  disc  of  the  planet; 
these  bands  are  cloud  i)]ienomena  in  the  atmosphere,  and  occur 
in  zones  parallel  to  the  planet's  equator. 

Jupiter  is  so  far  from  the  sun  that  it  is  extremely  cold, 
about  two  hundred  degrees  below  zero  at  its  hottest.  As  a  fur- 
ther discouragement  for  any  earthlings  who  might  visit  Jupi- 
ter, the  spectroscope  shows  that  the  atmosphere  consists  of  vast 
quantities  of  ammonia  and  marsh  gas.  Any  water  that  may 
have  been  present  on  the  planet  long  since  was  frozen  out  and 
now  forms  deep  layers  of  permanent  snow,  probably  thous- 
ands of  miles  thick,  below  the  ammonia  clouds. 

It  is  the  moons  of  Jupiter  which  present  one  of  the  fascin- 
ating motion  pictures  for  the  amateur  observer.  Four  of  the 
eleven  moons  now  known  to  circle  Jupiter  were  first  found  by 
G-alileo  over  three  centuries  ago.  AVith  field  glasses  or  even 
good  opera  glasses,  they  may  be  watched  now.  Each  night, 
or  even  from  hour  to  hour,  they  change  in  their  relative  posi- 
tions. They  are  always  strung  out  in  a  more  or  less  straight 
line,  parallel  to  the  planet's  equator.  As  they  move  in  periods 
of  from  two  days  to  over  two  weeks,  they  will  present  a  con- 
stantly changing  arrangement;  sometimes  all  on  one  side,  some- 
times distributed  on  both  sides. 

Just  as  with  our  moon,  the}'  also  present  eclipse  pheno- 
mena, so  that  sometimes  one  or  more  of  the  four  bright  large 
moons  will  be  invisible.    At  such  times,  reference  to  an  ephem- 
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eris  or  studies  with  a  good  telescope,  may  show  that  the  moon 
is  either  hidden  by  the  planet's  shadow,  or  by  the  planet  itself, 
or  is  crossing  the  disc  of  the  planet,  producing  solar  eclipses 
on  Jupiter.  It  was  studies  of  these  eclipses  by  Roemer  that  pro- 
vided, nearly  three  centuries  ago,  the  first  measure  of  the  speed 
of  light. 

Progressing  still  farther  out  from  tlie  sun,  to  Satui'n,  we 
find  again  another  object  which  may  be  studied  with  small 
telescopes.  Saturn,  nine  times  as  far  from  the  sun  as  is  our 
earth,  has  a  year  equal  to  29  of  our  3-ears,  Saturn  has  nine 
moons,  but  is  most  noted  for  its  system  of  rings.  These  are 
indicated  in  the  diagram,  in  about  their  present  phase.  It  is  the 
only  such  ring  system  at  present  known  in  the  universe. 

]Measures  show  that  this  gigantic  system  is  about  171,000 
mile.s  in  outside  diameter,  bnt  less  than  ten  miles  thick!  To 
scale,  if  a  model  were  made  with  a  two-foot  diameter,  the  thick- 
ness would  correspond  only  to  thin  paper.  During  the  29-year 
period  of  Saturn,  we  see  first  the  nortli  side  of  the  rings;  then, 
when  edge-on  they  become  almost  or  quite  invisible ;  then  we 
see  the  south  side;  then  the  edge,  and  fiimlly  the  north  side 
again.  At  present  we  see  the  south  side,  and  they  are  nearly 
wide  open,  but  closing.  In  1951  they  will  again  be  edge-on, 
and  probably  disappear  for  a  short  while. 

Thus  the  tliree  bright  planets  in  our  present  evening  sky 
present  a  full  range,  from  the  almost  cloudless  desert  of  Mars, 
to  the  giant  Jupiter,  with  its  bright  moons,  and  Saturn,  with 
its  miique  rings.  It  will  be  some  years  before  such  a  repre- 
sentative arra.y  is  again  present  in  our  evening  sky. 
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THE  J.O.C. 

By  MARGARET  CRONIN 

THE  J.O.C.  was  born  in  Belgium,  where  the  situation  of  the 
working  classes  was  particularly  bad.  Bad  from  the  ma- 
terial standpoint— wages,  housing,  working  conditions,  leisure, 
organization — it  was  even  worse  by  reason  of  the  moral  and  spir- 
itual damage  wrought  among  youthful  workers.  Boys  and  girls 
who  entei'od  industrial  life  in  their  early  teens  lost  their  faith  in 
a  very  few  months,  and  were  quickly  corrupted  by  the  bad  ex- 
ample about  them  and  the  temptations  deliberately  put  in  their 
way.  Catholic  leaders  estimated  that  ninety  percent  were  lost 
to  the  Church.  Indeed,  licrum  Novorum  might  have  been  written 
for  Belgium  alone,  so  accurately  does  it  describe  the  lot  of  the 
workers  in  that  country. 

Canon  Cardyn,  the  founder  of  the  J.O.C,  began  his  priestly 
career  about  the  time  of  the  war  of  1914-18.  He  was  keenly  inter- 
ested in  the  plight  of  working  boys,  and  set  to  work  to  study  their 
family,  social  and  industrial  difficulties  through  the  agency  of 
the  St.  Vincent  de  Paul  Society.  Gradually  the  conviction  grew 
in  his  mind,  as  it  had  grown  years  before  in  the  mind  of  Frederic 
Ozanam,  that  modern  apostolic  work  demands  specialization,  like 
to  like,  the  apostleship  of  the  worker  to  the  worker.  In  France, 
at  the  same  time,  a  young  Catholic  foreman  in  the  Schneider- 
Creu.sot  works,  Louis  Lagrange,  was  coming  to  the  same  con- 
clusion, and  working  Avith  the  A.C.J.F.,  was  the  inspiration  for 
Jean  Mondange 's  "Equipes  Ouvrieres"  (Workers'  Teams). 

It  was  as  a  result  of  Canon  Cardyn 's  conviction  and  experi- 
ence that  the  J.O.C.  came  into  being.  By  1920  he  had  rallied 
about  him  some  600  young  Christian  workers,  but  the  campaign 
was  not  fully  launched,  the  J.O.C.  did  not  appear  in  its  definite 
shape,  until  1924.  J.O.C.  stands  for  "  Jeunesse  Ouvriere  Chreti- 
enne"  (Young  Christian  Workers),  later  rendered  in  its  Ameri- 
can form  as  "Workers'  Catholic  Action."  Pope  Pius  XI  was 
the  inspirer  of  the  latter  title,  for  he  himself  called  the  Jocist 
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movement  "the  authentic  and  perfect  realization  of  Catholic 
Action."  By  official  definition,  Catholic  Action  is  the  sharing 
by  the  laity  in  the  apostolic  mission  of  the  hierarchy.  Jocism  is 
therefore  a  movement  intended  to  train  and  form  an  elite,  a  chos- 
en band  of  apostl&s,  and  through  them  to  influence,  conquer  and 
bring  back  to  Christ  the  whole  working-class. 

Jocism  takes  an  integral  view  of  the  worker.  It  will  not  admit 
separate  compartments  in  his  life,  as  though  he  could  be  a  Chris- 
tian when  he  attends  Mass  on  Sunday,  and  le.ss  than  a  Christian 
Avhen  he  is  hurrying  to  work  in  the  winter  dawn,  or  bargaining 
with  the  landlord,  or  attending  a  meeting  of  his  union,  or  sitting 
at  a  movie,  or  watching  a  ball  game.  The  Jocist  must  be  a  Chris- 
tian everywhere,  his  work  must  be  Christian  work,  his  play 
Christian  play,  his  home,  his  surroundings,  worthy  of  a  Christian. 
It  is  significant  that  the  "C''  in  Jocist  stands  for  Christian,  not 
for  Catholic.  To  hcconie  a  Jocist,  one  must  believe  in  God,  but  it  is 
not  necessary  at  first  to  be  a  practising  Catholic.  That  is  the  goal, 
but  it  may  be  reached  later.  The  rank  and  file  miust  be  at  least 
nominally  Christian,  the  elite,  apostolic.  The  term  Christian 
is  no  milk-and-water  one,  for  the  language  of  the  Jocists  is  made 
up  of  fighting  w^ords.  They  speak  of  militants  and  of  conquerors. 
The  militant  is  the  Jocist  leader,  and  he  must  be  able  and  ready 
to  strike  a  blow  for  Christ  and  for  souls.  His  own  training  is 
careful,  intensive  and  arduous.  Prayer,  meditation.  Scripture 
study,  retreats,  pilgrimages,  sacrifice  and  hardship  all  have  their 
share  in  it. 

Jocism  is  exclusively  a  youth  movement.  Twenty-five  is  the 
upper  limit  and  the  rule  is  rigidly  enforced.  Canon  Cardyn  had 
no  illusions  about  3'outh,  but  he  knew  that  most  factory  workers 
are  young,  that  the  young  are  the  worst  paid,  the  least  experi- 
enced, the  most  easily  led.  If  the  working  class  is  to  be  saved  to 
Christ,  it  mast  be  saved  by  youth.  They  have  the  longest  grip 
on  the  future,  and  they  may  be  called  upon  to  make  sacrifices  or 
take  risks  that  a  married  man  or  woman  could  do  only  at  the  ex- 
pense of  home  and  family. 

At  the  cost  of  repetition,  it  must  be  stressed  tliat  Jocism  is  a 
working-class  movement.    Indeed,   it   is  the   first  strictly  class 


ST.  JOSEPH  LILIES 23 

movement  in  the  Church  since  the  Middle  Ages.  The  idea  of 
apostleship  of  like  to  like  is  paramount.  The  working-man  does 
not  wLsh  to  be  Christianized  by  well-meaning  employers  or  wel- 
fare workers  or  professors  of  social  science.  His  problems  are 
his  own  and  only  his  own  kind  can  understand  them.  A  young 
working-girl  had  been  attending  a  mission  in  her  parish  clmreli 
and  remarked,  not  without  humor,  ' '  The  missionary  told  us  to  be 
sure  to  kneel  down  every  morning  to  say  our  morning  prayer  at 
the  foot  of  our  bed.  IIow  could  I  kneel  down  at  the  foot  of  my 
bed  the  way  we  have  to  live  ?  Luckily  the  J.O.C.  taught  us  other 
ways  to  pray. " '  Only  those  who  have  lived  through  such  exper- 
iences know  what  it  is  like  to  encounter  temptation  and  persecu- 
tion in  the  very  work-room,  at  the  same  table,  the  same  bench ; 
and  the  solidarity  of  a  small  Jocist  group  in  one  factory  is  a  more 
powerful  thing  than  any  amount  of  advice  or  exhortation  from 
outside.  Jocism  recognized  that  other  social  groups  needed  the 
same  help  and  the  same  organization,  hence  the  JacLsts.  Jecists 
and  Jicists  who  grew  up  later  on  the  Jocist  model,  to  take  care  of 
young  farmer.s,  young  students  and  young  professional  people. 

Jocism  must  be  exclusively  for  workers  because  of  its  very 
method  and  plan  of  action.  The  principal  weapon  of  the  J.O.C. 
is  the  study  club,  its  method  the  ' '  enquete ' '  or  investigation.  We 
all  know  how  the  Catholic  study  club,  however  well-intentioned 
and  well  led,  is  apt  to  get  lost  in  speculation  or  theorizing  alx)ut 
topics  which  are  interesting  and  important  but  have  little  or  no 
connection  with  the  members'  experience.  The  Jocists  will  have 
none  of  this.  Their  study  group  proceeds  on  a  carefully  planned 
system  dealing  with  practical  and  concrete  experience.  There 
are  three  steps  in  the  investigation:  "Voir,  Juger,  Agir"  (Ob- 
serve, Judge,  Act ) .  An  example  will  illustrate  the  method.  Be- 
fore a  local  section  of  the  J.O.C.  may  be  established,  a  prelimin- 
ary meeting  is  held,  according  to  the  method  of  the  enquete,  to 
determine  whether  conditions  warrant  the  founding  of  a  new 
section.  The  enquete  may  bear  on  a  district,  a  factor^',  a  street, 
or  even  an  apartment  house.  "Observe.  How  many  are  employ- 
ed here?  How  many  are'  Catholics?  What  are  the  others?  What 
are  the  working  conditions   (workshop,    rest-rooms,    washroom, 
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conversation,  lunch  or  restaurant,  health  hazards,  fire  hazard, 
union  organization  and  so  on)  ?  Judge.  Is  there  anything  in  this 
environment  detrimental  to  the  faith  of  the  workers?  to  their 
morals?  to  their  health  or  safety?  Are  they  interested  in  better- 
ing conditions?  How  many  would  be  interested  in  the  J.O.C.? 
Are  they  underpaid  ?  Are  Catholics  subjected  to  petty  persecu- 
tion? What  is  the  cause  of  it  ?  Acf.  Are  you  prepared  to  bring 
three,  four,  six  to  a  meeting?  Can  you  do  anything  to  remedy 
conditions  in  the  work-room?   etc.,  etc?." 

All  Jocist  stud}^  clubs  proceed  in  this  manner.  The  members 
mu,st  report  on  conditions  as  they  actually  know  them,  and  then 
study  ways  and  means  of  remedying  M'hat  is  wrong.  It  is  obvious 
that  such  methods  become  impossible  if  the  members  of  the  group 
do  not  all  belong  to  the  same  class  and  the  .same  environment. 

A  word  about  the  group  itself.  The  J.O.C.  unit  is  not  the 
local  section  but  the  Regional  Federation,  which  forms  the  i)rf)p- 
agandists,  unifies  Jocist  action  in  the  district,  organizes  public- 
ity meetings,  quarterly  .study  reunions,  retreats,  days  of  recollec- 
tion, looks  after  public  relations,  e.g.,  with  employers,  inspectors, 
labor  unions.  The  federation  sends  out  to  the  section  the  plans 
and  programs  for  study.  The  local  section  is  rather  a  training- 
ground,  a  school  of  basic  training,  than  a  fully-fledged  commit- 
tee of  the  J.O.C.  Sections  are  established  after  careful  prepara- 
tion and  probation.  A  provisional  committee  carries  on  for  six 
months,  after  which  elections  are  held.  The  candidates  must  be 
recommended  for  election  by  the  chaplain  who  in  turn  is  appoin- 
ted by  the  bishop  or  competent  authority.  Every  section  must 
have  its  chaplain.  The  motto  of  the  J.O.C.  is  "Everything  by  the 
members,  nothing  without  the  priest."  The  chaplain  advises, 
counsels,  a&sists,  but  always  privately  and  individually.  He  is 
present  at  the  meetings,  but  takes  no  part  in  them. 

Each  group  has  a  treasurer,  and  the  dues  are  collected  with 
scrupulous  care.  The  fee  is  large  enough  to  mean  a  sacrifice  but 
not  a  burden.  Part  goes  to  the  Regional  Federation,  part  to  the 
Federal  Committee.  The  J.O.C.  finances  itself,  is  proud  of  its  in- 
dependence, and  is  able  to  refute  with  triumph  any  whisper  of 
subsidy  or  money  control.       It  publishes  a  paper  or  magazine, 
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pamphlets  and  books  ;  it  maintains  recreation  centres,  club-rooms, 
libraries,  trainin<?-schools.  and  many  other  activities.  A  member 
who  persists  in  arrears  is  dropped.  Prompt>  payment  proves  that 
the  .locist  is  interested,  keen,  vitally  attached  to  the  s:roup. 

The  J.O.C.  has  always  championed  the  rights  of  the  worker, 
including  most  emphatically  his  right  to  organize,  to  form  a  un- 
ion and  to  strike.  Christian  labor  unions  have  always  been  in 
the  forefront  of  Jocist  programs.  Often  and  often  the  J.O.C. 
national  council  or  district  federation  has  been  able  to  help  in  the 
arbitration  of  labor  disputes.  The  very  size  and  strength  of  the 
J.O.C.  gives  it  immense  influence.  In  particular,  the  Belgian 
Jocist  organization  of  working  girls  was  so  strong  and  so  large 
that  the  Communists  copied  it,  and  copied  also  the  title  and  set- 
up of  the  Jocist  girls'  paper,  "  Joie  et  Travail."  It  is  a  funda- 
mental of  the  movement  that  the  Jocist  leader  is  not  to  be  train- 
ed or  lifted  out  of  his  class  under  pretext  of  improving  his  indi- 
vidual lot,  nor  can  his  soul  be  saved  unless  his  dignity  and  hap- 
piness as  a  worker  are  safeguarded.  Decent  housing,  proper  sur- 
roundings, healthy  sports,  protection  against  disease  and  occu- 
pational hazards,  savings  and  insurance,  early  and  happy  marri- 
age, all  these  form  part  of  the  Jocist  program,  as  do  weekly  con- 
fession, frequent  or  daily  Mass,  the  study  of  the  Gospels  and  an 
annual  retreat. 

The  Jocist  section  is  small,  never  more  than  ten  and  some- 
times three  or  four.  These  members,  as  has  been  said,  are  mili- 
tants, which  may  possibly  be  better  rendered  by  the  word  "fight- 
ers." The  chaplain's  duty  is  to  form  in  them  the  spirit  of  the 
apostolate  as  well  as  the  capacity  to  undertake  responsibility. 
They  must  seek  out  opportunities  to  win  souls,  to  remedy  ills,  to 
right  wrongs.  '^The  J.O.C.  is  essentially  a  movement  of  con- 
quest," says  the  Jocist  manual.  The  only  object  of  the  study- 
group  is  to  further  Jocist  action  in  the  worker's  natural  element 
and  Hurronndlncjs.  The  leader  mu.st  go  into  the  factory,  the 
street,  the  lodging  or  boarding-house,  the  subway  and  the  bus,  the 
picket-line,  and  the  training-camp,  and  carry  on  Jocist  and  Cath- 
olic Action  everywhere.  "The  J.O.C.  does  not  wish  to  draw  and 
conquer  young  Avoikers  merely  to  bring  them  and  hold  them  to 
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meetings ;  it  draws  and  brings  them  to  meetings  only  to  send  them 
back  to  conquer  their  habitual  environment."  And  again:  "The 
J.O.C.  aims  at  creating  little  blocks  of  resistance — a  cell  around 
which  other  elements,  weak  but  anxious  to  remain  clean  and  de- 
cent, will  instinctively  rally." 

To  become  a  Jocist.  it  suffices : 

1)  To  sign  the  application  form. 

2)  To  wear  the  badge. 

3)  To  pay  the  dues 

4)  To  attend  one  meeting  each  month. 

5)  To  read  the  Jocist  paper. 

6)  To  behave  in  such  a  way  as  to  cause  no  scandal. 

7)  To  belong  to  no  political  organization. 

AVith  conditions  of  membership  so  modest  and  unexacting, 
it  comes  as  a  surprise  to  learn  that  the  aim  of  the  J.O.C.  is  to  Avin 
over  not  individuals  only  but  the  whole  working-class,  and  to  be- 
come their  general  organization. 

Jocism  is  an  apost<jlate  not  merely  of  woi-ker  to  worker,  but 
of  youth  to  youth.  The  members  are  young  workers  and  tliey 
strive  to  influence  other  young  workers.  The  J.O.C.  offers  boj^s 
and  girls,  thrust  in  their  teens  into  the  working-world,  an  oppor- 
tunity for  intellectual,  moral,  material  and  spiritual  betterment. 
The  J.O.C.  educates.  It  offers  not  merely  a  program  of  post- 
school  studies,  but  vocational  training  and  guidance,  cultural 
advantages  and  opportunities  and  selected  reading.  It  offers 
moral  betterment,  supervision  of  factory  life,  remedies  for  the 
dangers  of  the  street,  the  boarding-house,  the  public  conveyance, 
bad  conipanions.  It  strengthens  the  worker's  weakness  by  Jocist 
solidarity,  by  hel])inii-  his  labor  unions,  by  giving  him  sports, 
games,  healthy  reci'eation.  It  strives  for  material  betterment, 
factory  hypiene,  occuyiational  safety,  good  housing",  a  living  wage, 
medical  services,  sanitary  conditions  of  life  and  lodging,  better 
food,  price  control,  and  so  on  and  on.  It  offers  spiritual  better- 
ment by  shoAving  him  the  way  to  a  full  Christian  life,  in  the  im- 
age of  Christ  "Who  i.s  the  model  for  working-men. 
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Many  boys  and  girls,  still  mei-e  children,  are  emploj^ed  in 
work  that  is  full  of  danrjers  to  their  faith,  their  morals  and  their 
social  -welfare.  Newsboys,  bellboj's,  runners,  telegraph  boys,  de- 
livery boys,  jockeys,  ushers,  hotel  and  restaurant  helpers,  mes- 
senger boys,  waitresses,  salesgirls,  models,  employees  of  beauty 
parlors,  — the  very  listing  of  such  occupations  is  enough  to  indi- 
cate their  danger  and  its  extent.  It  must  be  remembered  too  that 
many  boys  and  girls  are  livijig  awa^'  from  home,  that  many  work 
late,  that  their  leisure  and  holiday  time  is  unsupervised  and  un- 
protected, and  that  in  the  absence  of  any  family  influence,  only 
an  oraranization  such  as  the  J.O.C.  can  assure  them  any  safe- 
guards. 

The  success  of  the  J.O.C.  has  been  phenomenal.  By  1935  it 
rallied  100,000  delegates  to  the  Congress  in  Brussels.  It  had 
spread  to  France  as  early  as  1925,  the  fir.st  Jo<ji&t  section  being 
that  of  Clichy,  an  industrial  suburb  of  Paris.  Northern  France 
is  very  like  Belgium  as  far  as  factory  conditions  go.  In  Germany 
before  the  war  there  were  various  groups  on  the  Jocist  plan,  if 
not  actually  federated,  and  the  same  may  be  said  of  England. 
Differences  in  organization  were  due  to  varying  national  condi- 
tions and  traditions.  In  the  United  States  the  J.O.C,  as  has  been 
said,  goes  under  the  name  of  Workers'  Catholic  Action.  It  has 
taken  firm  hold  in  Canada,  and  the  Jocist  publications  comincr 
from  IMontreal  are  as  good  as  anything  to  be  found  anywhere. 
The  J.E.C.  (Young  Cliristian  Students)  have  been  equally  active. 
Their  programme  is  just  as  practical,  but  their  aim  is  rather  to 
influence  society  through  education,  than  to  work  directly  on  so- 
cial conditions. 

Mention  has  been  made  of  the  Scripture  study  in  Jocist 
groups.  This  is  an  innovation  in  the  sen.se  that  the  members  them- 
selves comment,  discuss  and  strive  to  understand  a  passage  of  the 
Gospel  telling  of  the  life  of  ChrLst.  Every  Jocist  meeting  opens 
with  a  prayer  suited  to  the  work  on  hand— to  Christ  the  work- 
man, to  the  Holy  Family,  to  St.  Joseph,  according  as  the  enquete 
is  to  bear  on  factory,  family  or  working  conditions.  The  Presi- 
dent reads  a  passag-e  of  Scripture,  and  the  meeting  then  discasse ; 
it.    Catholics  have  been  accustomed  to  having  the  Scripture  ex- 
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pounded  from  the  pulpit  and  from  the  pulpit  only,  or  at  least 
l\y  a  priest  in  his  official  capacity.  The  idea  of  young  layfolk 
undertaking  sueli  a  task  comes  as  a  surprise.  It  must  be  remem- 
bered, however,  that  the  chaplain  has  already  discussed  the  pas- 
sage with  the  leader.  It  might  be  further  pointed  out  that  this 
study  of  the  life  of  Christ  Ls  simply  doing  in  a  group  what  St. 
Ignatius  in  the  Si)irituaJ  Exercises  prescribes  to  the  one  Avho  is 
making  them :  meditate  en  a  scene  in  the  life  of  Christ,  study  what 
He  is  doing,  what  He  is  saying,  and  then  reflect,  so  as  to  obtain 
some  fruit.  This  may  be  the  .secret  of  the  amazing  success  of  the 
Jocist  movement.  One  recalls  the  apostles  watching  Christ  in  his 
public  life,  asking  Him:  "Master,  what  does  this  mean?"— stu- 
dying His  actions,  His  gestures.  His  words,  pondering  over  His 
meaning,  and  then  striving  to  reproduce  in  their  own  lives  what 
they  had  seen  in  His.  The  aim  of  the  J.O.C.  is  to  take  the  work- 
er, boy  or  girl,  in  his  working  clothes  with  his  wages  in  his  poc- 
ket, his  long  labor  and  his  brief  fun,  his  handicaps  and  his  perils, 
his  love  and  his  laughter,  and  make  him  into  another  St.  Paul. 
"Cor  Pauli,  cor  Christi."  Christ  Himself  did  just  such  a  mir- 
acle for  the  fishermen  of  Capharnaum  and  Matthew  the  tax  col- 
lector. These  men  followed  Him,  studied  Him,  watched  Him 
live  and  teach  and  work  and  die,  and  then  went  out  to  conquer 
the  world  in  the  power  of  the  Spirit  He  had  given  them. 


The  life  of  the  interior  man  consists  in  activity  and  peace ; 
at  each  moment  of  that  life  he  is  completely  in  one  and  perfectly 
in  the  other.  Dwelling  entirely  in  God  he  possesses  deep  peace ; 
dwelling  wholly  in  himself  he  performs  the  works  of  love. 

;  Ruyshroeck. 
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SAINT  JOSEPH  — FRIEND   OF  SAILORS 

A    TRUE    STORY — By   REV.    P.    J.    KENNEDY 

CAPTAIN  X  was  as  competent,  courageous  and  weather- 
beaten  a  sailor  as  ever  stood  on  the  bridge.  He  had  come 
through  the  perils  of  war-time  service  in  the  North  Atlantic 
and  had  weathered  fog,  storm,  exposure  and  shipwreck  with- 
out ever  a  quail  of  his  stout,  strong  heart.  lie  had  come  of  tlie 
old  sea-faring  stock  of  Newfoundland  and  could  "crash"  his 
ship  through  a  hundred  miles  of  Arctic  ice  till  she  shrieked 
and  groaned  in  every  timber.  But  there  was  another  side  to 
Captain  X,  and  very  quietly  he  revealed  it  to  me  as  he  remin- 
isced of  the  past  in  an  "otT-wateh"  period  of  that  voyage  when 
he  brought  us  safely  through  ice  floes  not  many  years  ago. 
It  showed  how  deep  religious  faith,  confidence  in  God  and 
prayer,  and  gentleness  and  love  can  dwell  in  rugged  hearts 
that  endure  the  rough  wild  battles  and  tempests  of  the  world. 

ST.  JOSEPH  STOPS  A  SHIP 

From  his  childhood  Captain  X  had  beeji  trained  to  pray 
to  great  St.  Joseph  and  he  put  his  trust  in  that  strong,  just  and 
silent  saint  who  shielded  the  Christ  Child  and  the  Virgin 
Mother  from  the  destructive  blasts  of  the  world's  hatred.  In 
storm  and  calm  a  little  statue  of  St.  Joseph  rested  in  the  cabin 
"off  the  bridge"  and  a  short  prayer  to  St.  Joseph  before  and 
after  every  voyage  was  as  indispensable  as  clearance  papers  for 
a  pilot  on  some  uncharted  course.  Who  could  be  a  better  pilot  on 
life's  journey  than  that  saint  in  whose  life  there  shone  with 
utmost  effulgence  and  brilliancy  the  white  and  golden  beauty 
of  that  Woman  who  is  forever  the  heavenly  Star  of  the  Sea? 
And  more  prosaically  Avhat  ship's  carpenter  could  calk  her 
seams  so  securely  as  the  carpenter  of  Nazareth  who  guided 
the  hands  of  Him  who  made  the  oceans  and  the  world? 
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One  fail"  day,  so  the  Captain  told  me,  the  ship  began  her 
voyage.  With  steam  up,  anchor  weighed,  and  engines  throb- 
bing, the  cautious  moving  from  the  pier  and  slow  progress 
down  the  harbour  of  the  home  port  had  made  smooth  starting. 
But  something  appeared  to  have  gone  wrong.  Near  the  harb- 
our mouth  passengers  and  crew  were  surprised  when  the  Cap- 
tain rang  the  engines  to  a  stop.  A  boat  was  ordered  out  and 
lowered  awaj',  bearing  Captain  X  as  its  lone  passenger.  Was 
it  some  important  directive  forgotten  or  a  sudden  call  back 
by  the  owners,  or  some  trouble  at  sea?  No — the  Captain  had 
gone  back  on  a  pilgrimage.  Sailing  down  the  harbour  he  had 
looked  into  his  cabin  to  offer  his  prayer  to  Saint  Joseph,  and 
to  his  consternation  found  that  the  little  statue  of  his  beloved 
saint  had  been  forgotten — left  in  his  home  on  the  hillside  under 
the  great  Cathedral. 

There  his  darling  little  son  loved  to  treasure  "Daddy's 
statue"  while  it  remained  in  safe-keeping  before  another  voy- 
age demanded  new  prayers  for  "Daddy"  and  new  protection 
from  St.  Joseph  as  his  client  enthroned  him  near  the  "bridge." 
One  last  kiss  from  "laddie,"  one  clinging  embrace  from  tiny 
arms  around  the  mighty  captain's  neck,  and  "Daddy"  and  St. 
Joseph  were  gone— gone  back  with  utmost  haste  to  the  waiting 
ship  to  ensconce  with  all  secrecy  the  beloved  Saint  in  his  old 
position  as  guide  and  protector  through  the  perils  of  another 
ocean  vo3'age. 

"No  one  knew,"  said  Captain  X,  "why  the  ship  stopped 
that  day  on  her  way  down  the  harbour;  but  I  couldn't  sail 
without  St.  Joseph  who  had  helped  me  for  so  many  years  in 
all  mj^  troubles  and  dangers  on  the  sea."  St.  Joseph  must  have 
looked  down  kindly  on  that  waiting  ship;  perhaps  it  was  one 
big  act  of  kindness  from  St.  Joseph  that  sent  the  Captain  back 
that  day  for  one  last  farewell  to  his  dear  little  son.  It  may 
have  been  the  memory  of  a  little  "Lad"  with  golden  hair  in 
Nazareth  of  long  ago  that  moved  the  loving  "Father  of  Jesus" 
to  ble.ss  his  sailor  friend  with  the  fond  and  loving  words  of 
l)arting  from  his  darling  child. 
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HEARS  THE  SAILOR'S  PRAYER 

Captain  X  was  far,  far  away  from  home.  Many  days  of 
stormy  sailing  lay  between  him  and  his  loved  ones.  As  duty 
brought  him  from  port  to  port  he  reached  at  last  the  northern 
outpost  that  marked  the  turning  point  of  the  journey,  and 
arrival  there  brought  disturbing  news.  His  little  boy,  the 
darling  of  his  heart,  was  ill  and  the  illness  wa-s  a  grievous  one. 
But  dutj^  must  be  done  and  the  anxious  father  could  only  hope 
and  pray  that  God  would  spare  his  child.  He  would  fly  to  the 
bedside  if  he  could,  but  II.M.  mail,  freight  and  passenger  serv- 
ice for  the  public  required  the  Captain's  skill  at  every  danger- 
ous entry  at  the  designated  ports  of  call.  At  next  port,  first  on 
the  return  journey,  he  would  likely  have  another  message,  and 
he  prayed  Our  Lord,  ^lary  and  St.  Joseph  that  it  bring  better 
news. 

But  it  was  not  to  be.  The  vital  spark — more  elusive  than 
the  electric  impulse  that  conveyed  more  grievous  tidings — was 
burning  fast  away.  The  feverish  crying  for  "Daddy,"  for  the 
ship,  had  ceased,  and  the  little  brain  having  slipped  now  into 
the  heavy  slumber  of  unconsciousness  would  no  more  function 
— not  even  to  think  of  the  beloved  father,  always  during  prev- 
ious absence  so  fondly  kept  in  thought.  The  child  would  slum- 
ber in  unconsciousness  until  the  end.  perhaps  for  some  days, 
and  the  ship  might  arrive  before  the  little  soul  had  gone  to  God. 

The  strong  hands  of  a  Captain  Courageous  trembled  as 
they  never  had  done  before,  when  he  read  that  death  sentence 
of  the  cabled  message,  and  the  strong,  brave  heart  shrank  from 
this  sacrifice,  greater  than  ever  God  had  asked  from  him.  If 
he  only  could  see  his  child  once  more — if  he  could  but  press  him 
to  his  heart  in  a  loving  farewell — if  only  God  in  His  goodness 
M'ould  let  the  little  eyes  open  again  and  see  and  know  his  be- 
loved "Daddy"  had  come  back  again  for  a  moment  before  the 
end.  But  the  message  read,  "doctor  expects  remain  unconsc- 
ious to  the  end." 

Then  as  the  grief-stricken  father  paced  the  deck  of  the 
storm-swept  ship  he  bethought  him  of  St.  Joseph — his  friend 
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through  perilous  daj's  of  old.  Entering  the  dim  cabin  "off  the 
bridge"  where  St.  Joseph  rested  in  silence,  Captain  X  knelt 
down  in  prayer  and  poured  out  the  sorrow  of  his  heart  to  the 
father  of  the  Little  Boy  of  Nazareth  and  begged  with  all  the 
fervour  of  his  lonely  soul  that  he  might  reach  his  child  in  time 
and  that  at  very  least  the  unconscious  child  might  show  by  look 
of  recognition  that  he  knew  liis  "Daddy"  had  come  back  to 
him  again.  With  confidence  restored  by  fervent  prayer  to  St. 
Joseph,  the  father  nerved  himself  to  bear  the  waiting  for  the 
intervening  days  until  at  last  the  port  of  home  was  reached. 

Quickly  he  proceeded  to  the  bedside  of  the  dying  child. 
For  many  days  no  word  or  glance  or  token  of  consciousness 
had  been  given,  but  as  the  strong  man,  moved  to  tears,  knelt 
by  the  bedside  and  took  his  beloved  child  to  his  heart,  the  tous- 
led head  turned  towards  the  father,  the  tired  eyes  opened  with 
a  glance  of  recognition  and  the  lovely  little  countenance  beam- 
ed with  the  same  bright  and  happy  smile  of  welcome  that  had 
ever  greeted  his  "Daddy"'  in  all  the  joyous  homecomings  of  the 
years  that  had  gone.  Then  gently  laying  down  his  little  tousled 
head  on  "Daddy's"  strong,  brave  heart  in  peaceful,  happy 
slumber  he  gave,  after  a  little  while,  his  lovely  soul  to  God  that 
it  might  enter  forever  into  its  union  of  eternal  happiness  and 
love  with  Mary's  and  St.  Joseph's  Child. 

Truly  St.  Joseph's  kindness,  power  and  love  are  with  us 
yet,  present — ever  present  in  this  world  of  grief  and  sorrow. 
Saint  of  hiddenness  and  silence  as  he  was  in  the  days  of  Christ's 
youthful  early  life,  he  is  growing,  ever  growing,  into  the  ma- 
turity of  his  power,  benevolence  and  glory  as  pass  the  centuries 
of  the  Church's  history.  It  is  ever  an  honour,  greater  than  any 
of  earth,  to  proclaim  his  dignity;  it  is  ever  a  joy  and  a  happi- 
ness to  help  manifest  the  present  nearness  and  potency  of  liis 
mighty  intercession  and  patronage  and  it  is  ever  our  hope,  our 
strength  and  oui'  consolation  to  fix  unswervingly  our  trust  and 
confidence  in  such  a  father's  love — so  glorious,  so  wonderful, 
so  great  that  Jesus,  Incarnate  Word  of  God,  chose  it  for  Mary, 
His  Mother  and  Himself. 
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THE  ATOMIC   AGE* 

By  PROFESSOR  J.  ROBERT  OPPENHEIMER, 

TTniversity  of  California 

IN  THE  hour  before  dawn  one  day  last  summer,  the  hills  of 
the  Jornado  del  Muerto,  a  desert  stretch  in  New  Mexico, 
were  briefly  lighted  with  a  light  no  man  had  ever  seen  before. 
We  who  were  there  knew  that  a  new  world  lay  before  us.  It  is 
my  privilege  now  to  say  a  few  words  of  what  is  discernible  to 
us  in  the  outlines  of  this  new  world. 

Let  me  be  clear  on  one  point:  no  great  new  pi-inciple  of 
nature  was  discovered  or  revealed  in  that  first  atomic  explos- 
ion. The  bomb  which  we  there  tested  was  based  on  the  broad 
foundation  of  a  eentnry  of  physical  science.  In  its  design  were 
embodied  the  great  principles  of  the  behavior  of  radiation  and 
m'atter,  as  they  were  worked  out  in  the  closing  years  of  the  last 
century  and  in  the  first  three  decades  of  this.  Into  this  bomb 
was  built  the  experience  of  the  world's  laboratories  on  atomic 
nuclei  and  their  reactions.  In  this  bomb  was  built  the  dis- 
covery, made  only  a  few  months  before  the  outbreak  of  the  war, 
that  a  neutron  could  induce  the  fission  or  splitting  of  the  heav- 
iest nucleus  into  two  almost  equal  components.  This  break-up 
of  the  nucleus  is  accompanied  by  the  liberation  of  a  large 
amiount  of  energy,  and  of  enough  neutrons  to  cause  this  fissio)i 
to  spread  to  more  and  more  nuclei,  if  the  material  and  circum- 
stances are  right.  Our  job  in  the  war  projects  was  to  make  the 
circumstances  right. 

If  there  was  any  surprise  in  this  first  explosion,  it  lay  not 
in  any  great  new  discovery.  It  lay  rather  in  the  fact  that  what 
happened  was  so  like  what  we  thought  would  happen — that  the 


*Editor's  Note:  Through  the  courtesy  of  Mr.  C.  J.  Durban  of  the 
United  States  Rubber  Company,  we  present  "The  Atomic  Age"  by 
Dr.  Robert  Oppenheimer,  official  head  and  the  inspiring  and  unques- 
tioned leader  of  the  great  atomic  bomb  laboratory  in  New  Mexico 
who  as  scientist  and  citizen  shares  his  knowledge  and  views  on  the 
dawn  of  a  new  age. 


34 ST.  JOSEPH  LILIES 

physical  science  wliich  had  been  built  into  this  new  weapon 
was  such  a  sure  and  reliable  guide. 

With  trivial  exceptions,  all  the  power  that  is  used  on  earth 
derives  from  nuclear  reactions  which  take  place  in  the  sun. 
The  nuclear  reactions  which  took  place  in  the  New  Mexican 
desert  were  of  a  different  kind,  and  are  subject  in  quite  a  differ- 
ent way  to  man's  control. 

It  seems  to  be  a  general  impression  that  there  are  serious 
and  fundamental  problems  in  controlling  the  release  of  this 
energy  and  in  making  it  useful  for  the  purpose  of  society.  This 
view  is  based  on  misconception.  More  than  two  years  before 
the  test  in  New  Mexico,  another  great  experiment  was  caiTied 
out  at  the  Metallurgical  Laboratory  in  Chicago.  In  this  exper- 
iment, conditions  were  so  arranged  that  the  fission  of  one 
uranium  atom  in  a  great  mass  of  uranium  and  graphite  pro- 
duced, through  the  neutrous  if  generated,  the  fission  of  a  sec- 
ond atom,  and  so  on  indefinitely.  The  experiment  could  be  run 
with  the  rate  of  fission  and  the  rate  of  energy  release  adjusted 
within  wide  limits  by  a  simple  control.  This  was  the  first  self- 
sustaining  fission  chain  reaction. 

Since  then  many  varied  devices  have  been  designed  and 
built,  each  of  them  generating  apprecia'ble  quantities  of  energy, 
all  of  them  based  on  maintaining  a  controlled  nuclear  chain 
reaction.  Some  are  small,  some  enormous ;  and  the  power  which 
they  generate  also  varies  by  large  factors :  but  all  were  made  as 
a  part  of  the  program  of  developing  atomic  bombs  and  all  have 
one  feature  in  common :  they  do  not  develop  energy  at  a  high 
temperature. 

The  technological  problem  of  operating  sTich  units  to  pro- 
duce energy  at  a  temperature  high  enough  to  make  it  profit- 
able to  generate  electrical  power,  or  to  provide  steam  for  heat 
or  for  industrial  uses,  appears  to  be  capable  of  solution  in  many 
ways  in  the  xevj  near  future.  AVe  see  no  real  limitation  on  the 
availability  of  nuclear  fuel.  Therefore  we  may  look  forward 
to  the  widespread  application  of  such  sources  of  power  to  the 
future  economy  and  technology  of  the  world. 

One  word  of  Avarning  may  be  appropriate:  a  unit  of  this 
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kind,  operating-,  let  us  say,  at  a  thousand  kilowatts,  produces 
radiations  equivalent  to  those  from  ten  tons  of  radium.  If  men 
are  to  be  anywhere  around  such  units,  this  radiation  must  be 
absorbed  by  shields  of  veiy  appreciable  bulk.  For  this  reason 
alone,  we  do  not  think  automobiles  and  airplanes  will  be  run  by 
nuclear  power  units — not,  at  least,  until  a  new  idea  supple- 
ments our  present  knowledge. 

But  the  fact  that  nuclear-energy  units  require  an  insignifi- 
cant amount  of  fuel  makes  us  think  that  they  will  be  applied 
to  extend  the  present  uses  of  power  in  our  economy.  We  do 
not  expect  petroleum  or  coal  to  become  outmoded  as  fuels.  It 
is  clear  that  although  useful  power  i)lants  may  be  only  a  few 
years  away,  the  full  adaptation  of  the  new  possibilities  to  a 
living  economy  will  be  a  matter  of  many  more  years  than  that. 

It  is  in  just  those  i-adiations  and  radio-activities  which 
made  the  power  plants  so  intractable  that  most  scientists  see 
one  of  the  greatest  benefits  of  the  atomic  age.  These  radia- 
tions hold  particular  promise  in  the  field's  of  biological,  bio- 
chemical, and  medical  studies,  where  they  should  provide  tools 
of  immense  power,  both  for  the  treatment  of  disease  and  for 
the  attack  on  fundamental  problems. 

Of  course  time  and  work  can  show  what  the  content  of  these 
developments  will  be.  Even  for  the  field  of  physics  there  will 
be  new  possibilities.  I  may  give  one  example :  the  neutron  is 
a  constituent  of  atomic  nuclei,  but  it  does  not  occur  free  in  na- 
ture, w^here  its  properties  can  be  studied.  Neutrons  do  occur 
in  great  nimibers  among  the  fragments  of  the  chain  reacting 
systems,  and  it  is  there  that  their  somewhat  unfamiliar  be- 
havior w'ill  best  be  explored.  Of  this  whole  field  of  research 
we  see  very  much  less  than  the  n^ariner  sees  of  the  iceberg. 
That  is  what  is  meant  by  research. 

The  explosion  in  New  Mexico  was  neither  a  controlled 
source  of  power  nor  a  research  tool — it  was  a  weapon.  Within 
a  few  weeks  it  was  to  be  a  weapon  used  against  human  targets 
in  the  strikes  of  August  6th  and  9th.  Today  this  is  the  aspect 
of  the  atomic  age  which  is  most  prominent — and  most  rightly 
prominent — in  all  our  thoughts.  There  does  not  seem  to  be  any 
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valid  doubt  that  atomic  weapons  can  be  made,  made  plenti- 
fully, made  cheaply,  and  indeed  be  made  very  much  more  de- 
structive than  the  one  Ave  tested  in  New  Mexico.  There  does 
not  seem  to  be  any  valid  hope  that  defenses  against  such  weap- 
ons can  be  made  effective  against  attack  based  on  sou'prise,  or 
that  specific  defenses  against  such  weapons,  other  than  the 
destruction  of  enemy  bases  and  enemy  carriers,  will  be  develop- 
ed in  the  future.  There  is,  to  my  mind,  little  valid  foundation 
for  the  belief  that  in  a  world  torn  by  major  wars  these  weapons, 
for  tactical  or  humane  reasons,  will  be  left  unexploited. 

Often  before  men  have  claimed  that  a  weapon  had  been 
found  so  terrible  that  wars  would  cease;  often  before  men  have 
pointed  to  the  increasing  technical  and  social  inter-dependence 
of  the  peoples  of  the  world  and  argued  that  wars  should  cease. 
The  fact  that  these  argmnents  have  not  prevailed  does  not 
mean  that  they  will  not  prevail  today.  The  fact  that  increas- 
ingly terrible  wars  have  been  waged  does  not  mean  that  we 
should  prepare  to  wage  still  more  terrible  ones  in  the  future. 
It  is  not  in  this  sense  that  history  is  to  be  read.  For  this  is 
what  is  new  in  the  atomic  age:  a  world  to  be  united,  in  law,  in 
common  understanding,  in  common  humanity,  before  a  com- 
mon peril. 


Trust  in  God  means  the  abandonment  of  oneself,  with  all  the 
force  of  the  will  sustained  by  grace  and  love,  in  spite  of  all  the 
doubts  suggested  by  appearances  to  the  contrary,  to  the  wisdom 
and  the  infinite  love  of  God.  It  means  believing  that  nothing  in 
this  world  escapes  His  Providence,  whether  in  the  universal  or 
in  the  particular  order;  that  nothing  great  or  small  happens 
which  is  not  foreseen,  wished  or  permitted,  directed  always  by 
Providence  to  its  ends,  which  to  this  world  are  always  inspired 
by  love  of  men. 
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LIFE   IS  AN  ADVENTURE 

By  A.  J.  DeMAN'CHE 

WHO  has  not  curled  up  in  a  cosy  arm-chair  with  no  other 
desire  than  to  break  the  bonds  of  space  and  time  and  ac- 
company a  hero  or  heroine  of  a  book  throufrh  thrillinfr  experien- 
ces 'I  Who  has  not  wished  to  get  away  from  the  every-day  routine 
and  embark  upon  a  glorious  adventure  to  a  far-off  island  where 
mountains  are  made  of  gold  and  where  sunsets  are  painted  on 
the  horizon?  Perhaps  this  is  why  "Robinson  CriLSoe"  has  always 
been  and  always  will  l)e  a  favorite  with  young  and  old.  An  in- 
herent quality  in  the  story  draws  the  reader  from  present  sur- 
roundings to  an  island  where  thrills  are  a  common  occurrence. 
What  is  there  in  man  that  spurs  him  on  to  ever  seek  a  life  of  ad- 
venture? The  mad  rush  of  present-day  humanity  for  magazines, 
radio  programmes  and  screen  presentations  show  how  deep  is  this 
inner  urge  for  such  a  life,  where  everything  turns  out  fine  in  the 
last  chapter.  These  are  but  modern  outlets  by  which  the  masses 
betray  their  longing  for  the  Infinite. 

Raissa  Maritain  well  realized  this.  In  1944:  she  wrote  a  book 
to  show  how  anyone  can  embark  upon  a  real  adventure  in  every- 
day life  without  boarding  a  pirate-ship  and  sailing  for  an  undis- 
covered island.  However,  one  requisite  must  be  possessed  by 
the  would-be  adventurer,  namely,  the  gift  of  faith.  What  is  nec- 
es.sary  is  an  inner  transformation,  since  this  is  a  spiritual  adven- 
ture to  a  harbour  containing  more  happiness  than  that  depicted 
by  authors  of  fiction.  Her  book,  entitled  *' Adventures  in  Grace," 
describes  such  adventures  in  her  own  life  and  in  the  lives  of  men 
who  have  greatly  influenced  France  sinc«  World  War  I.  In  her 
preface  she  writes:  "Nothing  is  richer  in  human  interest  nor 
better  reveals  the  hidden  treasures  of  our  country  than  these  ad- 
venturers at  once  in  and  beyond  time."  These  religious  exper- 
iences touch  the  deepest  chords  in  man  and  draw  him  to  God 
Himself. 

In  her  book  it  is  not  difficult  to  see  that  God  is  a  constant 
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companion  in  these  adventures.  Like  Father  Plus  she  cries  "If 
I  turn  my  eyes  within  Thou  art  there ;  if  I  h)ok  without  Thou  art 
there  also."  The  gradual  ascent  of  the  soul  to  its  Maker  is  the 
course  of  these  adventures— events  which  are  written  in  the 
Book  of  Time  and  which  break  the  bonds  of  Time  and  Space.  In 
the  light  of  faith  life  is  one  big  adventure ;  each  event  has  a  sig- 
nificant purpose  arranged  by  God;  lie  plans  the  events  that 
touch  us,  and  at  the  same  time  acts  upon  our  wills  with  His 
graces. 

It  was  this  principle  that  made  Leon  Hloy,  a  friend  of  the 
Maritains,  abandon  himself  into  the  arms  of  God  when  he  wrote 
"Our  times  are  so  vile  that  I  don't  expect  the  .success  my  friends 
prophesy.  But  God  Who  put  this  book  in  me,  knows  exactly  the 
number  of  souls  He  wants  it  to  reach,  and  that's  enough."  Many 
of  life's  happenings  have  a  deeper  meaning  than  we  realize  at  the 
moment.  Raissa  Maritain  .saw  the  truth  of  this  only  after  many 
years.  Her  father  entered  a  church  to  hear  organ-music ;  this 
started  a  stream  of  graces  that  led  him  to  Eome.  Men  considered 
it  purely  accidental  that  Jacques  should  meet  Ernest  Psichari, 
but  God  foresaw  that  this  friendship  would  lead  both  closer  to 
Him. 

Throughout  the  Adventures  constant  references  are  made 
about  the  saints.  If  God  arranged  Raissa  to  meet  certain  people, 
He  was  certainly  active  in  introducing  His  saints  to  her.  They 
became  very  near  friends  in  these  adventure.s.  The  Maritains 
became  quite  familiar  with  the  lives  of  St.  Benedict,  St.  Teresa 
of  Avila,  St.  John  of  the  Cross,  and  a  host  of  others.  Early  in  her 
spiritual  life  she  spoke  highly  of  them:  "The  spiritual  beauty  of 
the  saints,  radiating  in  them  that  integrity,  brilliance  and  har- 
mony peculiar  to  all  l)eauty.  appeared  so  desirable  to  us  that  we 
coidd  not  conceive  of  any  other  goal  worthy  of  man."  Writing 
later  of  Psichari's  approach  to  the  riiui'ch,  she  shows  that  the 
saints  help  man:  "So  once  again  we  see  the  saints  givijig  to  a 
soul  filled  with  desires,  the  desire  of  Him  Who  is  the  Author  of 
all  .sanctity."  The  saints  were  the  heroic  models  who  knew  the 
path  of  .sanctity  and  who  now  encourage  men  to  follow.  When 
Raissa  Maritain  opened  the  "Summa  Theologica"  for  the  first 
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time  she  trembled.  It  was  the  experience  one  feels  when  one 
meets  a  person  for  the  first  time. 

If  the  saints  had  a  share  in  these  adventures,  how  close  jNIary 
seemed!  Peguy  who  had  many  religious  difficulties,  learned  to 
involve  her  constantly  in  his  trials.  She  who  had  helped  him  in 
this  life,  did  not  forget  him  at  the  close  of  this  pilgrimage.  At 
his  death  Raissa  Maritain  wrote,  "The  faithful  Virgin  to  whom 
he  had  entrusted  what  was  dearest  to  him  in  the  world  together 
with  his  own  soul,  was  coming  forward  to  meet  him.  The  i}Ow 
and  the  at  the  hour  of  our  death  were  no  longer  separated,  and 
Peguy  who  had  long  felt  it  sweeter  to  pray  for  the  second  than 
for  the  first,  could  now  combine  into  one  same  feeling  of  total 
abandon. ' ' 

It  was  the  same  Peguy  who  was  so  deeply  convinced  of  the 
vocation  of  a  Christian.  Conscious  of  the  mission  of  the  Church 
and  of  the  important  part  played  by  lay  persons,  he  exclaimed : 
"If  Catholics  only  knew!  They  alone  are  able  to  answer  the 
needs  of  the  world ;  they  could  take  the  lead  in  temporal  history ; 
nothing  could  stand  against  them ;  but  they  are  too  dumb  for 
that!"  It  is  Jacques  Maritain 's  conviction  that  "the  Christian 
vocation  is  a  contemplative  vocation,"  for  contemplatives  are  the 
only  onas  who  can  "leave  foot-prints  upon  the  sands  of  time" 
and  of  eternity.  Catholics,  endowed  with  faith,  are  called  to  lead 
mankind  through  the  maze  of  intellectual  labyrinths  strewn  by 
so  many  modern  false  prophets.  Jacques'  words  announce  the 
vocation  of  the  Catholic:  "Thus  it  is  that  from  the  illiterate  to 
the  most  erudite,  Christians  are,  properly  speaking,  intellectuals, 
and  the  greatest  crime  of  the  pseudo-intellectuals  of  the  modern 
world  is  to  have  brought  about  among  many  the  confusion  of 
intelligence  with  their  madness." 

In  the  past  thirty  years  Prance,  "the  eldest  daughter  of  the 
Church  in  Europe,"  has  seen  many  of  her  sons  and  daughters 
turn  to  Rome.  Men  such  as  Father  Humbert  Clerissac,  Leon 
Bloy,  Paul  Claudel,  Charles  Peguy,  George  Roualt  and  Henri 
Massis,  were  greatly  responsible  for  the  mentality  of  the  French 
youth  today.  Speaking  of  this  youth,  Henri  Massis  wrote  :  "They 
are  in  need  of  the  stability,  the  depth,  the  inexhaustible  riches  of 
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religion This  thirst  for  a  completely  religious  life  carries 

the  more  resolute  of  them  into  seminaries,  even  after  they  have 
finished  their  studies  ....  the  number  of  vocations  has  only  in- 
creased under  persecution.  Many  among  them  come  to  fruition 
with  the  priestly  life ;  a  still  greater  number  seem  set  apart  by 
God  to  carry  on  in  the  world  a  kind  of  apostolate  which  reminds 
us  not  a  little  of  what  the  Virgin  of  La  Salette  and  Blessed  Grig- 
non  of  Montford  said  of  the  'Apostles  of  the  later  times.'  " 

A  dozen  volumes  could  be  written  about  "the  adventure  in 
grace"  of  each  of  these  apostles  whose  sole  aim  was  to  re-Chris- 
tianize societv  and  lead  it  back  to  the  feet  of  its  Master. 


The  following  paragraph  is  taken  from  a  letter  written  by 
St.  Bernard  (1091-1153)  :  "Trust  to  one  who  had  experience. 
You  will  find  something  far  greater  in  the  woods  than  you  will 
find  in  books.  Stones  and  trees  will  teach  you  that  which  you 
will  never  learn  from  masters.  Think  you  not  you  can  suck 
honey  from  the  rock,  and  oil  from  the  flinty  rock  ?  Do  not  the 
mountains  run  sweetness,  the  hills  run  with  milk  and  honey. 
and  the  valleys  stand  thick  with  corn?" 

I  wonder  if  Shakespeare  (1564-1616)  had  read  St.  Bern- 
ard's letter  when  he  wrote  ("As  You  Like  It,"  Act  II,  Sc.  I)  : 

"And  this  our  life,  exempt  from  public  haimt. 
Finds  tongues  in  trees,  books  in  the  running  brooks, 
Sennons  in  stones,  and  good  in  evervthing." 
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EXTRACTS  FROM  LETTERS 

By  FLORENCE  MARTIN 

Editor's  Note — The  writer  an  alumna  of  St.  Joseph's  whose  wide  ex- 
perience as  a  teacher  in  Western  Canada,  Northern  Ontario,  Hawaii 
and  lastly  at  Cutler,  Ontario,  an  Indian  Reserve  in  the  northland, 
enables  her  to  write  an  interesting  account  of  her  impressions  there. 

Theresa  McDevitt  was  on  the  train  and  we  met  at  Sudbury, 
got  some  coffee,  and  travelled  together  the  rest  of  the  way. 
Father  McKey  and  the  Agent  for  Indian  Affairs  met  me  at 
Cutler  and  I  had  dinner  there  with  a  French  family,  after 
which  we  drove  to  the  Reservation.  In  the  school  there  are 
thirty  children  registered  from  Pre-Primary  to  Grade  VIII. 
My  residence  at  the  back  of  the  school  consists  of  three  rooms, 
a  combination  living-room-kitchenette,  a  pantry  store-room 
and  a  bedroom.  In  the  bedroom  there  is  a  brown  iron  bed 
and  a  poor  mattress  (the  agent  told  me  to  order  a  new  one)  a 
dresser,  washstand,  table  and  chair,  and  a  Quebec  heater. 

The  kitchen-living  room  has  a  large  table,  a  smaller  one, 
a  rocking  chair  and  a  couple  of  other  chairs,  a  small  kitchen 
range  and  a  sink  in  the  corner,  in  which  there  is  a  force  pump. 
But  all  the  force  I  am  able  to  exert  on  it  does  not  suffi<;e  to 
coax  a  drop  of  water.  Theresa  wanted  to  know  what  was  the 
matter  with  the  pump  and  I  said  it  had  valve  trouble,  and  if  it 
were  not  remedied  I  would  have  a  cardiac  condition.  There 
are  a  few^  cooking  utensils  and  dishes. 

The  walls  of  both  rooms  are  painted  a  robin's-egg  blue. 
There  is  linoleimi  on  the  floors  and  shades  on  both  windows, 
ruffled  muslin  curtains  on  one,  the  other  covered  with  coarse 
lace.       Tables,  dresser  and  washstand  are  bare  of  covers. 

On  one  side,  you  look  out  and  see  rocks  and  trees,  on  the 
other  side,  the  Georgian  Bay.  Last  night  there  w^as  a  full 
moon  and  I  stood  looking  out  over  the  North  Channel.  The 
moon  seemed  to  make  a  path  of  silver  that  reached  clear  across 
it  away  up  the  hills  on  the  other  side. 

Theresa  McDevitt  is  coming  in  to-morrow.  She  will  re- 
main all  night  and  return  to  Spanish,  ^Monday  evening,  as  her 
school    doesn't    open    till    Tuesday.     I    am   to   make    a    start 

Labour  Day. 

*       *       * 

The  first  school  day  it  rained  and  I  had  nine  pupils.  Now 
I  have  thirty,  friendly,  polite  and  well  behaved. 
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Father  McKey  came  on  Thursday  afternoon  and  heard 
confessions  all  evening.  Friday  and  Saturday  we  had  Mass, 
also  Rosary  and  Benediction  in  the  evening.  Saturday  morn- 
ing, Father  McKey  left  after  breakfast  to  visit  an  Indian  fam- 
ily on  an  island  in  Lake  Huron,  where  a  baby  was  dying. 

On  his  arrival  the  baby  was  dead  and  buried.  Sunday  we 
had  High  Mass  (the  Chief's  wife  played  the  organ  and  they 
sang  very  well)  and  the  sermon  was  on  Baptism  and  Death. 

After  Mass,  Father  McKey  brought  the  Chief  over  to  see 
me.  He  is  a  well  educated  Indian.  He  has  promised  to  have 
the  pump  fixed  and  the  grass  and  weeds  cut.  In  the  evening 
Benediction  and  a  weird  kind  of  hymn  in  the  Ojibway  langu- 
age, followed  Benediction. 

The  children  are  very  fond  of  drawing  and  colouring.  I 
wish  you  could  see  little  Joan  Meawasige  (sound  every  vowel.) 
She  is  5%,  with  big  brown  eyes,  tiny  white  teeth  and  four  pig- 
tails. She  talks  and  laughs  all  the  time.  Yesterday,  when 
she  was  writing  on  the  board,  I  told  her  she  was  doing  better, 
and  I  said,  "You'll  try  hard  to  write  well,  won't  youf  "Yes, 
Miss,"  says  Joan,  and  I  said,  "Will  you  try  to  keep  from  talk- 
ing?" "No,  Miss,"  was  the  answer  I  got.  What  would  you  do 
with  her?  I  like  the  youngsters.  Some  have  such  poker  faces, 
and  you  wonder  "What  are  they  thinking  or  ARE  they 
thinking?" 

Father  McKey  came  and  we  had  Mass  four  days.  One 
day  he  walked  over  five  miles  in  rain  and  mud  (left  at  6:30 
a.m.)  to  say  Mass  in  another  settlement  and  walked  back 
again.  I  gave  him  his  lunch  and  then  he  started  off  with  his 
suit-case  strapped  on  his  back,  to  walk  seven  miles  to  the 
residence  below  Spanish. 

We  had  almost  a  Aveek  of  rain.  I  thought  the  Bay  had 
gone  "upstairs"  and  was  trying  to  get  back  down  where  it 
belonged.  To-day  is  perfect — blue  sky,  soft  white  clouds 
bright  sunshine  and  just  a  tang  of  coolness  in  the  air. 

A  girl  was  in  to  ask  me  if  I  would  like  some  moose  meat, 
so  I'll  have  my  first  taste  of  it  on  Sunda.y.  I  have  heard  that 
it  is  like  beef,  so  I'll  roast  it  slowly.  The  Indians  are  per- 
mitted to  get  wild  meat  any  time. 

Now  I  must  trot  up  to  the  Post  Office.  I  want  to  get 
flour  to  set  some  bread  tonight  and  I  need  soup  and  cheese  for 
my  supper.  Then  seat  work  to  prepare  for  all  my  cherubs 
and  word-building  for  the  little  tykes.  I'll  be  grey-headed 
trying  to  keep  Joan  quiet. 
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Now  to  answer  your  questionnaire : 

The  Chief  tells  me  tliere  are  over  thirty  families  on  the 
Reservation.  They  work  on  the  tracks  as  section  men,  pick 
berries  in  season,  hunt  and  trap,  act  as  guides,  work  at  lumber- 
ing,— anything  that  comes  their  way  and  Indians  do  not  have 
to  pay  Income  tax. 

The  houses  they  live  in  are  small,  drab,  shabby  places  of 
boards  going  up  and  down  instead  of  lengthwise,  or  some  are 
built  of  logs.  Most  of  them  have  a  radio  or  a  phonograph  and 
a  couple  of  families  have  pianos  for  they  are  very  fond  of  mu- 
sic. And  Father  McKey  says  that  no  race  on  earth  are  fon- 
der of  their  children. 

The  Church  is  a  small,  straight-sided  room ;  the  walls  are 
grey  to  the  top  of  the  seats  and  white  the  rest  of  the  way. 
The  ceiling  is  slightly  curved  or  sloped  from  the  side  walls. 
The  Altar  is  painted  white  and  touched  up  with  gilt.  A  small 
statue  of  the  Blessed  Virgin  is  over  the  Tabernacle.  The 
sanctuary  although  small,  has  chairs  and  credence  table.  A 
small  pedestal  at  either  side  has  yet  smaller  statues  of  St. 
Joseph  and  the  Sacred  Heart  also  vigil  lights  stand  in  the 
form  of  a  cross,  holding  about  nine  or  ten  lights. 

There  is  a  runner  of  a  sort  of  cork  carpeting  down  the 
aisle,  (there  is  only  one  aisle)  and  a  throw  rug  carpets  the  altar 
steps.  Back  of  the  altar  to  either  side  are  large  coloured 
pictures  of  the  Sacred  Heart  of  Jesus  and  the  Immaculate 
Heart  of  Mary.  In  the  Sacristy  are  built-in  cabinets  with 
drawers  for  the  different  coloured  vestments.  Cupboards  for 
the  vessels  and  closets  for  cassocks,  albs,  cope,  etc.  The  con- 
fessional occupies  one  corner. 

Back  of  the  sacristy  is  Father  McKey's  living-room  fitted 
up  with  a  cot,  an  easy  chair  and  some  other  chairs,  a  stove, 
desk,  wash-stand,  etc.  The  Church  has  an  organ  loft  and 
organ.  I  told  Father  McKey  that  I  had  heard  worse  choirs 
in  Detroit.      I  did,  too. 


Now  as  to  my  supplies:  I  get  bread  and  a  few  odds  and 
ends  at  Gus  Pelletier's  (a  half-breed  with  an  Indian  wife) 
who  lives  close  by,  and  I  get  meat,  canned  stuffs,  fruits,  etc., 
from  A.  St.  Denis  in  Spanish.  I  send  a  note  to  Theresa  Mc- 
Devitt  and  she  shops  for  me  on  Friday  or  Saturday  and  thej^ 
bring  my  order  late  Saturday  night.  "We  run  a  sort  of  dispen- 
sary here  for  the  Indians  and  I'm  in  charge  of  the  drugs,  etc. 
Often  they  drop  in  for  aspirin,  liniment,  salve,  etc.  Saturday 
night  about  12:00  midnight,  a  knock  came  to  the  door;  on  the 
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second  knock  I  got  into  my  bathrobe,  took  the  lamp  and  went 
to  the  door  expecting  to  find  an  Indian  of  some  sort,  but  it 
was  my  groceries  from  Spanish. 


Theresa  is  coming  up  next  Sunday  on  the  11 :00  a.m.  bus 
and  will  visit  me,  going  back  on  the  7:35  p.m.  The  convent 
in  Spanish  where  she  is  teaching  is  a  large  four-story  building. 
The  parlour  looks  like  that  of  most  any  Convent;  there  is  a 
small  dining  room  across  the  hall.  Class  rooms  on  either 
side.  A  large  kitchen  at  the  back.  Upstairs  is  the  Chapel, 
a  very  nice  one,  an  Infirmary,  and  that  is  all  I  saw.  The 
grounds  are  fair.  The  Sisters  in  charge  wear  no  distinctive 
costume,  just  dress  like  any  ordinary  women  dress. 


I  went  to  Mass  on  the  9th,  10th,  11th  and  12th.  Now.  there 
will  be  none  again  until  the  First  Friday  in  October.  Father 
McKey  will  come  on  Thursday  for  Confessions  and  stay  till 
the  following  Wednesday. 

If  you  were  dropped  here  at  the  Reservation,  I'm  afraid 
you'd  look  for  the  shortest  way  out.  Do  you  remember  what 
the  huckleberry  rocks  were  like?  Well,  the  country  here  is 
just  as  rough  or  rougher.  Of  course,  the  trains  make  you  re- 
member civilization  is  not  beyond  your  reach.  Mail  twice  a 
day  is  as  good  as  in  the  city.  X'est  ce  pas?  I'm  going  to  try 
to  learn  some  Ojibway,  if  I  can. 


Everything  came  O.K.  curtains,  cardboard,  etc.       The 

green  ruffles  are  a  perfect  match  for  the  green  spread.  Thanks 
ever  so  much.  The  dresser,  washstand  and  little  table  look 
better  since  I  gave  them  a  coat  of  enamel.  They  could  stand 
another  coat  still,  but  I  used  all  I  had.  The  only  time  I  get 
to  notice  the  place  is  on  Saturdays  and  Sundays. 

I  went  down  to  Spanish  on  the  bus  yesterday  morning  to 
8  :30  Mass  in  the  village  and  then  walked  down  to  the  Boys' 
School  and  was  at  a  High  Mass  at  10  :30.  Theresa  met  me 
there  and  I  spent  the  day  with  her. 

Tell  Sister  Everildis  that  Wanapitei  is  just  east  of  Sud- 
bury on  the  line  to  North  Bay,  about  three  hours  ride  from 
here.  Mollie  McHugh  would  be  quite  close  to  Sudbury,  about 
15  miles.    I  hope  I  can  meet  her  sometime. 
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Mr.  K.  visited  every  liouse  in  the  settlement  to-day.  He  even 
came  here  to  the  school  in  his  swell  car.  It  doesn't  seem 
right  that  he  should  ride  around  and  spread  his  lies  and  poor 
Father  McKey  walking  his  feet  off  through  rain  and  muddy 
trails,  trying  to  teach  the  truth.  I  nearly  blew  up  at  his 
nerve.  I  took  one  look  at  him  and  said:  "You're  one  of  Je- 
hovah's "Witnesses  aren't  you?"  He  said:  "Yes,  and  I  have 
good  news  for  you."  Says  I,  "We  are  all  Catholics  here." 
He  said:  "Catholics  have  a  right  to  hear  the  truth,  too."  I 
said,  "They  do  hear  it,  and  you  keep  away  from  these  people." 
I  shut  the  door  and  told  the  children  a  bit  about  the  "Witnesses 
and  I  said:  "You  tell  your  people  to  have  nothing  to  do  with 
them."  One  woman  came  and  told  me  she  took  the  leaflets 
he  handed  her  and  put  them  in  the  stove. 

About  the  "Little  Injuns,"  no  matter  how  .slow  and  prover- 
bially lazy  they  are,  when  it  comes  to  a  Provincial  exam,  they 
have  to  write  on  exactly  the  same  things  in  the  same  space  of 
time  as  the  w^hite  folks  do.  If  I  could  only  get  the  Senior 
Grades  to  realize  that  they  must  get  right  down  to  work.  But 
some  of  them  seem  hopeless.  Their  mind  seems  to  be  any- 
where except  on  their  work  and  they  are  so  SLO"W.  The 
little  ones  are  better.  I  hope  to  be  able  to  do  something  with 
them. 


It  is  curious  that  although  comparati\ely  few  Australian 
natives  have  ever  seen  snow,  the  snowfields  of  Australia  are  of 
great  extent.  In  Victoria  they  cover  over  500  square  miles, 
while  in  New  South  "Wales  thev  are  even  more  extensive. 


The  world's  tallest  tree,  a  giant  redwood.  370  feet  in 
height,  stands  in  North  Dyerville  Flat,  Humboldt  County,  Cali- 
fornia, dedicated  to  the  inspiration  of  mankind.  The  tract  is 
reall}'  a  Cathedral  of  Trees  indeed  reared  by  the  hand  of  the 
Creator. 
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SANTA  MARIA  del   POPOLO 

Our  Cardinals  Church 

By  SISTER  M,  LEONARDA,  C.S.J. 

TIIE  beautiful  church  of  Santa  Maria  del  Popolo  is  the 
titular  church  of  our  Cardinal,  James  Charles  McGuigan, 
Archbishop  of  Toronto.  Another  Cardinal  of  the  North  Amer- 
ican continent,  Cardinal  Mundelein,  in  1924,  took  his  title  from 
the  same  historic 
church,  and  thus  as 
we  look  down  the 
years  we  find  many 
rich  traditions  and 
evidences  showing 
its  popularity  among 
cardinals  and  those 
Avho  have  added  cha- 
pels, monuments,  ar- 
tistic treasures  in 
sculpture  and  paint- 
ing, and  who  loving 
the  Church  of  Santa 
Maria  in  life  have  requested  that  they  lie  there  in  death. 

What  could  be  more  ideal  than  the  location  of  Santa  Maria 
del  Popolo  on  the  slopes  of  Monte  Pincio !  On  the  right  is  Villa 
Borghese  now  Villa  Umberto,  and  a  public  park  with  beautiful 
scenery,  varied  groves  of  venerable  ilexes,  avenues  of  cypress, 
shady  wood  paths,  flowering  lawns  and  numerous  fountains! 

To  the  north  is  the  Porta  del  Popolo,  or  the  Gate  of  the 
People  through  which  most  travellers  from  the  north  entered 
the  Eternal  City  before  the  opening  of  the  railways.  Through 
this  gate  St.  Ignatius,  St.  Francis  Xavier  and  St.  Stanislaus  first 
entered  Rome  and  passed  by  Santa  Maria  del  Popolo.  It  is  not 
far  from  where  the  old  Porta  Flaminia  stood.     From  there, 
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Cardinal  Wiseman  announced  the  re-establishment  of  the  Hier- 
archy in  England  and  his  own  appointment  as  Archbishop  of 
Westminster  in  1850.  Through  here  too  in  1580  passed  Blessed 
Edmund  Campion,  S.J.,  and  Blessed  Ralph  Sherwin,  sent  by 
Gregory  XIII  to  face  persecution  and  death  in  England. 

At  the  Porta  del  Popolo,  iu  1462,  Pius  II  shed  tears  of  joy 
when  he  received  the  head  of  St.  Andrew  the  Apostle  which  had 
been  brought  from  Constantinople.  He  placed  the  relic  on  the 
altar  of  Santa  Maria  del  Popolo  and  commanded  several  bish- 
ops to  keep  watch  before  it.  Next  morning  he  himself  carried 
it  on  foot  from  Santa  Maria's  to  St.  Peter's.  It  was  to  Santa 
Maria  del  Popolo  itself  that  Pius  II  had  previously  walked 
barefoot  from  the  Vatican,  accompanied  by  all  the  cardinals 
to  implore  Our  Lady's  protection  against  the  Turks. 

The  church  of  Santa  Maria  founded  and  dedicated  to  Our 
Lady  in  1099  by  Paschal  II  as  a  convenient  shrine  for  pilgrims 
entering  the  city  from  the  north;  later  restored  and  enlarged 
at  the  expense  of  the  people,  and  the  title  changed  to  Santa 
Maria  del  Popolo;  finally  was  re-elected  by  Pi'ancesco  della 
Rovere  (Sixtus  IV)  from  the  plan  of  Baccio  Pintelli.  It  was  the 
fashionable  church  of  the  fifteenth  century,  and  from  the  gifts 
and  memorials  of  the  della  Rovere  became  associated  with  that 
family.  Cardinal  della  Rovere,  afterwards  Julius  II,,  had  the 
tribune  enlarged.  In  1655  it  was  entirely  remodelled  by  Ber- 
nini in  baroque  style.  The  interior  has  three  naves  and  is  sur- 
mounted by  an  octagon  cupola. 

There  is  so  much  to  be  seen  in  Santa  ]\Iaria  del  Popolo  that 
when  we  have  to  consider  space  we  can  mention  but  a  few  maj- 
or points.  First  comes  the  Chapel  of  St.  Jerome  on  the  right, 
decorated  by  Pinturicchio  and  his  pupils  for  Cardinal  Domen- 
ico  della  Rovere.  The  altarpiece,  a  Nativity,  is  one  of  the  most 
beautiful  paintings  in  Rome.  The  second  chapel  by  Carlo  Fon- 
tana,  by  order  of  Cardinal  Cibo,  is  adorned  with  marble  and 
12  columns.  Over  the  altar  is  "The  Virgin"  by  Carlo  Maratta. 
The  third  chapel  is  a  monument  of  Giovanni  della  Rovere  and 
over  its  altar  is  "The  Virgin"  between  St.  Francis  and  St.  Aug- 
ustine by  Pinturicchio. 
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In  the  fourth  chapel  is  a  beautiful  altar,  R'enaissance  style, 
with  a  bas-relief  of  St.  Catherine  and  St.  Anthony  and  St.  Vin- 
cent, and  arabesque  ornaments  of  the  fifteenth  century.  The 
tomb  of  Cardinal  Giorgio  Costa,  the  founder  of  the  chapel,  is 
on  the  left ;  and  on  the  right,  one  of  the  most  beautiful  tombs 
in  Rome — Mareantonio  Albertoni,  a  Roman  knight  who  died 
at  the  age  of  thirty.  In  the  side  wing  on  the  right  is  a  monu- 
ment of  Cardinal  Lodovicus  Podokatharus  of  Cyprus,  Alexan- 
der YI's  secretary-.    The  two  angels  are  Bernini's, 

The  high  altar  has  four  nero  antico  columns  and  a  miracu- 
lous image  of  the  Virgin  brought  from  the  Lateran  by  Pope 
Gregory  IX  during  the  plague. 

Behind  the  high  altar  is  the  choir  (Pinturicchio),  and  the 
apse  enlarged  by  Bramante  for  Julius  II,  and  it  is  here  we  see 
Pinturicchio's  finest  work.  It  is  the  central  medallion  of  the 
Coronation  of  the  Virgin,  around  which  are  four  medallions  of 
the  Evangelists  with  figures  of  the  sybils  between  them;  while 
below  these  at  the  four  corners  are  the  four  Latin  Fathers  of 
the  Church — St.  Jerome  in  scarlet  bearing  a  book,  St.  Augus- 
tine in  blue  with  the  shepherd's  staff.  St.  Gregory  in  the  papal 
pluviale  with  the  dove  and  eros.s,  St.  Ambrose  in  green  with  a 
scourge. 

Also  in  the  rear  are  two  of  the  most  celebrated  mausol- 
eums in  Rome,  executed  by  Andrea  Sansovino  (1507) — that  to 
Cardinal  Jerome  Basso,  nephew  of  Sixtus  IV,  and  that  to  Card- 
inal Ascaneo  Maria  Sforza,  son  of  the  Diike  of  Milan. 

The  baptistry  contains  tlie  tomb  of  Antoniotto  Pallavinci 
who  became  Innocent  VIII.  In  the  corridor  leading  to  the  sac- 
risty is  the  tomb  of  Xestore  Malvizzi.  Bishop  of  Bologna — 
simple  Renaissance  style  with  excellent  workmanship.  The 
sacristy  contains  the  tabernacle  of  the  High  Altar  erected  by 
Cardinal  Rodrigo  Borgia,  signed  by  Andrea  Bregno.  The  tomb 
of  Juan  Ortega  Gomiel.  I^ishop  of  Burgos,  is  nearby;  to  the  left 
the  tomb  of  Pietro  Rocco,  Bishop  of  Salerno  has  a  good  relief 
of  the  crucifixion  in  place  of  an  inscription. 

There  is  much  of  interest  to  be  seen  in  Santa  Maria  del 
Poi)olo,  and  much  may  bo  transitory  in  the  memory,  but  having 
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seen  Pinturicehio's  Nativity  where  the  Infant  lies  at  the  feet 
of  the  kneeling  Mother  while  St.  Jerome  kneels  in  adoration 
in  the  foreground  and  St.  Joseph  peacefully  asleep  in  the  back- 
ground—one cannot  forget  the  peace  emanating  from  it. 

"We  are  proud  that  our  Archbishop,  James  Charles  Cardi- 
nal McGuigan,  can,  in  succession  to  a  long  line  of  distinguished 
dignitaries,  claim  it  and  his  share  in  adding  to  the  glory  of  God 
through  his  title  of  Prince  of  the  Church. 


THE  ANNUNCIATION 

By  MABEL  SUMMERS  KEENAN 

Lovely  as  the  dewy  morn  was  the  maiden  praying 
In  her  humble  Hebrew  heart  to  Jehovah  saying: 
"Father  make  me  one  with  Thee, 
In  Thy  plan  of  destiny.*' 

Fervent  was  her  gentle  sigh,  midst  the  peace  abomiding, 
Suddenly  soft  zephyr  stir  of  seraph  wings  came  sounding. 
With  great  glow  her  heart  to  fill, 
'Twas  the  Angel  Gabriel ! 

Angel  told  God's  lovely  plan  to  the  virgin  kneeling. 
Mighty  words  in  accent  clear,  His  desire  revealing; 
Humbly  then  she  acquiesced — 
''God  the  Father  knoweth  best." 

Sublime  eternal  Mystery,  Heaven  and  earth  united ! 
For  our  sakes  the  Love  Divine  this  pure  maid  requited. 
Virgin  ^Mother,  rare  and  sweet 
Keep  us  always  at  thy  feet. 
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CHRIST  IN   HEAVEN'S  GARDEN 

By  MSGR.  J.  B.  BOLLARD,  Litt.D. 


HE  walks  in  Heaven's  garden 
Among  tlie  lilies  fair; 
More  beautiful  His  wounded  hands 
Than  all  the  blossomis  there! 

He  walks  in  Heaven's  garden 
Where  myriad  flowers  blow, 
The  lustre  of  His  eyes  divine 
Outshines  the  garden's  glow. 


He  walks  among  the  lilies 

In  Heaven's  garden-close, 

The  wound  within  His  pulsing  Heart 

A  crimson  torrent  flows! 
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With  blood-drops  of  such  treasure, 
To  save  the  souls  of  men; 
He  pays  unstinted  measure 
Again,  and  yet  again ! 

The  small  white  lambs  of  Heaven, 
God's  children,  press  around, 
Their  voices  sing  of  Nazareth 
And  Galilee's  loved  ground ! 

The  Judgment-Day's  decisions 
The  Dooms  to  rend  the  skies, 
Lie  veiled  from  mortal  visions. 
Within  His  pitying  eyes! 

Among  the  stainless  lilies 
He  walks,  more  pure  than  they. 
And  all  the  Seraph-choirs  adore, 
And  all  the  Angels  pray  ! 


*]\[y  Belo^■ed  to  me,  and  I  to  Him, 
AVho  livetli  among  the  lilies. 

Canticle  of  Canticles, 

Ck.  2,  Vs.  16,  17. 


52 


ST.  JOSEPH  LILIES 


THE  GREAT  CALL 

Bv  MSGR.  J.  B.  DOLLARD,  LITT.D. 


NOT  with  the  sound  that  burst  the  calcined  walls 
Of  Sinai,  or  of  Iloreb,  and,  beyond, 
Sent  to  the  Mediterranean  the  floods 
Of  blood-stained  desert  sands. 
But  with  the  gentler  sound,  a  human  sound 
That  thrilled,  (because  it  seemed  our  Pontitf's  voice), 


This  call  of  God,  went  over  all  the  world. 
Crossed  the  Atlantic,  and  by  Niagara's  wave 
Spoke  to  our  holy  Leader:    "Ye  men  of  God 
Hark  to  the  heavenly  voice  that  urges  you, 
Take  ship  and  pray  beside  the  Tiber's  banks, 
Haste  ye  to  Rome,  and  God  will  give  us  peace. 


fflommunitg 


To  His  Excellency,  ]\lost  Reverend  Ildebrando  Antoniutti. 
D.D.,  Apostolic  Delef^ate,  who  since  our  last  issue  observed  the 
twenty-fifth  anniversary  of  his  ordination,  St.  Joseph  Lilies 
tenders  respectful  greetings  and  sincere  congratulations.  His 
Excellency  celebrated  his  jubilee  privately  at  the  Trappist 
Monastery,  "Notre  Dame  du  Lac.  Oka.  Quebec. 


On  January  6,  Sister  Adrienne  celebrated  the  Golden  An- 
niversary of  her  entrance  to  religious  life.  Time  has  dealt  so 
verj'  gently  with  Sister  it  is  hard  to  realize  that  fifty  golden 
years  have  sped  since  that  happy  Reception  morning  of  long 
ago. 

A  fitting  prelude  to  the  joyous  event  was  the  celebration 
of  High  Mass  by  her  brother,  Rev.  Neil  Sullivan,  assisted  by  her 
nephew,  Rev.  Charles  Armstrong,  C.S.B..  in  St.  Joseph's  beauti- 
ful chapel.  Relatives  from  Detroit,  Windsor  and  Toronto,  in- 
cluding her  sister,  nieces  and  nephews,  also  a  host  of  friends 
came  to  offer  congratulations  and  rejoice  in  her  happiness. 
The  "boys  of  St.  Paul's''  where  Sister  taught  long  years  ago 
were  not  unmindful  of  the  happy  occasion,  and  kindest  greet- 
ings were  received  from  Prince  Rupert  and  Vancouver,  B.C., 
the  scene  of  Sister's  labours  for  eight  strenuous  years.  Always 
bright  and  enthusiastic,  whether  in  classroom,  office  or  anj- 
other  duty  assigned  by  obedience,  we  hope  for  Sister  Adrien)ie 
many  more  precious  years  of  joyous  service  so  pleasing  to  hor 
Divine  ]\Laster. 


On  the  same  day  Sister  Celine  (St.  ]\Iary's  Convent)  Sister 
Marj-  Inez  (St.  Joseph's  Convent)  Sister  Oliva  (St.  Joseph's- 
on-the-Lake).  Sister  St.  Gervase  (Prince  Rupert),  Sister  Theo- 
dosia  (St.  Joseph's-on-the-Lake)  and  Sister  Mary  Oarmel  (St. 
Mary's  Convent)  celebrated  the  2r)th  anniversary  of  their  Pi-o- 
fession.    Ad  multos  annos  I 


News  has  recentlv  come  from   Rome  that  the  honour  of 
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Domestic  Pfelate  has  been  bestowed  on  the  Very  Reverend 
Francis  V.  Allen,  who  accompanied  Cardinal  McGuigan  to 
Vatican  City  for  the  Sacred  Consistory  held  last  month.  Con- 
gratulations ! 


ST.  JOSEPH'S  HOSPITAL 

In  aid  of  the  Scholarship  Fund,  the  Alumnae  held  a  ''Penny 
Sale."  Miss  Audrey  Butlin  won  the  prize  for  selling  the  most 
tickets. 


The  Intermediates  arranged  the  Annual  Stripe  Dance,  and 
presented  thermometers  and  cases  to  the  graduates.  The  Jun- 
iors donning  Stripes  and  the  Preliminary  Students  new  Caps, 
celebrated  with  a  skating  party. 


The  Niu'sing  Staff  was  host  to  45  students  from  Oakwood 
Collegiate  in  conjunction  with  the  course  in  "Vocational 
Guidance." 


The  Winter  Class  registers  students  from  as  far  west  as 
Fort  William  and  east  to  Ottawa.  Among  the  16  "probies" 
Misses  Joan  Harding,  Katheriue  MacDonnell,  and  Josephine 
Conlin  are  St.  Joseph's  Convent  Graduates  of  '45.  The  Juniors 
gave  a  Sleighing  Partv  in  their  honour. 


Miss  Marilyn  Swalm  is  the  President  of  the  Interschool 
Association.  At  a  musical  evening,  INIiss  Catherine  Shaw,  cola- 
tura  soprano,  received  a  hearty  ovation.  The  coveted  Tennis 
Cup  came  to  St.  Joseph's  this  year,  the  first  time  in  history, 


"Rachel,  the  Little  Leper  Maid."  was  presented  by  the 
Preliminary  Students. 


With  the  proceeds  from  a  Pre-Christmas  Silver  Tea  the 
Preliminary  Students  bought  fowl  for  the  Christmas  Baskets 
for  the  needy,  which  were  prepared  at  a  Candlelight  Christmas 
Carol  Party. 
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SAINT  JOSEPH,  OUR  PATRON 
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Recent  Sodality  Activities:  —  Skirt  and  Sweater  Hop 
held  in  the  Residence;  The  Reception  of  9  members;  The 
Valentine  Formal,  February  15,  a  brilliant  success;  Rev.  Father 
Stone,  C.S.P.,  guest  speaker  at  the  February  Meeting.  A  re- 
port was  read  from  the  Convent  in  Holland  where  the  boxes 
had  been  sent.  The  Sodality  participated  in  the  Spiritual  Off- 
ering to  our  Holy  Father. 


Sister  M.  St.  Marcian 

After  an  illness  of  some  months,  Sister  St.  Marcian  died 
November  28th.  The  deceased  Sister  formerly  Ethel  ]\Iary 
Devlin,  was  born  in  Penetanguishene,  daughter  of  the  late  ]Mr. 
and  i\Irs.  Patrick  Devlin.  In  1928  she  entered  the  Congregation 
of  the  Sisters  of  St.  Joseph.  After  completing  her  Novitiate 
she  was  engaged  at  the  ]\Iotherhouse.  and  later  in  the  various 
activities  of  the  Comimunity,  at  St.  ^Michael's  Hospital,  at  St. 
Joseph's  Convents  in  Barrie,  Thorold.  and  Prince  Rupert,  B.C. 

Sincere  and  earnest  in  the  pursuit  of  her  Religious  Profes- 
sion, her  spirit  of  prayer  increased  with  the  passing  years. 
AVhile  a  quiet  patience  and  gentle  kindness  in  her  intercourse 
with  others  suggested  an  ever  greater  mindfulness  of  her  Di- 
vine Model.  The  Ci'oss,  in  whatever  form  it  came,  was  accepted 
as  from  God's  hand,  and  the  last  months  of  intense  suffering 
revealed  that  she  had  learned  its  lessons  in  Christ's  owni  way. 
She  had  the  happiness  of  receiving  Holy  Communion  and  P^x- 
treme  Unction  on  tlie  dav  of  her  death. 


Sister  Mary  Lucy 

On  January  15,  after  a  long  illness.  Sister  ^iary  I.ucy  ilied 
at  St.  Joseph's-on-the-Lake,  Scarboro.  Formerly  Catherine 
Ilorahan,  daughter  of  Mr.  and  ]\Irs.  John  Horahan,  Sister  ]\[ary 
Lucy  was  born  in  Jersey  City,  N.J.  While  she  was  quite  young 
the  family  moved  to  Toronto.  She  received  her  early  education 
at  St.  Mary's,  St.  Joseph's  High  School,  and  Toronto  Normal 
School.  In  1933  she  entered  St.  Joseph's  Community,  and  after 
completijig  her  novitiate,  taught  at  St.  Patrick's  School,  Tor- 
onto, St.  Gregory's  and  Holy  Cross  Schools.  Oshawa.  Although 
naturally  quiet  and  i-etiring.  Sister  ]\Iary  Lucy  had  a  bright 
and  happy  disposition,  and  by  her  devotion  to  her  luqnls  and 
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their  interests,  won  their  love  and  the  confidence  of  their  par- 
ents. In  tlie  pursuit  of  her  vocation,  with  cliaracteristic 
straightforwardness  she  always  put  "first  things  first"  and 
throughout  the  thirteen  years  of  her  religious  life  she  was  an 
inspiration  to  her  companions  by  her  simple  fidelity,  real 
sincerity  and  unselfish  generosity. 


Sister  M.  Germaine 

At  St.  Joseph\s-on-the-Lake,  January  26th,  God  called  to 
Himself  Sister  Germaine.  Formerly  Rose  Kennedy,  the  de- 
ceased Sister  was  born  in  Uxbridge,  the  daughter  of  the  late 
Mr.  and  Mrs.  John  Kennedy.  P'or  some  years  she  was  a  resi- 
dent pupil  of  St.  Joseph's  Convent,  Toronto,  and  in  1887  enter- 
ed the  Novitiate.  God  accepted  her  gift  of  self  without  reser- 
vation, for  almost  from  the  beginning  it  was  her  part  not  only 
to  work  but  also  to  suffer.  For  fifty  years  or  more  she  devoted 
herself  to  His  very  little  ones  at  St.  Paul's,  St.  Mary's,  vSt.  Fran- 
cis' Schools,  Toronto,  and  later  at  St.  Joseph's  Convent,  Tor- 
onto, and  St.  Catharines.  Sister  loved  children  and  every  year 
it  was  her  cherished  privilege  to  prepare  classes  for  First  Com- 
munion, and  two  or  three  times  n  year  to  train  them  to  take 
part  in  processions  of  the  Blessed  Sacrament.  Observing  them 
with  her  in  the  classroom  or  outside,  one  instinctively  felt  how 
fortunate  were  the  little  ones  who,  guided  by  a  hand  at  once 
so  gentle  and  so  firm,  were  being  given  thus  early  in  life  that 
training  which  alone  serves  as  a  foundation  for  strength  of 
character. 

Sister  Germaine's  cheerful  disposition  and  quiet  sense  of 
humor  did  not  desert  her  during  her  almost  twenty  years  of 
complete  invalidism.  She  had  borne  the  cross  of  delicate  health 
for  the  greater  part  of  her  religious  life,  and  even  in  the  last 
months  she  continued  to  be  present  in  the  chapel  for  Mass  to 
within  a  few  days  of  the  end. 


Sister  M.  Clementine 

The  death  of  Sister  Clementine  occurred  February  6th  at 
St.  Joseph's-on-the-Lake.  The  deceased  Sister  contracted  pneu- 
monia and  the  end  came  rather  suddenly,  shortly  after  noon ; 
her  Holy  Communion  of  the  morning  was  her  Viaticum. 

Sister  Clementine,  formerly  Emily  Pauly,  a  daughter  of 
the  late  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Joseph  Pauly,  was  born  in  Hamilton .  At 
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an  early  age  slie  consecrated  her  life  to  God,  but  for  a  few 
years  ill-health  prevented  her  joining  Sister  Jane,  her  twin- 
sister  who  had  entered  the  novitiate  in  1888.  Finally  with  the 
encouragement  of  the  saintly  Father  ]\IcSpiritt,  she  became  a 
postulant  in  1892.  ller  faith  and  confidence  were  rewarded  by 
more  than  fifty  years  of  active  religious  life.  Sister  Clemen- 
tine was  stationed  at  old  St.  Nicholas  Home,  the  House  of  Pro- 
vidence, the  Motherhouse  and  at  other  Ontario  mission  houses, 
spending  twenty  years  in  Thorold.  Her  love  for  the  poor  and 
her  kindly  tact  in  helping  them  were  outstanding,  while  her 
unfailing  cheerfulness,  and  her  gentle  thoughtfulness  for  others 
were  to  her  Sisters  constant  proofs  of  the  depth  of  her  charity. 
Even  during  the  ten  years  of  semi-retirement  at  St.  Joseph's- 
on-the-Lake,  she  never  lost  an  opportunity  of  doing  little  serv- 
ices for  others.  There  she  was  happy  to  have  more  time  for 
prayer  and  happy,  too,  to  be  called  on  to  help  in  the  garden ; 
"growing  things"  was  ever  Sister  Clementine's  delight. 


St.  Gertrude  renowned  for  her  devotion  to  the  Sacred 
Heart,  saw  the  roj'al  glory  of  St.  Joseph  consummated  in 
Heaven.  Once  on  the  feast  of  the  Annunciation  she  had  a  vis- 
ion during  which  Our  Lady  revealed  to  her  the  glory  of  St.  Jos- 
eph, in  order  to  awaken  in  the  saint  a  greater  love  for  him  and 
to  encourage  her  to  have  confidence  in  his  intercession.  Of 
this  vision  St.  Gertrude  wrote:  "I  saw  Heaven  opened  and  St. 
Joseph  sitting  upon  a  magnificent  throne.  I  felt  myself  won- 
derfully affected  when,  each  time  his  name  was  mentioned,  all 
the  saints  made  a  profound  inclination  toward  him,  showing  by 
the  serenity  and  sweetness  of  their  looks  that  they  rejoiced 
with  him  on  account  of  his  exalted  dignity." 
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On  January  2,  the  second  quarterly  meeting;  was  held  in 
the  convent  assembly  rooms.  Mrs.  Gus  Pape  and  Mrs.  J.  Reid 
presided  at  the  tea  tables  following  the  meeting,  after  which 
all  attended  Benediction  in  the  chapel. 

*     *     * 

The  St.  Joseph  College-School  Dance  sponsored  by  the 
Alumnae  and  held  at  Casa  Loma  on  February  7th  was  a  great 
success  socially  and  financially.  The  Management  at  the  Casa 
tells  us  it  was  the  largest  party  ever  held  there.  Congratula- 
tions to  Barbara  Callahan  and  her  assistants  who  so  ably  con- 
vened it. 


For  Sunday,  April  7th,  the  Alumnae  have  planned  Com- 
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munioii  Breakfast,  and  a  third  quarterly  meeting  to  follow. 
Mousignor  MeGrath  of  tlie  China  Mission  Seminary  will  be 
celebrant  and  speaker  at  the  Mass  at  9  :30  in  the  convent  chapel. 
We  hope  that  all  former  pupils  of  the  convent  will  accept  our 
cordial  invitation  to  attend. 

Mabel  Abrey,  President. 


M}-  dear  Sister  Leonarda  : 

I  have  all  the  "items  of  alumnae  interest"  right  under  my 
left  hand,  but  to  save  my  soul  or  perhaps  my  reputation,  I  can- 
not think  where  to  begin.    But  now,  sure  enough  I  have  begun. 

This  coming  Wednesday  will  be  Ash  Wednesday  and  nat- 
urally Toronto  is  brimming  with  ' '  doings"  before  settling  down 
to  keep  Lent  in  earnest.  Of  course  St.  Patrick's  Day  will  break 
in  soon,  and  I  notice  that  the  much  heralded  Irish  Concert  to 
be  given  in  Massey  Hall  Avill  give  her  many  friends  an  oppor- 
tunity of  hearing  again  our  own  Mrs.  Nora  (Phelan)  Rogers 
play  the  large  harp  and  also  what  is  called  the  "Irish  harp."  On 
this  small  harp  she  will  accompany  young  Lashie  MacDonald, 
one  of  Father  Ronan's  choristers,  in  a  group  of  songs.  Nora, 
after  graduating  from  St.  Joseph's,  visited  Ireland  and  it  was 
while  there  that  she  learned  to  love  this  particular  instrument. 

When  I  was  a  student  myself  at  St.  Joseph's  (was  it  last 
year  or  in  1903?)  one  of  the  thrills  of  the  music  demonstrations 
came  when  some  of  our  classmates  played  the  harp.  There 
were  many  studying  harp  then,  but  I  recall  mainly  May  Hughes 
and  Carrie  Murphy.  I  wonder  how  many  are  studying  it  over 
there  now !  In  the  Register  recently  there  was  an  interesting 
article  on  Harps. 

Speaking  of  the  Register  suggests  the  ncAvsy  and  descrip- 
tive letters  from  Mr.  Henry  Somerville,  who  is  accompanying 
our  new  Cardinal  on  his  eventful  trip  to  Rome.  What  a  great 
honor  we  have  had  bestowed  upon  us  in  the  elevation  of  Arch- 
bishop McGuigan  to  the  College  of  Cardinals! 

And  isn't  it  lovely  that  Father  Allen  is  now  Monsignor 
Allen !  His  sisters  in  your  Community,  who  are  also  of  course 
Sister-Alumnae  of  us  all,  must  be  very  proud  of  him — as  too 
will  be  all  his  family  and  friends. 

NEWS 

Sister  Mary  of  the  Blessed  Sacrament  (Alice  Hayes)  was 
professed  a  Sister  of  the  Precious  Blood,  in  Edmonton  on 
February  11th. 
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It  is  good  to  know  of  the  return  of  so  many  of  our  alumnae 
from  the  army,  isn't  it? 

Callie  Dunn  is  released  from  the  R.A.F.  full  of  interesting 
stories  of  her  leave  spent  in  Alaska  last  Summer.  Mary  Me- 
Namara  of  the  State  Department,  "Washington,  reports  that 
Anarita  has  been  appointed  to  an  important  post  in  a  New  York 
Hospital.  Marian  Mitchell  is  back  from  overseas.  She  was 
stationed  in  Cairo  and  in  Athens,  visited  the  Holy  Land,  Switz- 
erland, and  Rome,  and  is  now  Avorking  for  "Time"  magazine 
in  New  York.  Norma  Ross  is  in  Germany  now  with  U.N.N.R.A. 
Dorothy  Jansen  is  in  Manchester,  U.S.A.,  holding  an  important 
executive  position.  Dr.  Doreen  Smith,  after  three  years  in  the 
University  of  j\Iontreal,  is  back  at  the  University  of  Toronto. 
Department  of  Science.  Louise  Kane  is  training  in  the  Royal 
Victoria  Hospital  in  jMontreal.  Ann  Golden  recently  graduated 
from  that  hospital,  is  back  in  Toronto  visiting  her  parents  be- 
fore assuming  staff  duties  in  Noranda  Hospital. 

Coming  closer  to  home  with  bits  of  news.  I  notice  that  Mr. 
and  Mrs.  Rory  Egan  are  living  in  Bradford,  where  Rory  prac- 
tices law.  Mrs.  "Rory"  was  once  Rita  Burke,  you  know.  Con- 
gratulations are  in  order  for  the  two  young  McRae  girls,  Mary 
Lou  and  Joan,  daughters  of  our  Margaret  Calvert,  who  took 
a  prize  for  their  duet  at  the  recent  Kiwanis  Festival  here.  Mary 
Harding's  engagement  is  announced  recently.  Her  sister,  Joan, 
is  training  in  St.  Joseph's  Hospital. 

Mary  Willa  Lowe  (Delvina  Roque  Lowe's  daughter)  is  in 
St.  Joseph's  C.S.  this  year.  Her  aunt,  Sister  St.  Joseph  (Marie 
Roque),  is  a  sister  of  the  Precious  Blood  Community  in  North 
Bay.  Peter  Mosteller  (Isabel  Abbott's  son)  was  at  the  S.J.C. 
Dance  in  February.  Sallie  is  looking  forward  to  being  back  at 
College  in  September.  Mrs.  T.  Kelly  (Helen  Kramer)  is  in 
her  new  home  in  Larchmont,  N.Y.,  and  sends  all  her  friends 
the  best  of  good  wishes.  Mrs.  Johnson  (Michelina  Caruso)  has 
returned  to  Toronto  from  Montreal  since  her  husband's  return 
to  "civvies."  "We  are  happy  to  hear  from  Sudbury  that  Mrs. 
Ross  McDonald's  husband  is  recovering  from  a  serious  illness. 
Mrs.  Robert  Curran  (Camilla  O'Connor),  Sault  Ste.  Marie, 
made  a  short  visit  to  St.  Joseph's  in  early  December  when  she 
was  in  the  city  with  her  husband,  Mr.  Robert  Curran,  editor 
of  the  Sault  "Star."  Suzanne  and  Constance  take  music  from 
Sister  Frances  Therese,  C.S. J.,  and  Suz.  is  taking  fancy  danc- 
ing lessons — sword  dance,  sailors  hornpipe,  etc.  Camilla  says 
she  finds  the  Scotch  music  difficult  herself  !  !  ! 


62        ST.  JOSEPH  LILIES 

CONGRATULATIONS  TO  HAPPY  YOUNG  PARENTS 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Joseph  O'Connor  of  Hamilton,  on  the  birth 
of  a  brother  for  Brencla  Mary.  Mr.  and  ^Irs.  J.  J.  Burke  (Rita 
Kelly),  Long  Branch,  a  son,  John  James. 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Norman  Bolton  (Jean  Sutton),  a  daughter, 
Carol  Ainie.  Mr.  and  Mrs.  J.  Speno,  Ithaca,  N.Y.,  a  daughter. 
Mrs.  Speno  was  Clarine  Hughes.  ]\Ir.  and  Mrs.  Ed.  Rosar 
(Helen  Sheedy),  a  son. 

BEST  WISHES  TO  OUR  NEWLY-WEDS 

Margaret  Genevieve  Gaughan  to  Cecil  G.  Brock,  on  Jan- 
uary 19th. 

Margaret  Carolan  Speno  to  Eugene  Henry,  on  March  2nd. 


OUR  VERY  SINCERE  CONDOLENCE  TO : 

The  family  of  Mrs.  L.  Marois,  mother  of  former  pupils, 
Gisele,  Reine  and  ICaire  Marois,  Quebec. 

The  family  of  Arthur  Johnson,  of  Chicago,  brother  of 
Sister  Josephine. 

The  family  of  Mrs.  J.  J.  Murphy,  mother  of  Sister  Mary 
Agnes,  Blanche,  Gertrude  and  Claire. 

The  family  of  Mrs.  W.  F.  Godfrey,  accidentally  killed  on 
January  19,  mother  of  Ray  and  Eleanor  (Mrs.  Wm.  Graham.) 

The  family  of  Mrs.  Ellard,  mother  of  Rev.  Fathers  Glad- 
stone and  Gerald,  S.J.,  Sister  Marguerite  (Marion),  Sister  Helen 
Bertille  (Eileen),  Agnes  and  Ferguson,  and  sister  of  the  late 
Sister  Bertille  and  Sister  IrenaeiLS  of  our  Community,  and  Mrs. 
Lahey  and  Agnes  Fitzgerald. 

The  family  of  Mrs.  Mary  Loretto  Moloney,  widow  of  Dr.  P. 
J.  Moloney,  and  a  sister  of  the  late  Mo.st  Reverend  David  J. 
Scollard,  former  Bishop  of  Sault  Ste.  Marie,  died  in  Ottawa, 
January  26th.  Mrs.  Moloney  attended  St.  Joseph's  Convent  in 
Toronto. 

My  two  sons  are  again  in  civvies  and  my  daughter  Joan  is 
well  and  very  bu.sy  in  Oliver,  B.C.  She  is  president  of  the  very 
new  branch  of  the  Catholic  Junior  League  in  Oliver.  Her  hus- 
band has  the  honor  to  be  the  first  Village  Clerk  of  that  small 
town.  I  visited  them  in  November,  you  know.  It  was  my  first 
glimpse  of  our  Canadian  We.st— prairie,  mountains  and  beauti- 
ful lakes  and  rivers  — they  all  charmed  me  beyond  words.  So  did 
my  small  granddaughter,  Marian  ! 

I  hope  this  letter  is  not  too  disconnected.    There  is  a  story 
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behind  each  news  item,  no  doubt,  but  space  or  the  lack  of  it  must 
leave  it  to  the  imagination,  sad  to  tell ! 

Here's  to  a  joyous  Easter!    And  many  many  more  of  them 
to  us  all .  Yours  sincerely, 

Gertrude  Thompson. 


EXTRACTS  OF  LETTERS 

I  am  really  enjoying  Mexico  and  being  with  such 

a  nice  family  makes  it  much  easier  to  stay  so  far  aw^ay  from 
home  for  so  long.  I  really  missed  our  traditional  Christmas 
though,  even  the  weather  did  not  co-operate  to  make  me  feel 
at  home,  as  it  Avas  bright  and  warm. 

You  would  probably  like  to  hear  about  the  Christmas  cus- 
toms though  I  am  late  in  recounting  them.  The  nine  days  be- 
fore Christmas  are  given  over  to  posadas,  which  are  "fiestas" 
given  by  various  families,  in  honour  of  Our  Lady  and  St.  Joseph's 
quest  for  shelter.  The  guests  form  a  procession  carrying  lighted 
candles,  and  sing  the  Litany  of  the  Blessed  Virgin.  At  the  head 
of  the  procession  statues  of  Our  Lady  (sometimes  riding  a  don- 
key) and  St.  Joseph,  are  carried  on  wooden  tablets.  When  the 
litany  is  over,  part  of  the  procession  stations  itself  behind  a  door 
which  the  "pilgrims"  approach,  and  in  the  name  of  St.  Joseph 
beg  for  shelter  for  Our  Lady  and  himself.  At  first  they  are 
refused,  but  when  their  identity  is  known  they  are  joyfully 
admitted. 

After  this  comes  the  breaking  of  the  piuala.  This  is  a  clay 
pot  filled  with  fruit,  nuts  and  sugar-cane,  and  covered  with  col- 
oured paper  to  represent  a  star,  a  bird,  etc.  The  gu&sts  are  then 
blindfolded  in  turn  and  given  a  stick  with  which  to  strike  at  the 
piiwla  until  one  of  them  breaks  it.  Then  a  wild  scramble  is  made 
for  the  contents. 

The  nacimiento  in  place  of  our  crib  is  quite  an  elaborate 
affair,  and  comprises  a  whole  landscape  Avitli  the  shepherds  and 
travellers  of  various  kinds  approaching  the  stable.  In  the  dis- 
tance are  the  three  kings  who  arrive,  on  the  6th  of  January.  On 
Christmas  Eve  we  also  had  a  little  family  posad-a^  and  then  the 
a.costomiento  for  the  birth  of  Our  Lord.  The  two  "Godmothers" 
were  the  youngest  girls  of  three  and  four  who  carried  the  figure 
of  the  Infant  Jesus  at  the  head  of  the  procession,  then  sat  down 
on  a  bench  with  it  between  them,  while  we  all  came  up  and  kissed 
it.  I  went  to  Midnight  Mass  \\\W\  the  family,  and  was  amused 
to  hear  castanets  accompanying  the  organ. 

Eileen  Egan. 
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I  loved  the  article  on  St.  Francis  in  the  last  issue  of  the 
Lilies.  He  is  my  favourite  Saint.  I  am  reading  "Too  Small  a 
World,"  the  life  of  Mother  Cabrini,  and  I  am  enjoying  it. 

Mabel  Summei*s  Keenan 

....  March,  and  St.  Patrick,  recall  a  visit  to  Long  Island. 
In  passing  St.  Anthony's  Church,  Oeeanside,  Long  Island,  we 
saw  a  replica  of  the  tower  of  Blarney  Oastle.  Inside  is  a  stone 
from  the  original  Blarney  Castle  in  Ireland  which  thousands 
of  people  kiss  each  year  in  the  hope  that  the  story  about  the 
Blarney  Stone  is  true,  and  they  will  thereby  acquire  irresistible 
powers  of  persuasion.   You  remember  Father  Prout's  rhyme. 

''There  is  a  stone  there 
That  whoever  kisses 
Oh  he  never  misses 
To  grow  eloquent." 


But  alas,  some  one  recalled  that  the  word  'blarney'  cannot 
be  traced  further  back  than  1819,  and  is  traditionally  said  to 
have  been  first  used  by  Queen  Elizabeth  in  reference  to  the 
evasive  answers  of  the  Castle's  owner  "The  McCarthy,  Lord  of 
Muskerry"  when  he  outwitted  the  Queen  and  in  spite  of  her 
married  his  kinswoman 


Driving  through  country  we  saw  the  Sullivan  old 

homestead  (1831).  Mr.  Sullivan  and  Dr.  Wallace  who  also 
lived  in  the  "Gore"  attended  Normal  School  together.  Mrs. 
Charles  Byrnes  (Audrey  Campbell)  lives  in  that  vicinity.  Her 
brother,  Father  Campbell,  O.M.T.,  is  now  working  with  the 
Indians  at  Sechelt.  B.C. 


'tollege 


T  E  CERCLE  FRANCAIS— At  the  last  meeting  of  "Le  Cerele 
PraiiQais"  Rev.  Father  Bondy,  C.S.B.,  spoke  to  us  on  the 
life  of  Jacques  Maritain.  Since  they  are  such  close  friends, 
Father  Bondy  was  able  to  tell  us  interesting  anecdotes  and  de- 
tails of  M.  Maritain's  life.  Atfer  the  meeting  refreshments 
were  served,  and  Father  Bondy  answered  all  the  questions 
which  the  girls  asked. 

Alicia  Balzac.  '46 


npIIE  LITERARY  SOCIETY— Two  weeks  after  we  returned 
from  Christmas  holidays  John  Frederick  Nims,  one  of  Am- 
erica's leading  poets  addressed  the  Literaiy  Society.  The  sub- 
ject was  the  prose  of  Gerard  ]\Ianly  Hopkins,  S.J.  Last  year 
at  one  of  its  meetings  the  Society  had  heard  about  Hopkins' 
poetry — this  made  Professor  Nims'  talk  even  more  interesting. 
Most  of  us  know  Professor  Nims  as  a  lecturer,  or  from  seeing 
him  at  St.  Michael's;  a  few  of  us  have  read  some  of  his  poetry; 
but  we  were  all  glad  to  meet  him  outside  the  lecture  halls  in  the 
Common  Room  when  refreshments  were  served  after  his  talk. 

Lois  Garner,  '47. 

*     *     * 

\\/'E  OFFER  OUR  SY:\IPATHY— to  Sister  Mary  Agnes  on 
^  the  death  of  her  mother,  Mrs.  J.  J.  Murphy,  who  was  also 
the  grandmother  of  Eileen  Slyne  '46.  We  also  offer  our  sym- 
pathy to  the  Basilian  Fathers  on  the  death  of  Rev.  Father  Mc- 
Gahey,  C.S.B. 

A  NOTHER  COMING  EVENT— the  Banquet  in  honour  of  the 
Graduating  Class,  will  probably  take  place  at  the  end  of 
March.  Then  come  the  elections  for  next  year's  officers,  the 
residence  election  of  Head  Girl,  and  last  but  not  least,  the 
choosing  of  rooms  and  room-mates  for  next  year.  Goodness ! 
where  has  the  year  gone?  It  seems  only  a  month  since  initia- 
tion. 
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T>  ETHEAT — We  are  looking  forward  to  our  yearly  enclosed 
•^  Retreat  Avhich  will  open  March  7,  and  close  on  March  10. 
It  will  be  conducted  by  Rev.  David  R.  King,  our  former  chap- 
lain and  student  at  the  ^lediaeval  Institute. 


pRIDAY  AFTERNOON  TEA— In  the  Common  Room  has 
come  to  be  one  of  the  most  important  and  most  enjoyable 
features  of  our  College  social  life.  It  has  afforded  opportunity 
for  day  and  resident  students  to  become  better  acquainted,  to 
interchange  views,  and  to  listen  to  favourite  recordings. 


n^HE  DANCE— The  25th  of  January,  the  biggest  night,  the 
biggest  event  of  the  j^ear — the  Dance.  The  coffee  party, 
which  could  not  have  been  nicer,  was  convened  by  Carol  Riley. 
Sister  St.  John  graciously  poured  coffee.  The  decorations  were 
bej'ond  all  expectation — pale  curtains,  soft  lights  and  masses 
of  flowers  made  the  room  seem  an  enchanted  one.  All  this  was 
made  possible  through  Father  Thompson  and  the  kindness  of 
a  benefactor  of  St.  jMichael's  College,  and  M-e  do  appreciate  it. 

Vera  Noriy,  '46. 

*     *     # 

O  EV.  JOSEPH  E.  McGAHEY,  C.S.B.— When  the  Music  and 
Drama  Society  were  preparing  their  play,  Father  Mc- 
Gahey,  the  director,  surpassed  all  in  his  efforts  to  make  it  a 
success.  What  a  shock  it  was  when  on  December  3,  our  chap- 
lain vested  in  black  announced  that  the  Mass  would  be  offered 
for  the  repose  of  the  soul  of  Father  McGahey.  who  had  died 
suddenly  the  previous  evening.  The  following  Sunday  the  play 
went  on  as  a  tribute  to  him. 

His  life  was  an  active  one — teacher  and  professor;  head  of 
Newman  Club  in  Saskatoon ;  coach  of  St.  Michael's  team  when 
they  won  the  Junior  O.H.A. ;  parish  work  in  Owen  Sound,  and 
in  hospitals  throughout  Canada.  As  chaplain  in  the  army  he 
won  the  aft'ection  of  all  in  his  care.  We  met  him  only  this  year 
as  adviser  of  St.  Michael's  Student  Administrative  Council,  but 
we  felt  that  we  had  known  him  for  years. 

We  join  in  beseeching  Almighty  God  that  the  soul  of  His 
servant  Joseph,  His  Priest,  whom  in  this  life  he  honoured  with 
that  sacred  offce.  may  rejoice  in  the  glory  of  heaven  forever- 
more. 

Lois  Garner,  '47 
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USIC  AXD  DRAMA  SOCIETY— The  first  play  of  the  sea- 
son, "Murder  by  Request,"  was  a  drama  starring  Sue 
Decker  as  the  unsuspecting,  voluble  victim.  Her  characteriza- 
tion, and  the  parts  played  by  Helen  Culver  and  "Kay"  Cahill, 
showed  the  results  of  combining  hard  work  with  ability.  In  a 
lighter  vein,  but  of  equally  high  calibre,  was  the  "New  School 
for  Wives."  This  was  a  satire  on  extreme  college  girl  types; 
but  there  is  a  moral  to  it— the  sweet  natural  girl  gets  the  man! 
The  charming  heroine  was  portrayed  by  our  [Marianne  Korman ; 
and  two  other  "freshies,"  Jane  McXally  and  Ruth  Ann  Ras- 
chotte,  gave  realistic  interpretations  of  an  "intelligent"  type 
and  an  "uninhibited  outdoor"  type,  respectively.  (Spontaneous 
clapping  in  appreciation  of  Jane's  acting  stopped  the  show  for 
a  minute.) 

A  departure  was  made  in  the  musical  programme  by  pre- 
senting the  work  of  poets,  composers,  singers  and  musicians 
who  are  members  of  the  Club ;  and  St.  Joseph's  were  well  re- 
presented. The  highlight  of  the  evening  was  the  singing  by 
Miss  Louise  Roy  of  "St.  Paul — the  Conversion."  set  to  music 
by  Rev.  Father  Roffinella.  who  accompanied  Miss  Roy  at  the 
the  piano.  Miss  Margaret  Cameron  played  brilliantly  some  of 
her  own  compositions.  "  j^^^^^  ^^^^^^, 

*     *     * 

"TJEBATING  CONGRESS— In  the  second  year  under  its  official 
title,  the  Congress  has  grown  and  developed.  The  first 
topic  debated  that  "French  Should  be  a  Compulsory  Subject 
in  Canadian  Elementary  Schools"  was  upheld  by  the  members 
of  the  Government,  Carol  Riley  and  Patricia  Clarke,  although 
stoutly  contested  by  the  members  of  the  Opposition.  Kathleen 
Cahill  and  Jane  McNally. 

In  November  St.  Joseph's  was  the  host  at  the  first  Inter- 
faculty  Debate  of  the  season  in  which  June  Furlong  represented 
St.  Joseph's.  June  and  Monty  Simmonds  of  U.C.  were  victor- 
ious in  a  well-attended  and  interesting  debate  that  "The  Youth 
of  Canada  Should  Have  One  Year  Compulsory  Military  Train- 
ing." 

A  second  House  Debate  in  December  that  "The  Influence 
of  a  Book  Depends  upon  the  Attitude  of  the  Reader"  ended  in 
the  complete  defeat  of  the  Government,  Eileen  Slyne  and  Betty 
Trollope,  in  favour  of  the  Opposition,  Angela  "Wilson  and  Mar- 
ion Downer. 

The  Christmas  .season,  marking  the  end  of  this  year's  de- 
bating, starred  the  Senators,  Mahonev  and  Wallace     of     St. 
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Michaers  College  Senate  Club,  against  Patricia  Clarke  and 
Kathleen  Cahill  of  St.  Joseph's  College.  The  motion  that  "Uni- 
versity Students  as  such  are  Justified  in  Participating  in  the 
Recent  Strikes"  was  defeated  by  the  members  of  the  Opposition, 
despite  the  versatile  methods  of  the  Government  to  prove  the 
validity  of  their  cause. 

The  first  House  Debate  of  the  year  1946  proved  that  "Mov- 
ing Pictures  Augment  Juvenile  Delinquency."  It  was  upheld 
by  Sue  Decker  and  Helen  Culver,  and  opposed  by  Anne  Lawlor 
and  Mary  McCool. 

In  the  Interfaculty  debate  of  the  New  Year,  held  in  Bren- 
iian  Hall  at  the  invitation  of  Loretto,  Helen  Ilarber  of  St.  Jos- 
eph's with  Ian  Alger  of  Trinity  successfully  upheld  the  motion 
that  "University  Athletics  Should  be  Compulsory,"  against 
Bunny  Joyce  of  Loretto  and  Jim  Templeton  of  Victoria. 

On  February  25th  the  first  debate  between  St.  Joseph's  and 
Loretto  in  several  years  took  place  in  St.  Joseph's.  Rosemarie 
Cunningham,  Bett,v  Trollope  and  Anne  Overend  represented 
St.  Joseph's,  and  Helen  McLaughlin,  Virginia  Robei-tson  and 
Marie  Clarkson,  Loretto.  The  subject  discussed  was  that,  "This 
War  has  Proven  that  the  Woman's  Place  is  in  the  Home."  This 
is  a  post-war  problem  of  special  interest  to  University  students. 
The  arguments  on  both  sides  were  convincing,  and  the  vote 
went  to  Loretto. 

The  members  of  the  society  wish  to  thank  Sister  St.  John 
for  her  interest  and  active  participation  in  all  our  debates, 
particularl.v  House  Debates.  It  is  to  Sister's  guidance  that  much 
of  our  achievement  is  due.  Several  debates  are  as  yet  without 
definite  plan.  We  liope  that  what  has  been  accomplished  will 
be  a  portent  of  still  better  work  in  future. 

Eileen  Slyne,  '46 


POETRY  OF  JOHN  FREDERICK  NIMS 

In  September,  .l!)4r).  to  the  Englisli  staff  of  St.  Michael's 
College  was  added  a  young  American  professor — John  Fred- 
erick Nims.  Professor  Xims  was  born  at  Muskegon,  Michigan, 
in  1913,  studied  at  Notre  Dame,  was  appointed  assistant  pro- 
fessor of  English,  and  later  took  his  Ph.D.  ('Chicago)  in  Com- 
l)arative  Literature. 

His  success  as  an  English  professor  is  rivalled  only  by  his 
success  as  a  modern  poet  whose  work  has  appeared  in  "Poe- 
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try,"  "Partisan  Review"  and  other  magazines.  He  has  won 
several  prizes.  In  the  fall  of  194-1:  a  number  of  Mr.  Nims'  poems 
appeared  in  "Five  Young  American  Poets."  His  contributions 
were  reviewed  favorably  in  the  "Saturday  Review  of  Litera- 
ture" and  the  *'New  York  Times."  Pour  of  his  latest  poems, 
'Tigskin  Abbey."  "The  Midnight  Special,"  "Sign  of  Fever" 
and  "Nachtleid,"  appeared  in  November  ''Poetry."  He  is  now 
on  the  editorial  board  of  "Poetry."  Like  other  poets,  Mr.  Nims 
had  the  problem  of  w^hat  to  say  in  his  poetry  and  how  to  say  it. 
He  an.swers  the  first  part  in  the  titles  of  his  poems.  He  dis- 
cusses anything  that  strikes  his  fancy  and  kindles  his  imagin- 
ation. 

In  his  preface  to  "Five  Young  American  Poets,"  the  poet 
states  that  poetry  should  be  logical,  impregnated  with  an  un- 
seen, strongly-felt  emotion,  full  of  a  daring  yet  concrete  im- 
agery. As  regards  language,  any  word  is  suitable  for  use  as 
long  as  it  is*  simple,  intense  and  exact.  The  poem  should  assume 
a  definite  shape,  not  merely  be  impressions  or  pictures  express- 
ing a  single  thought,  although  perhaps  under  several  different 
aspects. 

His  subject-matter  is  modern  as  in  ''Movie,"  "Poolroom" 
or  "Elevated;"  but  in  a  few  poems  he  gives  a  modern  interpre- 
tation of  an  ancient  event  as  in  "The  Golden  Age,"  in  which  ac- 
curate and  extensive  use  of  Greek  literature  appears  in  a  quo- 
tation from  Herodotus'  history'.  Mr.  Nims  makes  use  of  speech- 
rhj-thms  in  this  poem.  This  may  seem  nnmelodic,  almost  pro- 
saic, but  combined  with  his  talent  for  condensation,  startling 
and  vivid  imagery,  modernism  in  his  themes,  his  poetry  is  inter- 
esting if  rather  surprising  to  a  generaton  accustomed  to  the 
hypnotic  rhythms  of  a  Spenser  and  the  word-pictures  of  a 
Keats.  He  also  ironically  praises  modern  scientific  knowledge 
which  makes  use  of  the  four  elements — earth,  air,  fire  and 
water,  believed  by  the  ancients  to  compose  every  material  sub- 
stance.   The  poem  ends  with  a  grim  warning  and  a  prophecy. 

In  "Shot  Down  at  Night"  Pi'ofessor  Nims  makes  use  of  con- 
trast to  convey  his  thoughts.  He  opposes  the  calm,  peaceful 
life  of  a  young,  dreamy-eyed  student  of  the  classics,  who  sur- 
rendered his  safety  for  the  uncertain  glory  of  a  fighter-pilot, 
to  his  violent  death  over  an  alien  land  witnessed  only  by  an 
Arab.  In  the  wreckage  the  poet  visualizes  a  year  of  the  boy's 
life.  He  sees  the  boy's  name  once  precisely  and  drably  written, 
cutting  a   flaming  and  indelible   swathe  across   the  heavens. 
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wliile  the  boy  himself  becomes  a  symbol,  representative  of  all 
those  who  gave  their  lives  for  their  country. 

A  vivid  picture  of  a  train  catapulted  onward  through  dark- 
ness and  rain  is  captured  by  "The  jNIidnight  Special."  In  a  few 
Avords  the  poet  sketches  a  possible  train-wreck,  envisioning  the 
"shaggy  dying"  and  their  ugly  wounds  half-concealed  by 
"ferns  of  blood."  He  sets  down  his  own  impressions,  yet  they 
are  the  thoughts  of  all  who  have  ridden  on  a  flyer  through  a 
storm  at  night. 

John  Frederic  Xims  is  an  able  representative  of  the  modern 
.school  of  poetry,  and  a  refreshing  change  from  the  usual  rhy- 
thmical imagery.  His  ])oetry  has  much  in  it  to  remind  one  of 
the  radical  style  practised  by  Gerard  ]\Ianley  Hopkins.  At 
first  he  is  startling,  but  upon  further  reading,  interesting,  par- 
ticularly his  myriad  word-pictures  and  extensive  vocabulary. 
The  frequent  classical  allusions  add  to  the  intellectual  appeal, 
as  do  the  speech-rhythms  and  modern  themes.  Each  poem  is 
complete  in  itself,  polished  and  precise,  free  from  irrelevant 
material.  It  is  these  qualities  Avhich  place  John  Frederick 
Nims  in  the  foremost  rank  of  modern  poets. 

Dorothv  ^MeXamara,  '-tT. 


WIT  AND  HUMOUR  OF  THE  PLAY 

To  an  Elizabethan  audience,  "Much  Ado  About  Nothing" 
must  have  been  what  many  comedies  of  screen  and  radio  are 
to  the  modern  public.  The  essentials  are  the  same.  In  both  cases 
a  mediocre  plot,  subordinate  to  comedy,  serves  to  give  unity 
and  direction.  Both  are  full  of  brilliant  repartee,  and  both 
liave  comedy  scenes  which  provide  broad  humour.  "]\Iucli  Ado" 
has  another  more  sitbtle  type  of  humour — that  of  situation, 
which  is  frequently  found  in  modern  comedy. 

Most  of  the  wit  is  provided  by  Beatrice  and  Benediidv. 
without  whom  the  play  would  be  an  unconvincing  near-tragedy. 
When  Beatrice  and  Benedick  are  together,  they  go  to  great 
lengths  to  exceed  each  other  at  repartee.  Thus  when  Benedick 
claims  that  any  man  loving  Beatrice  would  be  sure  to  have  his 
face  scratched,  she  retorts  "Scratching  could  not  make  it  worse, 
an  'twere  such  a  face  as  yours." 

Together  or  apart,  Beatrice  and  Benedick  seem  surround- 
ed bv  merriment.    It   was   of   the    hitter   that   Don   Pedro  said 
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"From  the  crown  of  liis  liead  to  the  sole  of  his  foot  he  is  all 
mirth."  The  other  male  characters  do  not  exercise  much  \vit 
among  themselves,  yet  they  are  clever  at  the  expense  of  Bene- 
dick. One  suspects  that  Benedick  enjoys  their  attentions,  and 
invite  them  by  the  extravagant  penalties  he  requests  for  him- 
self if  he  should  ever  marry.  This  exaggeration  is  used  through- 
out the  play  as  an  instrument  of  wit.  An  example  is  the  .speech 
in  which  Benedick  offers  to  perform  any  service  that  will  take 
him  out  of  the  presence  of  Beatrice.  He  professes  himself  ready 
to  "do  any  embassage  to  the  Pigmies  rather  than  hold  three 
words  conversation  with  that  Ilarpy.'' 

The  pun  is  anotlier  favourite  form  of  wit.  Althougli  now 
considered  a  low  form,  it  is  used  in  modern  light  comedies, 
which  do  not  suffer  from  any  lack  of  patronage.  It  requires 
cleverness  to  devise  a  pun  that  is  intricate  and  meaningful. 
Shakespeare  has  done  this  on  many  occasions,  as  in  the  mas- 
querade scene,  in  Avhich  Beatrice's  speech  "The  fault  will  be  in 
the  music  if  you  be  not  wooed  in  time"  involves  a  sustained  play 
upon  "music,"  "time"  and  "dance." 

The  intellectual  alertness  of  Beatrice  and  Benedick  con- 
trasts sharply  with  the  humorous  stupidity  of  Dogberry,  Verges; 
and  the  Watch.  Because  they  take  themselves  so  seriously 
they  alone  are  unaware  of  the  farcial  humour  they  provide. 
They  could  be  well  described  in  the  words  of  Ben  Jonson  : 

"Persons  such  as  Comedy  would  use 
When  she  would  show  an  image  of  the  times. 
And  sport  with  human  follies,  not  with  crimes." 

These  characters  are  caricatures  of  human  folly.  They 
were  in  an  exaggerated  way,  representative  of  their  times ; 
certainly  they  have  their  modern  counterparts,  for  the  world 
today  has  its  petty  municipal  officials,  absurdly  jealous  of  their 
small  authority.  In  the  person  of  Dogberry,  another  familiar 
character  is  held  up  to  ridicule — the  man  who  pretends  to  learn- 
ing, enjoys  his  own  voice,  and  cannot  come  to  the  point.  He 
oft'ers,  as  a  favour,  to  bestow  all  his  tediousness  upon  Leonato. 
and  unconsciously  does  so.  We  laugh  with  Benedick  and  Bea- 
trice, seeing  in  them  the  wit  that  we  ourselves  would  like  to 
possess;  we  laugh  at  the  constable  and  his  men.  seeing  them  as 
the  personifications  of  characteristics  we  notice  in  others. 

The  second  t,vpe  of  humour,  that  of  situation,  is  a  by-pro- 
duct of  the  plot.    Toward  this  aspect,  no  contribution  is  made 
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by  the  Claudio-Hero  story.  The  chief  justification  for  its  being 
included  is  that  neither  it  nor  the  Benedick-Beatrice  theme  was 
alone  sufficient  for  a  play;  but  together,  the  tragedy  and  com- 
edy balance  each  other. 

To  return  to  the  subject — By  his  professed  attitude  toward 
marriage,  Benedick  has  tempted  fate ;  or  as  Beatrice  puts  it,  he 
has  challenged  Cupid.  The  Avay  in  Avhich  Cupid  deals  Avith 
Benedick  would  be  amusing  even  apart  from  the  witty  dialogue 
that  accompanies  it. 

There  is  ironic  humour  in  the  fact  that  the  Watch  should 
accidentally  stumble  upon  Don  John's  treachery,  which  Claudio 
and  Don  Pedro  did  not  suspect,  and  that  Dogberry  should  fail, 
through  stupidity,  to  report  in  time  to  prevent  the  scene  at  the 
church.  This  humour  continues  in  Dogberry's  indignation  at 
bemg  called  an  ass ;  he  does  not  regard  this  as  less  serious  than 
the  slander  of  Hero. 

Wit  maj'  seem  out  of  place  in  the  scene  in  which  Don  Pedro 
and  Claudio  meet  Leonato  after  Hero's  supposed  death.  Even 
if  Hero  were  unworthy  of  him,  it  is  unlikely  that  Claudio 
would  recover  his  spirits  so  quickly  and  completely.  To  say 
that  Claudio  was  a  man  of  shallow  character  is  not  a  complete 
explanation;  after  all,  any  human  being  requires  time  to  re- 
cover from  dramatic  experience.  The  explanation  lies  in  the 
fact  that  both  Leonato  and  the  audience  know  Hero  to  be  alive ; 
further,  the  audience  knows  her  to  be  innocent,  that  Don  John's 
men  have  been  arrested,  and  that  the  misunderstanding  is  sure 
to  end.  This  knowledge  is  reflected  in  Claudio's  attitude,  al- 
though he  is  as  yet  unaware  of  the  facts. 

"Much  Ado  About  Nothing"  would  require  little  adapta- 
tion to  make  it  popular  with  playgoers  of  today.  The  Beatrice 
Benedick  theme  is  always  interesting;  modern  script-writers 
are  constantly  giving  us  heroines  who  are  loved,  unjustly  sus- 
pected, and  finally  reconciled ;  and  we  have  comedians  who 
are  the  legitimate  successors  of  ^lessrs.  Dogberry,  Verges  and 
Company. 

The  dialogue,  however,  would  require  revision.  Shake- 
speare's plays  were  written  to  satisfy  tlie  Elizabethans'  enter- 
tainment; no  doubt  they  served  their  purpose  well.  Benedick's 
supposed  accusation  that  Beatrice  had  her  wit  from  the  "Hun- 
dred Merrj'  Tales"  is  quite  understandable,  but  has  lost  much 
of  its  point  because  we  are  not  familiar  with  the  book  mention- 
ed.   A  modern  parallf]  would  be  to  say  that  when  she  wished  to 
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be  thought  amusing  she  quoted  the  "Reader's  Digest."  This 
would  identify  her  with  many  would-be  Avits  of  today,  whose 
stock-in-trade  consists  of  second-hand  quotations  borrowed 
from  well-known  humorists.  Such  plagiarism  amounts  to  a 
statement  of  intellectual  bankruptcy,  and  one  can  see  why 
Beatrice  would  resent  being  accused  of  it. 

Much  of  Shakespeare's  humour  is  difficult  to  appreciate 
because  it  alludes  to  events  now  forgotten,  customs  no  longer 
practised,  sports  no  longer  popular,  and  songs,  plaj^s  and  pro- 
verbs no  longer  current.  Modern  comedies,  if  they  survive  at 
all.  will  present  the  same  difficulties  to  future  generations. 

M.  E.  TroUope,  '48. 


Woman  holds  up  with  her  two  .strong  arms  the  two  pillars 
of  civilization.    The  first  pillar  is  thrift ;  the  .second  is  dignity. 


Woman  stands  for  the  idea  of  sanity;  the  male  mind  that 
finds  its  way  to  \vild  places  finds  its  return  to  normal  in  the 
home. 


Unfortunately  in  the  average  human  house  there  is  one  door 
by  which  money  comes  in  and  a  hundred  by  which  it  goes  out. 
Man  has  to  do  with  the  one  and  woman  with  the  hundred.  Thrift 
is  the  really  romantic  thing. 


€oHsa^5chool 


Congratulations 


SCHOOL  NOTES 

We  oti'er  our  warmest  and  proudest  felici- 
tations to  our  new  Cardinal-Archbishop. 
Probably  by  the  time  this  edition  reaches  its  fullness  of  beinjr. 
His  Excellency  will  have  returned  from  Rome,  with  the  full 
grandeur  of  his  new  investiture — returned  to  his  loving  and 
beloved  people.  May  many  years  remain  to  him  in  which  to 
dispense  the  gracious  courtesies  of  his  new  office. 


Christmas 


School  closed  almost  a  full  week  before  Christ- 
mas this  year,  and  the  coming  back  was  not 
made  miserable  M'ith  left-over  term  exams  as  it  was  last  year. 
On  the  contrary,  the  pre-Christmas  rumour  of  a  January  tea 
dance  in  our  gym  and  cafeteria  lent  an  air  of  festivity  to  the 
returning.  The  tea  dance  did  come  to  be,  and  class  sleighing 
parties,  skating  and  theatre  parties  followed  one  another  in  gay 
swirling  procession. 


Moving:  Pictures 


Many  of  the  classes,  especially  tliose  of  the 
Junior  IDgh  School,  have  been  making  the 
most  of  the  new  moving  picture  machine.  INIusic,  Science  and 
Social  Studies  take  on  new  colour  as  we  trip  down  to  the  So- 
cial Room  on  the  first  floor,  pull  down  the  Venetian  blinds, 
drop  into  easy  chairs  or  chesterfields,  and  listen  to  and  watcli  a 
film  as  entertaining  as  it  is  informative. 

The  juniors  of  the  boarding  school — 
there  are  no  "ba])y  boarders"  any  more 
— entertained  the  sisters  and  the  senior  resident  pupils  one 
night  in  January  with  a  carefully  selected  and  arranged  mis- 
cellany of  song,  dance  and  recitation.  Gay  "'^likado''  choruses, 
Iri-sh  duets,  tap  dance  and  solo  pieces  made  a  truly  enjoyable 
evening  for  both  performers  and  audience. 


Little  One's  Concert 


STIDE.NT  (  <)l  .\(  IJ.  104rj.4<> 

Left  to  right:  Mareta  McLean  '46,  president  of  the  Record  Club; 
Helen  Boehler  '4  6,  Editor  of  "The  Hummer;"  Mar\'  Jane  Kavanagli 
'46,  Secretary  of  the  Student  Council;  Alice  McGovern  '46,  Head- 
Prefect;  Catherine  Habasinski  '4  6,  Vice-President;  Dorothy  Harri- 
son '46,  Treasurer;  Audrie  Lcwrie  '46.  President  of  the  Dramatic 
Club;  Bernadette  Mclsaac  '4  6,  Resident  Prefect  (absent). 


Student  Council  Elections  After  a  hotly  contested  and  ex- 
tremely colourful  eampaign,  the 
hiphlip^hts  of  which  were  a  life-size  horse  advertising  the  vir- 
tues of  one  candidate  and  a  congo  line  which  .stretched  from 
the  old  gym  to  the  new  one  chanting  lustily.  "Alice.  Alice,  all 
the  nice  girls  vote  for  A-l-i-c-e,"  the  aforementioned  Alice  Mc- 
Govern emerged  flushed  and  victorious  as  the  school's  Head 
Prefect.  Sharing  the  honours  with  her  are  Vice-Prefect  Cath- 
erine Habasinski,  Secretary  Mary  Joan  Kavanagli  and  Trea- 
surer Dorothv  Harrison. 
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Tea  Dance  ^^^  ^^'^  ^^^^^  ^"^^^  (and  it  really  was  the  first 
time,  in  despite  of  the  radio's  announcement 
that  it  was  the  "first  since  1859!")  St.  Joseph's  College  School 
sponsored  a  tea  dance  one  Friday  in  late  January ;  and  a  highly 
successful  tea  dance  it  was,  even  satisfying  the  expectations  it 
had  provoked.  The  Fourths  and  Fifths  of  St.  Joseph's  enter- 
tained a  large  percentage  of  the  Fourths  and  Fifths  of  St. 
IMiehael's  and  De  La  Salle.  Eaton's  Bandbox  graciously  sup- 
plied the  music  and  decorated  the  gym-dance  hall.  Vocal  ar- 
rangements, novelty  dance.  Paul  Joneses  and  prize-winning 
features  rounded  off  a  very  enjoyable  programme. 

The  Dramatic  Club      ?^^^^^'  ^^'^^^  ^"^^^^^^'  ^'""y  ^^'^  ^^"^,  ^]''^^    f" 
niterestnig  programme  prepared  tor  the 

year  under  the  chairmanship  of  capable  Audrie  Lowrie.    Her 

assistant    officers   are    Pat    Boron,     Catherine    Greenhill     and 

Kathleen  Boehler. 

The  Hummer        With  tliree  editions  to  its  credit  the  Hummer 
is  being  edited  this  year  by  Helen  Boehler, 
assisted  bj'  Nancy  Lemire,   Jean  Spicer,    INIary  Janet  Wesson 
and  a  competent  staff  of  feature  writers  and  class  reporters. 

Record  Club       ^  highly  successful  innovation  has  IMareta  Mc- 
Lean as  its  president  and  Catherine  Habasinski 
as  secretar^^    Kasha  Rup  and  ]\Iary  Zilla  Rodden  are  the  other 
officers. 

SvmDathv  ^^  wish  to  express  our  sincere  sympathy  to 
Sister  St.  Joan  who  lost  her  dear  father,  Mr.  Mc- 
Queen, recently,  and  to  Sister  Josephine  who  has  been  bereaved 
of  her  brother,  Arthur  Johnson.  We  assure  you  of  our  prayers 
for  the  repose  of  their  souls. 

Also  to  Alice  and  Cathei-ine  McGovern  who  suffered  the  sad 
loss  of  their  father,  T.  J.  McGovern,  just  before  Christmas,  and 
to  Betty  Peacock  of  9-D  whose  father.  Dr.  Peacock,  died  re- 
cently, we  extend  our  deepest  sympathy  and  promise  of  prayers. 

Boarders'  Skating-      ^^  8''|^^  ^''^''^  i"  ^'^^    making.     Varsity   is 
pi  the  chosen  backgi'ound  and  en.ioyment  is 

jTuaranteed. 
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Art  Gallerv  "^'^^^  Student  Council  sponsored  a  highly  suceess- 
■^  t'ul  evening  of  cultural  entertainment  at  the  Art 
Gallery  on  Thursday,  January  25th.  Pupils  from  the  Secon- 
dary Schools  were  invited  and  the  attendance  was  large  and 
appreciative. 

December  Eighth  P^^^J'^'*  °/  the  Immaculate  Conception, 
the  Resident  pupils  ot  St.  Joseph  .s  attend- 
ed Mass  in  preparation  for  their  sodality  reception.  The  ]Mass 
was  doubly  significant  foi*  the  girls  as  Geraldine  Robertson,  one 
of  the  resident  girls,  made  her  First  Holy  Communion  after  be- 
ing received  into  the  Church  on  the  vigil.  The  refectory  was 
beautifully  decorated  for  the  special  breakfast.  At  four  o'clock, 
the  reception  was  held  in  the  Chapel.  The  eight  officers,  dress- 
ed in  long  blue  and  white  dresses,  received  their  symbols  of  off- 
ice, following  which  seventeen  girls  were  received  into  the  So- 
dality of  Our  Lady.  There  was  a  buffet  supper  and  a  social 
evening  to  close  the  dav. 


•'AND  YET  THE  FOOL  CONTENDS:  THERE  IS  >0  GOD." 

The  sun  rises  warm  and  bright  casting  its  golden  rays  upon  the 
dancing  waves  of  the  clear  blue  lake.  The  thrush  lifts  her  head  and 
from  the  speckled  throat  the  first  sweet  notes  of  the  morning  soar. 
Nature  is  abroad  and  ■summer  awakens  in  her  full  glory.  The  flowers 
gradually  open  their  multi-coloured  petals  and  the  brown-itoned  bees 
begin  their  work.  Summier  is  here,  yes,  but  oh!  too  soon  will  come 
fall  and  winter,  and  birds  and  animals  must  eat  too. 

So  through  the  long  summer  days,  bustling  birds  and  animals 
gather  the  harvests  that  Nature  provides  for  them.  Then  when  the 
gol-den  browns,  russet-reds  and  flaming  yellows  arrive,  they  are 
fully  prepared  for  the  winter's  howling  blasts. 

Then  through  the  forests,  the  wild  shriek  and  whistle  of  the  nor- 
thern winds  resound.  Swirls  of  snow,  white  and  powdery  descend 
upon  the  tall  evergreens  leaving  them  dressed  in  flowing  white. 
Here  and  there  tiny  foot-prints  mark  the  passage  of  wild  rabbit. 
Everything  is  blanketed  and  a  stillness  reigns. 

Then  with  a  rush,  the  snow  begins  to  melt.  The  mountains 
give  forth  their  rushing  torrents  and  down  the  slopes  they  roar  on 
their  way  to  the  sea.  The  little  pale  green  sprouts  begin  to  peek 
from  under  the  patches  of  snow  scattered  here  and  there  along  the 
ground.  The  lakes  take  on  a  new  look,  fresh  and  gay,  glad  to  be 
free  from  their  thick  icy  covering. 

And  so  once  more  Mother  Nature  has  completed  a  year.  Not  a 
year  that  runs  by  the  calendar  but  a  year  that  runs  according  to  the 
beauty  of  her  whims.  Mother  Nature  gives  glory  to  God  in  her  sea- 
sons and  this  she  does  with  the  utmost  majesty  and  pomp. 

Marita  McLean,  13-A,  S.J.C.S. 
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GRANDMOTHER  AND  1 

"Lavender  and  lace"  doesn't  describe  my  grandmother.  This 
saying  implies  the  china  doll  effe-ct  and  Grand'mere  is  certainly  not 
like  that.  She  is  eighty-two  now  and  is  as  cheerful  and  healthy  as 
she  was  when  I  first  began  to  know  her  as  my  grandmother.  I  love 
Grand'mere  for  herself  firstly,  but  secondly  because  she  always  seems 
ready  to  straighten  out  the  insignificant  difficulties  which  seem  so 
monstrous  to  me. 

Until  a  few  years  back  my  brother  and  I  always  spent  a  few 
weeks  of  the  summer  holidays  in  our  grandparents'  farm.  Those 
days  I  shall  never  forget.  Don  spent  most  of  his  time  with  grand- 
father while  I  followed  grandmother. 

Our  days  tog3ther  would  have  been  dull  had  it  been  anyone  else 
but  grandmother  entertaining,  but  she  made  even  the  most  menial 
tasks  joyous  and  everything  an  adventure. 

We  started  each  morning  by  feeding  the  chickens,  and  then 
came  breakfast,  with  hot  biscuits  and  maple  syrup.  It's  ©trange  what 
trivial  things  remain  with  us,  bu't  I  always  associate  hot  biscuits 
with  grandmother.  After  the  table  was  cleared  and  the  dishes  wash- 
ed we  would  go  through  the  house,  cleaning  and  dusting.  I  must 
have  been  more  of  a.  hindrance  than  a  help,  but  she  never  once  men- 
tioned it.  On  Saturdays  she  would  start  baking  for  the  following 
week  and  such  pastry  delights  arose  from  her  experienced  hand! 
After  rrmch  trouble  I  would  eventually  get  a  loa^f  of  bread  into  the 
oven  and  it  would  emerge  not  high  and  brown  like  grandmother's, 
but  nevertheless  a  loaf  of  bread  which  I  could  boast  I  had  made.  We 
went  on  picnics  out  in  the  bush  and  I  would  listen  to  grand'mere's 
childhood  experiences. 

The  memories  of  those  days  I  shall  never  forget,  nor  shall  I  ever 
forget  a  wonderful  woman  who  has  been  my  ''pal"  for  many  years, 
and  who  I  hope  shall  be  for  many  more. 

Madelyn  Ladouceur,  13-A,  S.J.C.S. 


GRANDFATHER  AND  I 

"Oh,"  I  cried  happily,  curled  up  in  the  huge  old-fashioned  arm- 
chair in  the  old  green  sitting-room,  "Oh,  but  I  love  this  room, 
Gramp." 

Grandpa  turned  slowly  around  towards  me  and  just  as  slowly 
winked.     "So  do  I,"  he  said. 

And  that  statement  somehow  characterized  my  grandfather.  It 
meant  that  he  loved  all  that  was  cheerful,  like  two  long  rows  of  ger- 
anium pots  sitting  saucily  in  the  great  sitting-room  window;  it 
nijeant  that  he  loved  old  things  tender  with  poignant  memories,  like 
tremendous  gilt-edged  frames  enclosing  pictures  of  awe-inspiring, 
stern-looking  ancestors;  it  meant  that  he  had  a  generous  dash  of 
humour  left  in  those  laughing,  faded  blue  eyes,  as  he  jealously 
guarded  gay,  anciently  funny  valentines  and  pictures  and  postcards. 
Oh,  and  it  meant  a  thousand  and  one  other  things  too,  all  inseparably 
bound  up  in  the  beautiful  soul  of  my  Gramp. 

My  Gramp?  Well,  I  should  say  our  Gramp.  He  belonged  to 
the  whole  family,  and  they  were  as  proud  of  him  as  I.  You  see  He 
was  someone  to  be  proud  of.     He  was  a  gentleman  from  the  top  of 
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his  well-brushed  dear  white  head  to  the  tips  of  his  shining  shoes.  I 
can  remember  him  steering  me  to  the  right  of  hurrying  passers-by 
and  being  thoroughly  disgusted  when  I  forgot  to  stay  there.  I  can 
remember  the  courtly  old-fashioned  grace  with  which  he  tipped  his 
hat  to  ladies.  And  once  when  I  was  with  him  on  the  street-car  he 
arose  and  offered  his  seat  to  a  little  girl  as  if  she  were  Queen  Eliza- 
beth herself. 

Oh,  and  the  kindliness  of  him!  I  cannot  remember  that  I  ever 
once  met  him  on  the  street  when  he  was  unfortified  with  a  secret 
stock  of  candy.  His  heart  was  as  light  as  the  merriest  schoolboy's 
when  he  welcomed  ua  as  we  got  out  from  school.  He  had  a  weak- 
ness for  milling  crowds,  and  on  Children's  Day  at  the  Exhibition, 
you  would  always  find  Gramp  beaming  on  the  world  in  general  and 
his  three  grandchildren  in  particular. 

He  was  talented  too.  There  was  never  a  thing  about  the  house 
that  he  could  not  fix.  And  many  a  time  we  watched  him  fashion- 
ing wonders  in  his  fascinating  little  workshop  in  the  basement.  The 
lovely  little  fountain  in  the  garden  and  the  castle  for  Kathleen's 
turtles  arose  at  the  touch  of  his  magic  wand.  His  was  the  crafts- 
manship of  the  old  guild  masters. 

What  a  dear,  dear  saint  he  was.  Truly  a  saint.  On  frosty  winter 
mornings  up  to  the  time  he  was  eighty,  you  would  find  him  at  St. 
Peter's  attending  Mass  reverently.  And  if  you  asked  him  his  Chris- 
tian name,  he  would  not  say,  "Francis."  No,  it  was  always  "Francis 
Xavier."  He  was  very  proud  of  the  "Xavier."  I  thought  it  was  so- 
knightly  of  him  in  those  dear  yesteryears.  And  he  was  a  knight,  a 
chivalrous  knight  of  God.  but  what  was  more  important  to  me,  he 
was  MY  GRAMP.  Helen  Boehler,  13-A,  S.J.C.S. 


HOBBIES 


What  is  the  origin  of  the  term  "hobby?"  For  those  who  do  not 
know,  let  me  tell  something  about  the  familiar  word.  In  Medieval 
England  the  word  "hobby'n"  or  "hobin"  which  later  became  hobby, 
meant  horse.  In  the  old  Morris  dance  there  was  generally  one 
dancer  who  rode  a  hobby  horse.  This  dancer  was  provided  with  a 
small  dummy  figure  of  a  horse  with  a  large  hole  through  the  middle 
of  Its  body.  The  performer  slipped  this  figure  over  his  own  body 
and  fastened  it  to  his  waist.  Then,  prancing  about,  he  rode  his 
hobby-horse  or  hobby.  The  phrase  "to  ride  a  hobby"  came  to  mean, 
to  pursue  some  object  that  had  no  useful  purpose.  At  present  a 
hobby  is  a  leisure-time  pursuit,  something  that  we  do  with  no  thought 
of  pay  or  reward. 

Hobbies  are  not  confined  to  such  forms  as  stamp-collecting  and 
reading  but  often  are  dangerous  or  amusing,  strange  and  unusual. 
The  English  novelist  and  historian,  H.  G.  Wells,  has  a  remarkable 
collection  of  toy  soldiers.  He  buys  them  unpainted  and  then  colors 
them  himself,  giving  them  gorgeous  uniforms.  Ed  Wynn,  the  com- 
edian, has  a  colle-ction  of  over  three  hundred  hats  of  every  size  and 
description.  In  my  opinion  the  hobby  of  Fred  Waring,  well-known 
orchesibra  leader,  surpasses  all  others  in  oddity.  He  collects  toy  bands 
and  orchestras,  the  musicians  of  which  are  monkej^s,  mice,  penguins 
and  ducks. 

Virginia  McCabe.  13-A,  S  .  J.  C  .  S  . 
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AN  INVENTION  AS  YET  UNIN VENTED 

In  one  of  to-day's  popular  magazines,  there  is  a  page  devoted 
to  the  question  "Why  don't  they?"  Various  people  send  in  their 
pet  ideas  for  inventions,  such  as  "Why  don't  the-y  coat  the  inside  of 
syrup  and  molasses  bottles  with  a  substance  that  will  permit  all  the 
syrup  to  pour  from  the  bottle  at  full  speed?"  or  "Why  don't  they 
manufa^eture  kitchen  utensils  with  square  handles  instead  of  round?" 
This  would  help  prevent  slipping.  Another,  probably  a  harassed 
young  mother,  writes  "Why  don't  they  make  slots  in  the  trays  of  high 
chairs,  so  that  the  baby's  ifeeding  utensils  can  be  firmly  anchored 
and  the  little  dear  can  have  no  opportunity  of  throwing  the  dishes 
on  the  lloor?"  Since  thip  column  is  in  the  magazine  every  mionth, 
it  is  obvious  that  a  great  many  people  have  suggestions  for  would-be 
inventors.    Yet  there  is  one  invention  that  I  have  yet  to  find  there. 

Why  is  it  that  no  one  of  these  many  people  has  every  thought  of 
manufacturing  a  hollow  bar  of  soap  so  that  when  the  soap  is  used  up 
there  will  be  no  small  pieces  left?  What  a  contribution  to  easier 
living  this  would  be!  Think  of  it — no  small  bits  of  soap  that  aren't 
really  much  good  for  washing,  no  slippery  gremlins  who  hide  in  the 
water  so  that  they  can  never  be  found,  no  unsightly,  almost  useless, 
scraps  of  half  of  that  inseparable  combination — soap  and  water.  A 
fortune  Is  waiting  for  the  one  who  makes  just  such  a  discovery.  Who 
knows,  he  might  make  the  headline  of  "Why  Don't  They?" 

Joan  Pape,  13-A,  S.J.C.S. 


liALGHTER 


An  English  peer  declared  that  almost  every  woman  could  smile, 
but  only  one  out  of  a  hundred  had  an  arresting  laugh.  Be  that  as  It 
may,  laughter  is  something  this  old  world  of  ours  could  not  do  with- 
out. 

There  are  various  forms  of  laughter.  There  is  the  carefree,  in- 
fectious gurgle  of  the  schoolgirl.  Always  music  to  the  ear  is  the 
gentle,  soothing  laughter  of  a  mother.  In  sharp  contrast,  strikes  the 
sarcastic,  derisive  snort  of  the  know-it-alll  and  worldly-wise.  The 
affected  giggle  of  the  debutante  next  assails  your  ears;  to  be  followed 
by  her  escort's  bitter  laugh  o-f  disillusionment.  Shattering  this  re- 
verie is  the  "horse-laugh"  of  the  practical  joker,  "the  loud  laugh 
that  bespeaks  the  vacant  mind."  With  him  troops  along  a  small  boy 
looking  in  ai  store  window  at  Mickey  Mouse  that  sends  him  off  into 
a  merry  gurgle.  Ah,  there's  that  timid  giggle  from  the  little  man 
who's  told  a  joke,  that  "didn't  go  over."  Compensating  for  it,  issues 
the  hearty,  mirthful  chuckle  of  a  man  who  is  really  amused.  Marring 
that  magic  merriment,  smites  the  icy  laugh  of  the  condiescending. 
A  life-?aver  for  relieving  strain  is  the  irrepressible  laughter  engaged 
in  just  when  Sister  is  explaining  a  serious  Algebra  problem  or  when 
Mr.  Whitehead's  patience  is  exhausted  by  his  "not  in  voice  Janes." 

Thesie  qualit'es  of  laughter  add  spice  to  life  and  colour  its  drab 
spots. 

Helen  Boehler,   13-A,  S.J.C.S. 
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OUR  EVERYDAY  SELVES 

In  the  Elizabethan  period  when  men  wei"e  noted  for  their  chiv- 
alry and  women  for  their  charm  of  manner,  ordinary  courtesies  were 
taken  for  panted,  with  the  result  that  a  tradition  of  everyday  court- 
esies has  been  developed.  However,  with  the  passing  of  time,  many 
changes  have  occurred,  and  one  of  the  unfortunate  changes  is  the 
sliding  away  from  the  old  traditions. 

Good  manners  should  be  taught  to  a  child  at  a  very  early  age, 
so  that  as  he  grows  older  he  also  will  take  good  manners  for  grant- 
ed. Boys  should  be  taught  to  be  courteous  to  girls,  and  boys  and 
girls  should  be  taught  to  be  courteous  to  their  parents  and  superiors, 
for  never  has  there  been  a  time  when  good  manners  were  not  re- 
warded. 

When  individuals  neglect  the  common  courtesies  such  as  saying 
"please,"  they  leave  behind  them  a  feeling  of  bad  temper.  There-fore, 
it  is  important  to  remember  to  be  well-mannered,  for  bad  temper  is 
contagious  and  results  in  unnecessary  strife  in  the  world.  Most 
people  do  not  realize  this  and  therefore  fail  to  grasp  the  importance 
of  good  manners. 

During  the  war.  because  of  worries,  good  manners  seemed  to  be 
lost  in  the  frenzy  of  confusion.  Street  cars  were  overcrowded,  sup- 
plies were  limited  and  people  did  not  seem  to  have  time  to  use 
good  manners.  This  could  have  been  averted  if  people  had  realized 
the  importance  of  courtesies,  and  the  ill  feeling  resulting  from  trivial 
things  would  not  have  been  added  to  the  overwhelming  bad  feeling 
in  the  world. 

To-day  more  than  ever,  however,  because  of  the  havoc  wrought 
in  the  world  by  the  war.  good  manners  should  be  brought  to  the 
fore.  A  kind  word  or  smile  and  common  courtesy  costs  little  hut 
mean.s  very  much.  Marie  Wolfe,  13-B,  S.J.C.S. 


"THE  STREET  CARS  WERE  HELD  LT" 

Since  the  beginning  of  the  war  people  who  would  otherwise  ride 
in  a  comfortable  car  to  work,  now  resort  to  "The  Red  Rider."  As  a 
result,  the  street  cars  are  jammed. 

I  live  not  far  from  the  end  of  the  line  and  I  get  a  seat.  By  the 
time  the  car  has  gone  about  half  a  mile  the  people  are  all  packed  in 
the  car,  the  front  doors  bulging  out. 

A  lot  can  be  said  for  the  T .  T .  C.  and  their  conductors.  A  T.T.C. 
guide  is  at  the  important  stops  in  the  city  selling  car  tickets  and  giv- 
ing information.  Women  are  at  all  the  chief  intersections  helping 
people  on  and  off  the  cars  and  telling  the  passengers  to  "Move  furth- 
er down  the  car,  please."  The  conductor  is  under  a  strain.  People 
jostling,  demanding  a  quarter's  worth  of  tickets  with  a  ten  dollar 
bill  and  making  insulting  remarks — all  this  is  part  of  a  day's  work. 

The  street  cars  are  irregular,  especially  in  the  winter  and  the 
bus  service  isn't  much  better.  Three  or  four  street  cars  come  all  at 
once  and  then  a  pause  for  fifteen  or  twenty  minutes.  I  always  reach 
the  stop  at  the  beginning  of  the  pause. 

War-time  was  a  harrowing  time  for  everyone,  especially  the 
T.T.C.  For  their  splendid  efforts,  I  move  that  a  vote  of  praise  be 
given  them.  ^j^^.^  j^^^^  Kavanagh,  13-B,  S.J.C.S. 
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IMPORTANCE  OF  GOOD  I\L\NNERS 

"Good  manners,  along  with  Latin,  are  dead!"  tlie  pessimist 
cries^ — as  he  pummels  his  way,  bruised  and  beaten,  onto  a  groaning 
street-car.  And  so  it  would  seem!  Sir  Walter  Raleigh,  suddenly 
transported  from  Elizabethan  England  to  Georgian  Canada  would 
doubtless  remember  with  anguished  embarrassment  a  ce-rtain  fam- 
ous mud  puddle  and  the  role  of  gallantry  personified  which  he  en- 
acted there.  But  never  will  the  world  forget  how  the  Queen's  fav- 
ourite swept  his  cloak  over  the  muddy  water  so  that  Elizabeth  might 
cross  without  wetting  her  regal  feet  (size  eight  though  they  might 
be!)  This  little  incident  has  received  universal  acclamation;  it  is  a 
milestone  in  manners — which,  incidentally,  does  not  suggest  that 
every  time  a  youthful  Lothario  spies  a  lady  fair  he  must  tear  up  to 
her  with  overcoat  outspread. 

Of  course,  now  that  we  have  fought  our  way  up  the  mountain 
of  barbarism  to  civilization,  there  is  no  fear  of  a  repetition  of  any 
such  event.  For  good  manners,  like  a  toboggan  shooting  downhill, 
are  on  the  decline,  the  speed  of  the  descent  aggravated  perhaps  by 
the  war.  Therefore,  the  appreciation  of  courtesy  towards  one  anoth- 
er is  doubly  important;  the  situation  has  reached  twin  magnitudes. 
For  without  good  manners,  life  would  become  a  survival  of  the  fittest. 
The  boor  in  our  makeup  would  come  to  the  surface — to  the.  deteri- 
oration of  society,  needless  to  say.  Hurt  feelings  would  be  the  order 
of  the  day  and  age.  Ab  Gardiner  tells  us  (the  faint  itch  of  inspira- 
tion is  scratching  at  my  brain),  courtesy  is  the  small  change  with 
which  we  pay  our  way  in  life  and  keep  the  machine  of  daily  inter- 
course oiled  smoothly. 

How  true — and  logical!  If  society  then  is  to  thrive  and  flourish, 
the  roots  of  society,  good  manners,  must  be  cultivated.  And  so  we 
urge,  not  "back  to  the  soil,"  but  "back  to  manners!" 

Jean  Spicer,  13-B,  S.J.C.S. 


THE  BOUNTY  OF  NATURE 

Everywhere  the  lavishness  of  nature  surrounds  us.  Now  she 
has  waved  her  fairy  wand  and  has  dressed  the  earth  in  magic  splen- 
dour. Gone  is  the  dull  dirt  of  the  city,  gone  the  dreary  atmosphere 
of  November.  In  its  place  is  fairyland  complete  with  beauty  and 
magic.  We  are  amazed  and  dazzled  by  the  pureness  of  the  snow  and 
we  feel  that  this  is  how  heaven  must  look — pure  and  unsullied  by 
human  weaknesses. 

Nature  is  also  kind.  Always  she  give.s  us  something  to  hope 
for.  When  we  have  begun  to  tire  of  winter's  whiteness  she  holds  be- 
fore us  enticingly  a  new  season,  a  season  which  may  bring  fulfilment 
for  our  hopes. 

This  is  spring,  the  poets'  lover.  But  now  instead  of  using  her 
magic  wand  Nature  softly  approaches  each  tree,  bush  and  flower 
and  bids  them  wake.  Winter  is  over  and  life  is  begun  anew.  The 
sky  is  high  and  clear  and  blue.  The  chatter  of  birds  is  heard  in  the 
slowly  budding  trees  and  the  sun  is  smiling  once  more. 

Soon  before  we  know  it  summer's  lazy  days  are  here.  Nature, 
knowing  the  fickleness  of  humanity,  decided  we  could  not  long  be 
satisfied  with  the  food  of  the  gods.     So  here  is  summer.     The  sky 
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with  its  billowy  clouds  seems  very  near.  This  is  the  season  for  rest. 
The  unbearably  heated  city  seems  deserted,  for  who  would  remain 
here  when  Nature  beckons  one  to  the  blue,  crystal  lake. 

But  only  too  soon  summer's  caressing  warmth  has  passed  and 
now  it  is  September.  This  is  the  season  when  Nature's  lavishness  is 
really  displayed.  The  leaves  of  the  trees  are  a  riot  of  colour.  The 
pale  sky,  sometimes  cold  and  unfriendly,  other  times  warm  and  ami- 
able, seems  far  beyond  our  grasp.  Hopes  are  high  and  incentive  for 
work  is  created  by  the  crisp,  cool  air.  Before  we  know  it  the  trees 
are  bare  and  the  earth  has  once  more  returned  to  slumber. 

No  matter  how  often  Nature  presents  her  gifts  to  us  they  seem 
new.  She  has  that  power  of  always  pleasing  and  of  never  being  mo- 
notonous. I  fear  we  do  not  truly  appreciate  this  "lady"  who  displays 
her  treasures  for  our  pleasure. 

Madeline  Wood.  13-B,  S.J.C.S. 


THE  PRODIGALITY  OP  NATURE 

Nature,  no  different  from  other  mothers,  does  not  stint  when 
giving  to  us.  With  a  generous,  at  times  lavish,  hand  she  bestows  her 
blessings. 

And  having  taken  from  us  the  beauties  of  one  season,  she  is 
quick  to  give  us  beauties  in  the  next,  as  a  wise  mother  should.  It  is 
in  the  seasons  that  one  sees  best  her  prodigality. 

Having  run  riot  amidst  the  vibrant  flashing  colour  of  Autumn, 
she  soothes  our  jaded  senses  with  the  peace  that  snow  brings,  and 
the  eternal  enchantment  of  a  snowflake.  Then,  our  taste  and  ap- 
preciation restored  and  at  their  best,  she  gives  us  spring. 

Not  all  at  once.  No,  we  are  not  ready  yet  for  that.  But,  as  Swin- 
burne says,  "blossom  by  blossom  the  spring  begins."  As  we  under- 
stand better,  she  sends  more  and  more  until,  with  a  rush,  it  is  sum- 
mer. And  then,  nature  loses  control  of  herself,  and  splashes  all  the 
colours  in  her  paint  box  on  the  canvas  we  call  late  summer  and  early 
fall.  For  one  day  the  fields  are  a  creamy  gold,  the  leaves  a  rich 
green;  the  next  day  the  fields  are  flaunting  golden-brown  robes  and 
the  trees  are  ablaze  with  colour.  It  is  in  autumn  that  mother  nature 
spoils  us  until,  with  a  start,  she  realizes  we  can  stand  no  more.  One 
more  shade  of  crimson,  one  more  fleck  of  gold,  a  deeper  blue  of  sky 
will  mar  the  effect. 

Then  she  gathers  us  and  the  tired  world  into  her  arms  and 
croons  a  lullaby,  and  settles  us  down  to  the  peaceful  winter  sleep. 

No  wonder  that  the  Greeks,  always  so  sensitive  to  beauty  and 
the  fitness  of  things,  worshipped  Mother  Nature! 

Mary  Janet  Wesson,  12-A,  S.J.C.S. 


THE    BOARDERS'    WEEKEND 

It's  coming,  it's  coming,  it's  three  days  away. 
Sleeping  and  eating  and  lots  of  play 
No  bells,  no  orders,  no  study  at  four. 
Such  davs  of  bliss!     I  wish  there  were  more. 


Bianca  Nieves,  11-A.  S.J.C.S. 
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BRONZE — IT  TURNS 

Within  our  humble  sanctum  there  is  an  object  awed,  yea,  rever- 
enced. It  is  one  of  exquisite  beauty.  It  is  of  bronze  colour  and  is 
well  placed  as  to  be  seen  by  all  entering  and  depan-ting.  This  object 
supplies  us,  particularly  Barb,  with  amusement,  terror,  and  mystery. 
No  person  could  afford  us  such  anticipation  when  the  bell,  for  the 
beginning  of  another  period,  rings  and  the  teacher  has  not  yet  ar- 
rived— ah,  dare  we  hope? 

As  new  members — Germain,  Alfriedo  and  Mary — join  our  small 
room,  they  too  learn  to  respect  our  valued  treasure.  How  our  hearts 
ache  when  Nancy  and  Joan,  leaving  for  their  music  lesson  in  a  frenzy, 
clench  this  helpless  prize  and  twist  it  ruthlessly! 

We  have  something  which  never  deserts  or  fails  us.  At  the  close 
of  each  dav  Sally,  Eileen  and  Mary  Marg,  even  more  so  than  the  rest 
of  us  (could  that  be  the  cause  of  their  detentions?)  are  averse  to 
leaving  the  DOOR-KNOB  of  Grade  12-C. 

Virginia  Varley.  12-C,  S.J.C.S, 


NOSES 


"A  nose  is  a  nveraber  of  the  face  or  head  placed  above  the  mouth; 
sense  of  smell."  A  nose  is  thus  defined  in  the  Oxford  dictionary. 
Whether  we  like  it  or  not,  we  all  have  a  nose,  which  either  adds  to, 
or  takes  away  from  the  beauty  of  our  faces.  There  are  several  types 
of  noses.  There  is  the  ever-present  pug-nose,  usually  accompanied, 
although  not  always,  by  a  round  face;  then  there  is  the  bulbous,  red 
nose,  belonging  quite  frequently  to  a  rosy-hued  face,  and  making  this 
face  appear  to  be  predominantly  nose.  Nor  must  we  forget  the  small, 
daintily  shaped  nose,  which  most  people  envy. 

One  fact  about  noses  fascinates  me — that  is,  how  people  with 
a  long,  thin,  pinched  nose  manage  to  breathe  and  why  they  do  not 
talk  through  their  noses.  It  amazes  me.  Last  but  not  least,  we  have 
the  aquiline  nose  and  the  nose  with  just  a  plain,  ordinary  bump  on 
the  end.  You  can  take  it  or  leave  it,  but  whether  it  makes  you  sad 
or  glad,  you  have  your  nose,  and  will  have  it  for  the  rest  of  your 
natural  life. 

Rose  Creelman,  11-B,  S.J.C.S. 


MUSIC 

Music  is  one  of  the  most  treasured  possessions  we  have.  Every 
nation  has  its  own  particular  folk-songs  and  dances.  Every  country 
has  contributed  something  to  make  music  more  appealing  to  us.  A 
nijusic-loving  people  are  the  happiest  folk  on  this  earth.  The  little 
notes  lure  the  listener  on  to  great  imaginative  journeys.  If  the  com- 
poser is  happy,  he  wants  us  to  rejoice  with  him;  if  he  is  sad,  we 
mourn  with  him  throuph  hi.s  music. 

Music  doesn't  die  with  the  composer.  Sometimes  it  is  only  after 
the  musician's  death  that  the  real  genius  comes  to  light. 

Margaret  Byrne,  11-C,  S.J.C.S. 
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HOMEWORK 

Each  afternoon  I  make  my  way  to  the  study  hall  on  the  very  top 
floor.  To  carry  yourself  up  these  three  flights  of  stairs  is  supposed 
to  be  slenderizing  but  when  you  have  Physics,  Latin,  History,  Mathe- 
inatics,  French  and  English  text  books  plus  notebooks, — well,  I  just 
manage  to  make  my  desk. 

Four  o'clock  comes  along  and  up  those  three  flights  of  stairs  I 
climb  again  to  start  my  homework.  I  close  my  eyes  and  pick  up  a 
book  which  is  always  Latin — worse  luck.  Then  to  give  my  brain  a 
rest,  I  do  Algebra,  but  find  I  am  working  just  as  hard  at  Algebra  as 
I  was  at  Latin.       Five  o'clock  comes  at  last. 

Seven-thirty,  I  again  ascend  those  back-breaking  stairs  and 
start  all  over  again.  Ancient  History  is  usually  my  next  victim.  I 
write  the  notes  and  in  a  "slap-happy"  manner,  study  them.  Next 
comes  French.  Poor  French — it  really  takes  a  beating — especially 
the  verbs,  which  are  often  jumbled  with  Latin.  Last  but  not  least 
by  any  means — Physics,  electrons,  protons,  ions.  They  all  have 
something  to  do  with  electricity  but  I  can't  find  out  just  what.  Nine 
o'clock  finally  comes  and  off  to  bed  I  go  without  a  worry,  until  I  rea- 
lize that  I  haven't  my  Religion  finished.  There  is  one  joy  in  Home- 
work. It  makes  me  glad  to  be  a  Boarder.  For  even  if  I  were  at 
home,  I  should  spend  ray  evenings  not  with  my  family  but  with 
HOMEWORK. 

Patricia  Kelly,  11-B,  S..T.C.S. 


MODERN  ADVERTISING 

Years  ago  when  Advertising  was  in  its  infancy,  the  public  was 
informed  of  the  merits  of  different  products  in  plain,  simple  senten- 
ces in  some  periodical.  Advertising  was  of  a  mild,  unassuming  na- 
ture. Highways  were  not  completely  lined  with  billboards  issuing 
veiled  commands  to  the  pulilic  such  as — "You'll  be  sorry  if  you  don't 
try  Smith's  Jam."  or  ''Buy  Brown's,  it's  the  best."  In  these,  the 
good  old  days,  people  looked  at  the  scenery  and  not  at  a  life-size 
advertising  section. 

Nowadays  at  every  turn,  on  street  cars,  on  the  street,  overhead 
on  huge  electric  signs,  everywhere  the  praises  of  different  products 
are  sung.       A  modern  poet  says — 

"I  think  that  I  shall  never  see 
A  poem  lovely  as  a  tree. 
Indeed  unless  the  billboards  fall, 
I'll  never  see  a  tree  at  all." 
We  tune  in  to  our  favourite  radio  program  and  just  when  we  are 
enjoying    ourselves    thoroughly,    a    commercial     advertiser     breaks 
through  and  we  are  warned  to  use  Rinso  or  something  of  the  like. 
Commercials  form  a  great  part  of  Modern  Advertising. 

Millions  of  dollars  are  spent  annually  to  plague  the  citj'-dweller 
with  pictures  of  pretty  girl?  stating  their  preference  for  'Orange 
Pekoe'  tea.  These  posters  are  designed  with  the  hope  that  they  will 
inspire  a  person  to  purchase  a  box  of  a  certain  tea  or  other  product. 

Yet  advertising  has  opened  up  a  new  field  for  the  enterprising 
artist  of  to-day  and  many  will  benefit  by  it. 

Dorothy  McCarthy,  11-C.  S.J.C.S. 
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MUSIC  ROOM 

The  place  I  love  most  is  the  music  room  at  home.  It  is  small, 
inconspicuous,  yet  everything  in  that  room  makes  me  think  of  music. 
As  I  sit  on  the  piano-bench  and  book  before  me,  I  see  the  picture  of 
a  boat,  its  great  white  sails  filled  with  the  wind  and  its  stately  prow 
cutting  through  the  waves,  so  that  I  can  hear  the  singing  of  the  craft 
as  it  breaks  the  water  and  the  whistling  of  the  wind  as  it  plays  hide- 
and-seek  between  the  sails.  On  the  top  of  the  piano  is  the  violin 
which  only  my  brothers  can  make  sing,  but  when  I  see  it,  I  can  hear 
again  its  soft  melodious  tone  flow  forth.  The  mandolin,  the  pic- 
tures of  famed  composers,  the  stacks  of  music  and,  last  but  not  least, 
the  tall  stately  piano,  all  give  rise  to  a  feeling  of  love  and  tender 
longing  to  reinain  in  this  place  always. 

Margaret  Tipping,  11-C,  S.J.C.S. 


MY  VOCATION 


Ten  years  frojn  now.  where  shall  I  be. 
At  home,  abroad,  or  out  at  sea? 

Shall  I  choose  the  business  life. 

Or  shall  I  live  in  depths  of  strife? 
Shall  I  to  a  hospital  turn 
To  aid  the  sick,  afflicted;  learn 

That  all  is  not  a  life  of  ease 

But  filled  with  suffering  and  disease? 
Or  maybe  God  will  give  His  call; 
Shall  I  be  pleased  to  give  my  all? 

Who  am  I  to  plan  ahead? 
Perhaps  before  long  I'll  be  dead. 

So  now  my  fervent  prayer  will  be 

"O  God,  I  offer  all  to  Thee. 
And  if  my  future  You  have  planned, 
Please  help  me.  take  me  by  Thy  Hand, 

And  lead  me  in  that  path  aright. 

That  by  Thy  Grace,  I'll  see  the  Light." 

Ten  years  from  now.  where  shall  I  be? 
Let  God  give  answer;  Light  is  He. 

Rosemary  Lautsch,  11-C,  S.J.C.S. 


MY  FWOl-RITE  CHARACTER 

I  have  never  seen  her  but  it  seems  as  though  I  know  her.  She 
is  just  another  girl  like  myself  who  was  once  fifteen  and  had  her 
faults.  Her  long  black  hair  which  fell  to  below  her  waist,  as  was 
the  custom  in  those  days,  was  her  real  beauty.  The  big  dark  eyes 
that  shone  above  her  rosy  cheeks  were  kind  and  friendly.  As  a  child 
she  was  strong  and  healthy,  and  as  a  young  girl  she  wore  shining 
armcnir  and  rode  on  a  white  horse.     Her  name  is  Joan  of  Arc. 

Peggy  Dick,  11-D,  S.J.C.S. 
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SANDY 

A  really  conpauiouable  and  indispensable  dog  is  an  accident  of 
nature.  You  can't  get  it  by  breeding  for  it,  and  you  can't  buy  it 
with  money.  They  just  happen  along.  Out  of  a  great  number  and 
variety  of  dogs,  the  noblest,  and  the  most  important  one  was  my  first. 
My  father  gave  it  to  me  on  my  seventh  Christmas  and  of  the  many 
dogs  I  have  owned,  I  have  never  loved  one  as  deeply  as  I  loved  Sandy. 

He  was  an  old-style  collie,  beautifully  marked,  with  a  blunt 
nose,  natural  gentleness  and  intelligence.  When  I  got  him,  he  was 
what  a  seven-year-old  badly  needed.  I've  never  dared  get  another 
collie  for  fear  the  comparison  would  be  too  uncomfortable. 

I  can  still  see  Sandy  in  all  the  moods  and  situations  in  which 
memory  has  filed  him  away,  but  I  think  o-f  him  very  often  as  he  used 
to  be  right  after  breakfast  in  the  kitchen,  listlessly  eating  up  a  dish 
of  oatmeal  rather  than  hurt  my  feelings.  For  six  years  he  met  me  at 
the  same  place  after  school  and  convoyed  me  home — a  service  he 
thought  up  himself.     One  never  forgets  that  sort  of  association. 

Mary  Claire  LaBine,  11-D,  S.J.C.S. 


rHE  FOUR  SEASONS 

WIINTBR  is  filled  with  splendour.  The  countryside  is  covered 
with  magic-like  beauty.  Tall  trees  laden  -with  white  snow  bend  earth- 
ward. The  sky  is  a  soft  gray  blue  and  the  air  is  clear  and  sharp . 
The  silence  is  broken  only  by  an  occasional  cry  of  wild  life. 

SPRING  brings  a  return  of  leaves  to  the  black  desolate  trees, 
green  grass  to  the  muddy  ground  and  a  warm  sun  which  glows  in  a 
bright  blue  sky.  Tinj'  green  shoots  appear  above  the  ground  and 
birds  return  bringing  a  cheerful  gay  song. 

SUMMER  is  gay  and  bright.  The  country  is  covered  with  a  vel- 
vety green  carpet  in  which  small  flowers  nod  their  coloured  heads 
to  a  tender  warm  breeze.  Overhead  spreads  a  soft  blue  sky  set  in 
many  rainbow  colours. 

AUTUMN,  the  season  of  colours,  leaves  of  many  hues  glimmer 
brightly  as  the  wind  tumbles  them  about.  Tlie  flaming  sun  sets 
behind  tall  stately  trees  of  burnished  red  and  gold. 

Margaret  Tipping,  11-D,  S.J.C.S. 


SNOWFLAKES 

Slowly  at  first.  Sparkling  and  helpless 

Then  faster  still.  In  its  plight. 

Little  white  flurries  Heavenly  paratroops 

On  my  window  sill.  Peacefully  light. 

Whirling  and  tumbling.     Nestling  down  on  earthly  sod. 
Trying  to  beat  Bach  pure  flake  reflecting  God. 

Its  nearest  companion        To  weary  man  a  lesson  brings. 
In  downward  feat.  Promise  of  Eternal  Spring. 

Jane  Hatton,  10-B,  S.J.C.S, 
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I  SEE  STARS! 

When  you  hear  the  word  "stars"  what  do  you  think  of? 

If  you  are  a  romanticist,  you  will  think  of  a  black  velvet  sky 
pierced  by  the  light  of  stars,  with  the  moon  casting  an  ethereal  glow 
upon  a  garden  damp  with  dew.  (Bother!  someone  left  the  hose  on 
in  the  cabbage  patch  again.) 

If  you  are  an  intellectual  being  with  an  instinct  for  higher 
things,  you  will  immediately  meditate  upon  the  study  of  astronomy 
or  the  pseudo-science  of  astrology. 

If  you  are  a  movie  fan  you  will  dream  of  your  favourite  movie 
star.  You'll  swoon  at  the  thought  of  Frankie-  walking  alone,  and 
you'll  be  willing  to  die  an  autograph  fiend's  death  for  Van. 

And  lastly  if  you  belong  to  the  Skater's  Club  whose  motto  is 
"Ours  is  not  to  reason  why,  ours  is  but  to  do  or  die."  and  you're  just 
learning  to  drive  your  feet  with  the  speed  of  light  across  gleaming 
masses  of  solidified  H2o  you  will  think  of  the  stars  you  see  when 
your  cranial  cavity  comes  in  violent  contact  with  aforesaid  masses 
of  solidified  H2".      (Please  note,  I  only  made  63  in  Physics.) 

Ah — yes,  there  are  the  stars  of  Hollywood,  those  of  Broadway 
and  the  long  twinkling  line  of  the  Milky  Way.  I  love  them  all — 
but  Heaven  preserve  me  from  the  stars  that  bright  with  crimson 
circles  form  the  staid  countenance  of  my  report  cnrd. 

Aileen  Girardot,  11-B.  S.J.C.S. 


>IARTK.\ 

Dear  Martha  was  a  lovely  child. 

She  lived  down  where  the  weather's  mild. 

She  had  a  fault  of  eating  things 

From  celery  stalks  to  chicken  wings. 

One  day  she  found  a  coloured  pill 
She  took;  it  made  her  very  ill. 
The  next  day  she  v.'as  sick  in  bed 
And  one  week  later  she  was  dead. 

Kathryn  Kavanagh,   10-C,  S..I.C.S 


AN  EXCITING  MYSTERY 

One  evening  when  the  family  were  sitting  on  the  porch  watch- 
ing three  kittens  play,  one  of  them  sighting  a  dog  ran  up  a  tree  and 
hopped  to  a  nearby  roof.  It  became  frightened,  jumped  to  the 
eaves-trough  and  fell  out  of  sight. 

For  two  nights  we  heard  scratches  and  cries.  We  called  in  the 
neighbours,  they  listened  but  could  not  interpret  them.  Next  morn- 
ing a  neighbour  asked  us  for  a  ladder,  a  bit  of  meat  and  a  basket. 

Going  outside  he  climbed  the  ladder  to  a  pigeon  hole,  put  the 
meat  into  the  basket  and  lowered  it  on  a  rope.  The  kitten,  scenting 
the  meat,  crawled  into  the  basket,  and  Mr.  .lon'^s  the  neighbour  pull- 
ing the  basket  up,  rescued  our  kitten. 

Kathleen  Doran.  10-B,  S..T.C.S. 
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PLAY 

The  King's  Favourite  Pag(> — Raftis  walking  in  garden  of  pal- 
ace.      Death  appears  from  the  bush. 

DEATH:    (throwing  up  hands)    Raftis! 

RAFTIS  (in  hoarse  whisper):  Death,  lay  not  your  hands  upon 
me.  (then  screaming)  My  King,  my  King,  help!  No.  (fleeing  to 
palace). 

Scene  before  the  king. 

RAFTIS:  (kneeling)  My  King!  Let  me  have  your  fastest  horse 
to  flee  into  Babylon.  I  have  just  met  Death  in  your  garden  and  he 
threw  up  his  arms  to  take  me  into  his  realm. 

KING:  My  good  page,  go  to  the  stables  and  take  what  you  will. 
Death  shall  not  take  you  for  I  would  be  lost  without  your  company. 
You  have  served  me  well,  but  now  flee. 

RAFTIS:  Thank  you,  my  lord.      (Then  he  leaves.) 

Scene — King  in  garden. 

KING:  Death,  come  out  of  your  shadow. 

(Death  emerges) 

KING:  What  mean  you  by  trying  to  take  my  most  loved  Page 
when  he  has  not  yet  lived  a  complete  life?  You  have  frightened  him 
out  of  my  household. 

DEATH:  But,  my  lord,  I  did  not  throw  out  my  arms  to  take 
your  Page;  I  was  only  surprised  to  see  him  here,  but  I  have  a  rende- 
zvous with  him  in  Babylon  to-night. 

Katherine  LeBarr,  10-C,  S..J.C.S. 


COUKTKSY 


One  thing  needed  all  through  life. 
Which  won't  lead  people  into  strife. 
That  isn't  just  a  fantasy, 
Is  a  little  bit  of  courtesy. 

Betty  Caviasca.  10-B,  S.J.C.S. 


MAKING  A  RIXK 

You  may  think  that  making  a  rink  is  easy.  I  did  until  I  helped 
my  father  make  one. 

On  a  cold  night  just  after  dinner  my  sister  asked  if  we  might 
have  a  rink  in  the  yard.  Daddy  said  "Yes,"  so,  we  bundled  up  warm- 
ly and  went  outside.  I  thought  all  we  would  have  to  do  would  be  to 
pat  the  snow  down  and  flood  it.  But  it  turned  out  to  be  a  mighty 
hard  job.  We  stamped  and  we  patted  and  we  stamped  some  m(ore, 
but  it  was  still  not  ready. 

After  we  had  built  a  little  edge  around  it  and  packed  it  firmly 
it  was  ready  to  be  flooded.  By  this  time  we  were  cold,  so  Daddy 
sent  us  into  the  house  while  he  flooded  it.  The  next  morning  our 
rink  was  as  smooth  as  glass  except  for  one  bump.  Daddy  said  we 
might  skate  on  it  for  a  while  but  it  would  have  to  be  flooded  again 
that  night.     So  all  our  work  wasn't  wasted  after  all. 

Jacqueline  Cain,  10-B.  S  .  .1 .  C  .  S  . 
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COURTESY 

The  day  was  cold,  there  was  ice  and  sleet, 

The  girl  could  not  stay  upon  her  feet. 

He  bounded  forth  and  helped  her  rise, 

She  gasped,  then  smiled,  then  blinked  her  eyes. 

"I  thank  you,  sir,"  she  stuttered  out, 
He  said,  "It's  hard  to  walk  about, 
The  ice  is  hard  it's  plain  to  see. 
And  'tAvas  only  a  little  courtesy." 

She  still  remembers  her  trick  so  neat, 
When  he  thought  she  had  lost  control  of  her  feet, 
But  now   they're   married   and    between    you    and    me, 
He  made  the  catch  with  his  courtesy. 

Mary  Ga-ieve,  10-B,  S.J.C.S, 


COURTESY 


A  person  who  is  courteous. 

Is  good  and  kind  and  sweet. 
And  never  is  injurious 

To  people  that  she  meets. 

Helping  an  aged  gentleman 

Across  an  icy  street. 
Standing  up  to  give  a  lady 

On  a  crowded  car,  a  seat. 

Being  .sweet  and  helpful 

To  that  lady  called  your  Mather, 
For  you  know  she  couldn't  be 

Replaced  by  any  other. 

Patricia  Henry,  10-B,  S.J.C.S, 


ICING  BROAVNEl) 


She  lived  next  to  a  friend  of  mine, 
This  little  girl  named  Clementine, 
And  from  her  friends  she  got  the  name 
Of  eating  lunch  before  noon  came. 

One  day  as  she  wai&  cramming  down 
A  pie«e  of  cake  with  icing  brown, 
A  pupil  who  was  sitting  near 
Whispered  some  words  into  her  ear. 

Poor  Clementine  was  so  surprised. 

She  coughed  and  choked  and  closed  her  eyes. 

She  ended  up  under  the  ground 

For  eating  cake  Avith  icing  brown'd. 

Patricia  Kearns,   10-C,  S.J.C.S, 
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FIXGEK-XAII.  JOAX 

Now  Joaii  was  a  sirl  without  control, 
She  looked  at  the  nails  of  every  soul. 

She  looked  at  her  own  once  in  a  while 

And  found  it  rather  hard  to  smile. 
For  hers  were  such  a  great  disgrace 
A.S  jagged  as  a  piece  of  lace. 

She'd  chew  and  chew  at  them  all  day, 
Then  finally  I  heard  her  say: 

"My  nails  will  never  grow  again 

Because  I've  chewed  the  whole  ten." 
Now  Finger-Nail  Joan  had  never  again 
A  nail  on  her  hand,  not  one  out  of  ten. 

Sheila  O.xley,  10-D,  S.J.C.S, 


THE  TITLE 


The  final  day  approaches.  Surely  this  year  1  would  be  the  best- 
dressed  woman  in  the  Easter  Parade. 

Descending  to  the  street  in  shoes  much  too  small  for  me,  but 
the  latest  fashion,  I  affected  a  casual  stride.  Dangling  my  butterfly 
purse  with  orange  and  green  butterflies  on  it,  I  let  one  yellow  kid 
glove  (the  other  I  was  wearing)  gracefully  balance  on  the  deep  folds 
of  the  purse.  I  had  my  hair  pinned  back  so  that  m|y  blue-green  ear- 
rings would  catch  the  light.     If  I  do  say  so  myself  I  was  a  success. 

I  held  my  breath  and  crossed  my  fingers  as  various  titles  were 
given  out.  At  last  they  noticed  me.  Their  faces  expressed  surprise 
and  wonder,  and  then  they  were  handing  the  -crown.  I  replaced  my 
flowered  hat  of  red  roses  among  which  rested  purple  bird  and  nest, 
with  the  long  sought  crown.  Lights  flashed;  I  smiled  and  bowed, 
graciously  turning  so  (hey  could  get  the  best  view  of  me  for  the  pap- 
ers (Would  the  party  lino  hum  to-m\orrow!)  I  was  the  best  dressed 
woman  of  the  year.  I  could  hardly  wait  to  read  it  in  print.  I  re- 
ceived the  document  announcing  my  title  and  there  in  black  and 
white  I  read  "Miss  Colour  Blind  of  1946!"  The  earth  reeled  and  I 
reeled  over  with  it. 

Jean  Hanson,  9-B,  S.J.C.S. 


COURTESY  IN  THE  CLASSROOM 

"Oops,"  she  said,  as  she  hurried  by, 
Bumping  into  me  without  batting  an  eye. 
No  "excuse  me,  please,"  from  this  little  lass. 
She  was  lacking  in  marks  in  our  courtesy  class. 

But  then  there's  the  girl  who  is  always  polite, 
"Excuse  me,"  is  her  word  as  she  goe®  in  her  flight. 
If  you're  shoved  a  little,  you  don't  miind  at  all. 
So  let's  be  courteous  in  the  classroom  and  hall. 

Joan  Gardiner,  9-B,  S.J.C.S, 
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GETTING  HOMEWORK  DONE 

Getting  homework  done  is  a  problem.     Here  is  how  it  goes. 

In  the  middle  of  Algebra  big  sister  turned  on  a  jazz  band.  I  en- 
joyed this,  but  finally  I  had  to  go  into  another  room.  This  did  not 
help  for  my  brother  was  playing  in  the  basement  with  his  chemistry 
and  there  were  pops  and  explosions  and  the  smell  of  "oxides"  com- 
ing up  continuously.  Finally  he  yelled  up  that  he  had  discovered 
something  and  my  brother  John  in  hurrying  to  get  down  stairs 
upset  my  ink-bottle. 

Well:  in  the  middle  of  Geography  my  friend  called  up  and  ask- 
ed me  if  I  could  go  to  the  theatre  that  night  for  Van  Johnson  was 
mjaking  a  one-night  personal  appearance.  "Oh,  dear!  I  can't  go  for 
I'm  studying  for  an  exam."       It  is  a  terrible  sacrifice  to  say  no. 

History  was  interrupted  by  my  little  brother  asking  me  to  fix  his 
car  for  the  wheels  had  come  off.  That  was  the  last  interruption. 
After  I  had  finished  Mother  said,  "Why  Lorraine,  that's  the  first 
time  you've  finished  your  homework  on  Friday." 

Friday?  Oh!  it  almost  floored  me.  I  had  missed  Van  Johnson, 
suffered  trying  to  get  my  homework  done — and  all  for  nothing. 

Oh  well!  One  good  thing  about  it  was  that  I  did  not  have  to 
worry  about  getting  homework  done  over  the  week-end. 

Lorraine  Fecteau,  9-B,  S  .  J  .  C  .  S  . 


A\  EXCITING  EXPERIEXn: 

The  sleigiis,  two  of  them,  were  at  the  door.  They  were  drawn 
by  horses  that  looked  as  though  they  knew  what  a  treat  this  was  to 
be.  My  first  real  sleigh  ride!  Twenty  girls,  we  had  decided  to 
meet  at  the  church,  and  everyone  was  there  ahead  of  time.  Running 
down  the  steps  we  tumbled  in  to  the  sleighs  as  fast  as  we  could. 
Some  of  the  girls  brought  bells  along  which  they  tied  to  the  sleigh  to 
make  the  party  merrier.  After  awhile  it  began  to-  snow,  but  this 
added  to  our  fun.  Jumiping  off  the  back  of  the  sleigh,  as  it  was  going 
very  slowly,  we  ran  behind,  laughing  and  knocking  each  other  down 
playfully;  enjoying  ourselves  greatly.  But  all  good  things^  have  to 
end. 

Later  in  bed  with  the  warm  covers  around  me  I  relived  this  ex- 
perience, I  could  truly  say  to  myself,  "This  sleigh  ride  was  worth 
waiting  for!" 

Mildred  Hutter,  9-B,  S.J.  C.S. 


THE  CO>nNG  OF  THE  SNOW 

One  morning  I  awoke  to  find  the  whole  earth  covered  with  a 
beautiful  blanket  of  glittering  whiteness.  Everything  was  illumin- 
ated in  gLorious  beauty.  Icicles  hung  from  limbs  of  trees  and  eaves- 
troughs  of  house-s.  Through  the  air  came  specks  of  white  fluff  mak- 
ing a  silent  hush  over  the  whole  earth.  The  beauty  and  the  silence 
of  the  falling  snow  made  me  think  of  the  graces  that  God  lets  fall 
into  souls  of  men  who  do  good. 

Marie  Doyle,   0-B.  S.J.  C.S. 
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"WHAT  A  LIFE  I'VE  HAD!" 

First  of  all  I  was  dug  out  of  the  ground  and  inspected.  I  am 
called  "bluestone"  or  "copper-sulphate."  I  was  then  taken  to  a  class- 
room. I  was  stared  at  by  a  lot  of  little  girls  and  a  strange  teacher. 
I  was  frightened  but  I  did  not  show  it.  The  teacher  placed  me  in  a 
lest  tube.  I  couldn't  think  what  was  going  to  happen  to  me  then 
and  it  was  a  good  thing  I  couldn't.  In  the  test-tube  I  was  placed  over 
a  flame  and  held  there  until  all  the  water  was  out  of  me.  It  was  a 
painful  ordeal  but  I  came  out  of  it  all  right. 

My  colour  was  changed  from  blue  .stone  to  a  grey  powder  and 
my  name  strangely  enough  was  changed  to  "anhydrous  copper-sulph- 
ate" as  all  my  water  was  gone. 

Then  I  was  placed  on  a  piece  of  paper.  The  girls  came  up  and 
each  of  them  received  some  water  off  a  test  tube  on  their  finger. 
They  then  pres-^^ed  down  hard  on  me  so  I  burned  them„  Another 
reason  for  me  burning  them  was  that  the  water  came  back  to  me 
bringing  heat.  After  this  I  was  placed  in  a  dish  and  thrown  away. 
That  is  my  life  so  far  and  it  has  been  an  interesting  one,  hasn't  it? 

Joan  Gardiner,  9-B,  S.  J.C.S. 


THJb]  I>ISAPPE-4J?IXG  OF  WINTER 

Earth's  white  covering  is  gradually  being  taken  from  our  sight, 
leaving  only  its  memories.  The  roads  are  covered  with  flowing 
streams,  ending  their  journey  as  a  small  waterfall  flowing  swiftly 
down  the  sewer.  Children's  proudly  made  STiowmen  are  shrinking 
until  there  only  remains  a  puddle,  which  is  soon  dried  up  by  the 
strong  rays  of  the  sun.  I  have  watched  many  winters  disappear  into 
spring.  Sorruetimes  when  the  sun  is  giving  an  extra  helping  hand  It 
makes  the  snow  crystals  look  like  millions  of  sparkling  diamonds 
strewn  all  over  the  ground. 

It  is  fun  to  watch  nature  free  us  from  the  piercing  winter  and 
bring  us  into  the  warmth  of  spring. 

Hilda  Degenmeter,  9-B,  S. J.C.S. 


ON  THE  SKI  TRAIL 

The  long  awaited  day  of  the  final  races  had  arrived.  Excite- 
7nent  buzzed  in  every  corner  of  the  Club  House;  everyone  was  busy 
with  last  minute  preparations. 

The  ski-tows  came  along  and  one  by  one  they  ascended  the  hill. 
"When  everyone  was  assembled,  the  eight  contestants  stood  tensely 
waiting  for  the  whistle.  Another  second  and  away  they  went  down 
the  trail.  At  the  first  sharp  turn  three  of  the  skiers  had  spills  leav- 
ing only  five  more  for  the  final  stretch.  One  after  another  fell  until 
only  two  were  left.  The  crowd  was  tense  with  excitement  awaiting 
the  final  winner.  It  was  going  to  be  very  close;  there  was  only  a 
quarter  mile  to  go. 

It  would  only  be  a  minute  now  until  one  of  them  won — ■ — 

"Mary,  get  up,  you're  going  to  be  late  for  school!" 

Mary  MaoCallum,  9-C,  S. J.C.S. 
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HOMEWORK 

The  loathing  for  homework  begins  in  the  street-car  where  one 
stands  clutching  books  while  being  pushed  on  all  sides. 

Reaching  home  I  refuse  an  invitation  out,  for  "I  must  do  my 
homework."  Arranging  the  books,  a  sweet  appetizing  odour  floats 
from  the  kitchen,  so  I  decide  to  help  mother  ice  the  cake — and  eat 
some  loo.  I  wander  back  to  my  homework,  but  cannot  settle  to 
study  until  a  vivid  picture  of  "to-morrow  morning"  makes  me  decide 

the  homework  must  be  done  or  else ■ — 

Jean  Hanson,  9-B,  S.J.C.S. 


OUR  CLASS 


Have  you  ever  seen  9-B? 
A  perfect  classroom  you  will  see. 
Their  friendly  spirit  will  be  shown. 
And  hostile  hearts  are  never  known. 
Where  all  are  happy  and  at  ease, 
And  ca.refree  as  a  spring-time  breeze. 
Days  and  years  will  soon  be  gone 
But  9-B's  spirit  will  live  on. 

Lorraine  Dietrich,  9-B,  S.J.C.S. 


GOD  LOVKS  THE  JOYFUL  GIVER 

Do  you  lend  a  helping  hand  with  a  smile? 
Or  is  your  motto  'Til  be  back  in  a  while." 
Do  you  do  your  best  for  God  each  day, 
Completing  every  task  that  comes  your  way? 
Christ's  soul  wa?  happy — 
Are  you  a  cheerful  liver? 
Our  perfect  Model  loves 
"The  Joyful  Giver." 

Lorraine  Dietrich,  9-B,  S.J.C.S. 


CARDINAL  McGUIGAN 

The  announcement  of  the  elevation  of  His  Eminence  James 
Charles  C'ardinal  McGuigan  to  the  Sacred  College  is  a  wonderful 
Christmas  present  from  the  Holy  Father  to  the  Dominion  of  Canada 
and  especially  to  the  English-speaking  in  this  country. 

It  will  be  universally  agreed  that  the  Holy  Father's  choice  of  an 
English-speaking  Canadian  Cardinal  falls  most  fittingly  upon  the 
head  of  the  great  Archdiocese  of  Toronto.  Cardinal  McGuigan  is  a 
native  of  Eastern  Canada,  where  he  was  ordained  a  priest.  Last  but 
not  least  he  has  the  personal  qualities,  character  and  talent  which  fit 
him  for  the  exalted  office.  Canadian  Catholics  honoured  by  having 
another  of  their  representatives  among  the  Princes  of  the  Church 
will  respond  to  Cardinal  McGuigan's  earnest  plea  for  prayers  that 
God  may  help  him  to  carry  on  the  Divine  Master's  work. 

Joan  McBride,  9-D,  S.J.C.S. 
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LAST  SUMMER'S  VACATION 

Last  summer  Mother  and  Dad  took  us  to  Menoke  Beach  on  Lake 
Couchiching.  It  was  a  beautiful  spot  about  a  mile  and  a  half  from 
the  Orillia-Huntsville  highway.  We  travelled  by  train  to  Orillia  and 
engaged  a  taxi  to  drive  us  to  the  beach.  The  cottage  which  Dad  had 
rented  turned  out  to  be  a  pretty  and  comfortable  place  for  our  three 
weeks'  holidays.  The  lawn  was  well  cared  for  and  th'ere  were  shade 
trees  as  well  as  evergreens. 

That  first  afternoon  we  unpacked  our  clothing,  had  a  swim, 
then  a  light  tea  and  the  whole  family,  Mother  and  Dad,  my  younger 
sisters  and  my  chum  Mary,  retired  early. 

The  next  morning  after  the  work  was  done,  Mary  and  I  went 
exploring  and  found  a  farmhouuse  close  to  the  cottage.  We  were 
thrilled  at  this  for  we  had  never  had  any  experience  on  or  near  a 
farm.  After  examining  the  barn  we  met  the  owner  of  the  farm  Mr. 
Thompson,  and  he  told  us  to  do  whatever  we  pleased. 

Every  day  we  went  over  to  the  farnn,  pitched  hay,  fed  the  pigs 
and  took  the  cow^,  calves  and  horses  down  to  the  lake  so  they  could 
have  a  drink.     We  did  not  milk  the  cows. 

Never  will  I  forget  the  enjoyable  time  last  summer. 

Joan  Rogers.  9-E.  S.J.C.S. 


A  JOYFUL  GIVER 

God  loves  a  joyful  giver. 

The  wise  men  seemed  to  know. 
They  gave  their  richest  offerings 

So  He  set  their  hearts  aglow. 


Marie  Doyle.  9-B,  S.J.C.S. 


MY  MORMNG  STRUGGLE 

Seeing  the  street-car  coming  in  sight 
I  dash  to  the  stop  with  all  my  might. 

Making  my  way  down  the  crowded  car 
My  face  is  pushed  in  an  old  man's  cigar. 
Now  this  isn't  all  of  this  treacherous  trip 
For  soon  someone's  foot  will  make  me  slip. 
Knowing  that  the  very  next  stop  is  mine 
I  squirm  and  I  finally  fall  in  line. 


Emelie  Grof,  9-B,  S.J.C.S, 


SKATING  PARTY 

9-B  had  a  skating  party  January  31.  The  cold  weather  and  hard 
ice  were  ideal.  Beginners,  experienced  skaters  and  snowball  fighters 
had  fun.  Hilda  Degenmeier  took  snaps.  After  skating  refresh- 
ments were  served  in  the  cafeteria.  Basketball  amd  music  ended 
the  party  at  6  p.m. 

Joan  Gardiner,  9-B,  S.J.C.S. 
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JOSEPH 

Have  you  noticed  the  picture  on  the  Art  Calendar  for  January? 
It  represents  a  lovely  setting  of  the  "Holy  Family."  In  this  scene 
John  the  Baptist  presents  Jesus  with  flowers  as  a  token  of  his  love. 
The  child  Jesus  is  on  His  mother's  knee  and  the  quiet  figure  of 
Joseph  looks  on. 

Have  you  noticed  that  Joseph  is  always  "looking  on?"  He  sel- 
dom comes  right  into  the  picture.  In  the  story  oif  the  birth  of  Christ, 
little  or  nothing  is  said  about  Joseph.  Even  the  shepherds  receive 
more  tribute  than  this  kind,  gentle  person. 

At  the  "Presentation  of  Our  Lord  in  the  Temple,"  when  Mary 
heard  the  prophecy  of  Simeon  there  is  little  said  of  Joseph.  Yet 
we  know  that  he  must  have  comforted  Mary  in  her  moment  of 
sorrow. 

Why  is  it  when  there  is  so  little  said  or  known  of  St.  Joseph  that 
we  admire  and  respect  him  so  much?  Is  it  because  he  is  the  patron 
saint  of  a  happy  death,  of  obedience  and  of  workers?  Or  is  it  be- 
cause he  represents  the  "Perfect  Father?" 

Shirley  Nash,  9-D,  S.J.C.S. 


TORONTO  \VELCO>rES  GENERAL  EISENHOWER 

Saturday  dawned  bright  and  warm  for  a  January  in  Canada 
and  excitement  throbbed  among  the  hearts  of  Torontonians  young 
and  old.     General  Eisenhower  was  to  visit  our  fair  city. 

Milling  throngs  of  people  formed  a  guard  of  honour  from  the 
Union  Station  to  the-  City  Hall  and  from  there  to  the  University  of 
Toronto  where  the  title  Doctor  of  Law  was  bestowed  upon  him. 

General  Eisenhower,  one  of  the  greatest  minds  of  our  time, 
voiced  great  approval  of  our  Navy,  Army  and  Air  Forces.  He  thank- 
ed the  people  of  Toronto,  and  af  Canada,  for  their  part  in  the  war  on 
the  home  front,  and  for  the  great  ovation  which  had  made  him  so 
happy.  He  returned  to  the  United  States  leaving  behind  happy,  l)ut 
sore-throated  Torontonians. 

Monica  Madden.  9-D,  S.J.C.S. 


PHARMACY  AS  A  CAREER 

The  practice  of  pharmacy  m  its  loftiest  sense  is  highly  scientific 
and  requires  much  study.  The  opportunities  for  women  are  increas- 
ing, as  they  find  a  natural  place  in  hospitals,  medical  clinics  and  in 
larger  dispensaries.  Requirements  are  two  years'  apprenticeship  and 
three  years'  university.  Educational  requirements  are:  A  candidate 
for  admission  to  the  Course  of  Pharmacy  must,  before  the  term  of 
apprenticeship  begins,  present  to  the  Registrar,  the  Ontario  Secon- 
dary School  Graduation  Diploma  and  the  Ontario  Grade  XIII  Certifi- 
cate showing  she  has  completed  satisfactorily  and  obtained  suitable 
standing  in  the  required  subjects. 

Through  lots  of  hard  study  and  concentration  a  pharamacist  is 
a  great  help  to  her  fellow  men. 

Isa1)el  PlunkPtf.  9-n,  S.J.C.S. 
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ST.  PATRICK 

To  St.  Patrick  is  due  almost  all  the  credit  for  the  conversion  of 
Ireland.  According  to  tradition  he  was  born  in  Brittany.  At  an  ear- 
ly age  he  was  captured  and  held  as  a  slave  for  many  years  in  Ireland, 
when  he  escaped  to  Rome  where  Pope  Celestine  ordained  him  and 
i^ent  him  to  Ireland.  So  zealous  were  he  and  his  followers  that  with- 
in two  centuries  Christianity  was  well  established  in  the  country. 
With  this  accomplished  they  sent  missionaries  to  Europe.  This  was 
the  work  of  St.  Patrick  and  his  successors. 

Elizabeth  Squires.  9-E,  S  .  J  .  C  .  S. 


MY  CLASS 


Three  long  flights  you  climb  and  climb 
Till  out  of  breath  you'll  be, 
But  at  the  top.  a  glorious  goal — ■ 
Our  wonderful  9-B. 

I  love  them  all. 

This  friendly  crew; 

When  I  must  leave,  how  I  shall  miss 

This  wonderful  9-B! 

Rita  Donovan,  9-B,  S.J.C.S. 


8  A.M. 

At  eight  in  the  morning  my  fighting  begins, 
I  trample  through  snow  right  up  to  the  shins, 
I  wait  at  the  car-stop  for  nearly  an  hour 
While  street  cars  whiz  by  and  leave  me  to  sour. 

When  finally  one  stops  and  I  bravely  squeeze  in, 
The  air  is  so  stuffy  my  head  starts  to  spin; 
I  stand  there  exhausted,  not  able  to  move. 
Then  at  last  I  reach  school  in  a  horrible  mood. 

Marie  Doyle,  9-B,  S.J.C.S. 


OLD  TIIMER 


There  he  stands,  melting  in  the  afternoon  sun.  He  has  lived 
but  a  few  hours,  but  that  was  his  lifetime.  In  that  time  he  was  Mr. 
Snatch  down  the  street,  Hitler,  Mussolini  and  finally  a  target  for 
the  boys.  "Old  Timjer"  has  come  every  year  now,  ever  since  grandpa 
can  remember.  Maybe  he's  not  the  same  every  year  but  he  is  the  most 
loved  thing  in  the  winter.  Yes,  "Mr.  Snowman"  really  is  an  "old 
timer." 

He  is  so  practical  that  even  the  adults  look  for  "him"  after  the 
first  snow  storm.  Even  the  adults  like  to  get  out  and  build  a  snow- 
man .?o  that  just  shows  that  he's  an  old.  old  timer. 

••    .     ■  Alice  Wood.  9-E,  S.J.C.S. 
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A  SPRING  MORNING 

What  a  glorious  feeling  to  awake  to  the  freshness  of  a  spring 
morning,  to  feel  the  warm  breeze  which  softly  blows  the  flowers  In 
the  early  morning  sunlight!  The  soft  green  gi-ass  beneath  the  clear, 
blue  sky  provides  the  background  for  the  mauve,  deep  purple  and 
white  lilacs,  the  deep  blue  violets  and  rich  yellow  daffodils,  while 
the  budding  trees,  the  cheerful  songs  of  the  returning  birds  can  be 
heard.  Truly,  is  not  a  spring  morning,  the  dawn  of  a  spring  day  with 
its  priceless  beauty  glorious! 

Sally  Smith,  9-E,  S.J.C.S. 


THE  MORNING  FIGHT 

Tho  street-car  was  packed  right  up  to  the  brim, 
But  somehow  I  manage  to  squeeze  myself  in, 
Soon,  my  back  will  be  poked  with  a  cane. 
While  Julius  Caesar  is  racking  my  brain. 

I  finally  reach  the  door  with  success. 
But,  oh!  my  poor  face,  what  a  mess,  what  a  mess! 
With  my  hair  tangled  up  and  my  back  all  sore, 
I  manage  to  struggle  out  the  sliding  door. 

Hilda  Degenmeier,  9-B,  S.J.C.S 


SUNSET  IN  RUPERT 

Have  you  ever  seen  the  sunsets  in  Prince  Rupert? 

Have  you  ever  watched  the  blue  turn  into  gold? 
As  the  sun  sinks  down  behind  old  Metlakatla 

There's  a  beauty  there  that  scarcely  can  be  told. 

Above  the  deep  dark  purple  of  the  isla.iids 

The  sky  with  red  and  orange  is  aglow; 
Between  the  isles  the  golden  water  sparkles; 

Clouds  are  shapeless  masses  of  rosy-tinted  snow. 

Jean  Derry,  St.  Joseph's,  Prince  Rupert,  B.C. 


TEST  WEEK — ^WEAK! 

Nobody  but  a  pupil — well,  maybe  the  teachers  too — ,  can  have 
any  idea  of  the  work  and  the  worry  and  everything  else  that  makes 
up  that  last  week  of  school:  "Test  Week!" 

It  is  the  suddenness  with  w^hich  the  event  affronts  you.  You 
glance  at  the  calendar,  and  there  staring  at  you:  JUNE.  "Well, 
what  is  the  ma-tter  with  June,"  you  ask.  Nothing  with  the  last  two 
weeks,  but  it  is  that  middle  one:  "Test  Week!" 

One  must  do  a  little  philosophizing  and  get  down  to  hard  men- 
tal work  immediately.  There  is  one  consolation:  the  two  glorious 
months  to  get  over  the  strain  of  Test  Week. 

Pierre  Girard.  Grade  10, 
St.  Patrick's,  Vancouver,  B.C. 
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1970 

Magnificent  boulevards;  streets  of  twelve  lanes  of  traffic;  pilot- 
less  motor  rockets;  blocks  of  immense  buildings,  each  one  compar- 
able to  the  Empire  State  Building;  network  upon  network  ol  sub- 
ways.    This  is  Vancouver  1970! 

Who  at  the  turn  of  the  century  would  have  imagined  the  de- 
velopments of  the  present  day:  rocket  mail  which  carries  mail  across 
oceans,  continents,  to  the  city  in  which  you  live  and  delivers  it  to 
your  home  in  a  couple  of  hours!  What  of  rocket-radio-telephone- 
television  set  which  acts  as  a  radio,  telephone  and  television  com- 
bined? Take  the  "complete  farmer"  which  plants,  cultivates  and 
reatps  the  crops.  We  also  have  the  perfect  helicopter,  a  common 
means  of  transportation.  Who  can  say  to  what  lengths  ultra-mod- 
ern inventions  will  reach? 

Raphael  Penland,  Grade  12, 
St.  Patrick's,  Vancouver,  B.C. 


>IY  WONDERFUL  JOURNEY 

Last  night  I  went  to  Fairyland, 

I  stayed  out  ever  so  late, 
I  went  to  the  Fairies'  palace 

And  waited  by  the  gate. 
There  were  crowds  of  little  Elfin  folk 

All  scrubbed  up  nice  and  clean 
For  they  were  having  a  festival 

In  honour  of  their  Queen. 

And  now  when  people  tell  me 

Of  wonderful  things  they've  seen. 
And  try  to  make  me  curious 

About  the  places  they  have  been, 
They  never  make  me  wonder 

And  I  never  have  to  dream — 
For  I've  been  to  Fairyland, 

And  I've  seen  a  Fairy  Queen! 


Thelma  Reynolds,  Grade  II, 
St.  Patrick's,  Vancouver,  B.C. 


MODERN  FAIRY  TALES 

A  Snow-man's  Resolution 

Once  upon  a  time  some  little  children  built  a  big  snow-man. 
This  snow-man  had  a  happy  winter,  but  when  spring  came  he  made 
a  resolution  that  one  part  of  him  would  never  melt  away.  He  thought 
and  thought  until  he  got  an  idea.  When  Spring  came  around  the 
snow-man  melted  but  his  smile  remained.  You  see  it  was  a  wood*- 
en  smile.  Ever  since  that  day  the  fairies  have  kept  that  wooden  smile 
and  use  it  for  their  own  snow-man. 

Barbara  Robinson,  Grade  8, 
St.  Patrick's,  Vancouver,  B.C. 
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VANCX)U\  ER'S  TRAIM  STRIKE 

Vancouver  walks!  Oh,  the  disheartened  footsloggers!  I  am  one 
who  can  boast  of  possessing  transport  accommodation. 

I  must  have  given  my  poor  old  bicycle  a  shock  when  I  returned 
it  to  a-ctive  duty  after  long  retirement.  The  tires  were  empty  and 
regardless  oif  my  Herculean  attempts  at  filling  them,  they  remained 
a,  perfect  vacuum.  A  whole  day  I  spent  discovering  leaks  and  patch- 
ing them.  Next  morning  I  mounted  my  ancient  chariot,  sallied  forth 
to  school  and  was  doing  splendidly  until  I  came  to  a  steep  hill.  When 
I  applied  pressure  to  the  pedals  they  fell  off.  I  pushed  my  bicycle 
home,  began  repairs  all  over  again,  and  by  sundown  my  treasure 
was  in  one  piece. 

Next  morning  I  again  set  out  for  school.  Proudly  I  considered 
this  my  moment  of  triumph!  Entering  the  cla^s  I  was  greeted  cord- 
ially by  the  teacher  who  failed  not  to  demand  a  note  stating  my  rea- 
son for  having  been  absent  the  previous  day. 

Earl  Edgerton,  Grade  II, 
St.  Pa;trick's,  Vancouver,  B.C. 


CX)URTEISY 


Courtesy  is  a  strong  factor  in  judging  the  character  and  inte- 
grity of  a  person,  and  often  determines  amd  secures  a  desirable  posi- 
tion in  life.  Courtesy  is  learned  through  obsierving  and  constant 
practice.  In  China,  courtesy  is  practised  to  a  greater  extent  than  in 
America,  probably  due  to  the  trend  of  speed  on  our  side  of  the  world. 

No  one  would  find  it  difficult  to  be  courteous  if  he  bears  in 
mind  the  Christian  motto:  "Do  unto  others  as  you  would  have  them 
do  unto  you." 

Earl  Edgprton,  Grade  II, 
St.  Patrick's,  Vancouver,  B.C. 


EXTRACT  FROM  PRIZE  ESS.\Y 

I  would  gladly  become  a  teacher  because  I  would  be  a  leader  of 
youth,  not  a  "school-ma'am"  with  all  the  severity  the  word  implies, 
but  a  friendly  willing  guide  and  a  desirable  counsellor.  For  a  teach- 
er is  a  leader  whose  main  objective  is  to  conduct  her  pupils  to  truth 
by  a  path  of  joy,  interest,  sympathy,  self-activity,  warmed  with  the 
radiant  sunshine  of  God's  grace.  For  this  and  other  reasons,  a 
teacher's  happiness  outweighs  her  troubles.  Herein  lies  my  ambition, 
and  ambition  conquers,  come  what  may! 

Patsy  Healey,  Holy  Rosary  School. 
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•THE    (X)MPLETE    SER\^CE' 
All  Work  Guaranteed 


126  .St.  Helen's  .Avenue 
TORONTO   4  MElrose   7220 


Newman  Club 

The  Spiritual  and  Cultural  Centre 

for  Catholic  Students 

(Men  and  Women)  at 

University  of  Toronto 

Osgoode  Hall   and  other 

Institutions   of  Higher   Leaniinjj 

Students  are  invited  to  call  at 

Xewinan    Hall    on    arrival    in 

Toronto 

Open  during  Summer  School 
Residence   for   Men   Students 
Correspondence  Invited 
«!>  St.  George  St.,  Toronto. 


Rev. 


Joseph  E.  McHenry,  M.A., 

Rector. 
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Regiopolis  College 

KINGSTON,  ONTARIO 
For  RESIDENT  and  DAY  STUDENTS 

Conducted  by  the  JESUIT  FATHERS 
Ontario  High  School  Courses  including  full  Honour  Matriculation 


Applications  and  inquiries  should  be  addressed  to 

THE  REGISTRAR 

REGIOPOLIS  COLLEGE,  KINGSTON,  ONT. 
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YOUTHFUL 
FASHIONS 


A  whole  floor  parked  with  sparklini;  new  styles  ii. 
Suits.  Coals.  Dresses.  Hats  and  Sportswear  .  .  .  You'll 
want  to  see  them  all  as  you  ])lan  your  Spring  and 
Easter  wardrobe. 


ORTHWAT 

240    Yoiige    Stroot,    Toronto 
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CANADA   VEILING  COMPANY 


55   YORK  STREET, 

TORONTO.   ONTARIO 

ELgrin  2254 


Murphy,  Love,  Hamilton 
&  Bascom 

INSURANCE 


DOMINION    BANK    BUILDING 

King  and  Yonge  Streets 
Toronto 


ASK  YOUR   GROCER  FOB 

TEA  CUP 

ORANGE  PEKOE  TEA 


Each  Pound  Makes  240  Cups  of 
delicious   tea. 

Tea  Cup  Orange  Pekoe  Tea  is  selected 
from  the  finest  gardens  of  Ceylon  and 
India,  and  is  endorsed  by  thousands  of 
satisfied  customers.  Be  convinced,  try 
a  package  to-day. 

Sold  in  1  lb.  and  '2  lb.  packages  by  all 
Adanac  Stores  and  independent  Grocers 

Imported,  Blended  and  Packed  by 

James  Lumbers  Co.  Ltd. 

TORONTO 
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LOYOLA  COLLEGE 

MONTREAL 

Conducted  by  the  Jesuit  Fathers 

B.A,  Course  -with  optional  work  in  Pro-Law,  Pre-Medical  Studies,  etc. 

B.Sc.  Course  for  students  in  Engineering  and  all  who  wish  to  major  in 

Cliemistrj',  Physics,  Mathematics. 

Catholic  Philosophy  and  kindred  cultural  subject  in  both  courses. 

Canadian  Officers'  Training  Coi'ps — Public  Speaking — Dramatics — Athletics. 

LOYOLA    HIGH    SCHOOL 

An  Intennediate  School  of  Recognized  Standing. 

LOYOLA    PREPARATORY    SCHOOL 

A  boarding  school  staffed  by  Jesuit  teachers,  for  pupils  in  the  highest  class 

of  Primary  School  (i.e.,  in  Quebec,  ready  for  seventh  grade,  in  Ontario,  ready 

for  Senior  IV)  to  i>repare  them  for  entrance  to  Loyola  High  School. 

For  further  information  A\Tit«: 

REV.  EDWARD  M.  BROWN,  S.J.,  Rector 
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WA.   0258 
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HAMILTON   BROS. 

26  Soho  Street    -  -  Toronto    -    ElLgin  7423 

Industrial    and    Building    Maintenance    Supplies 


COMPLrEMEXTS  OF 

HAYES    &    LAILEY 

64  Wellington  St.  W.,  Toronto,  Ontario 


ELfGIN  8943 


THE    WHYTE    PACKING    CO.    LTD. 

FRESH  EGGS  and  BUTTER  Received  Daily 

ALSO 

RICE,  BARLEY,  DRIED  PEA    BEANS,  etc. 


78-80  Fiont  St.  East,  Toronto. 


Elgin  0121 


PLEASE   PATRONIZE    OUR    ADVERTISERS 
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SOLEX    LAMPS 


BUY  WITH  COXFLDEXCE 
Telephone  EL,  2331 


Higgins&  Burke 

Limited 
TORONTO,  CANADA 
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WHOLESALE  GROCERS 
AND  IMPORTERS 

Roasters  of  High  Grade  Coffee 

Blue    Mountain    Canned    Goods 
and   Jams 


STAFFORD  HIGGINS,   President. 


For 
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ENAMELS 
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WHOLESALE  DEALERS  IX  PLUMBERS'  AND 

STEAM   FITTERS'    SUPPLIES 


SUPER-WEAVE  TEXTILES 

Sheetings     -     Pillow  Cottons     -     Towelling  and  a 
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Hospitals     —     Institutions     —     Hotels     —     Laundries 

and  the  general  Manufacturing  Ti'ade. 

We  Solicit  Your  Enquiry. 
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McMaster  University  Buildings,  Hamilton. 

HAMILTON  CANADA 

(Pigott  Building) 
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CANADA'S   7-OUT-OF-lO   TYPEWRITER  CHOICE 


Underwood 


Built  in  Canada  by 

Underwood  Limited 

Joseph  L.  Seitz,  President 

135  Victoria  St.  TORONTO  279  Bay   St. 

Branches  in  all  Canadian  cities 

NEW  and  USED  TYPEWRITERS     *     REBUILTS     *     RENTALS     *     SERVICE     *     SUPPLIES 


PHONE  ADELAIDE  7221 
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Mine    Representatives    of 

Coal  for  Heating  and  Manufacturing 
TORONTO,  CANADA 


COMPLIMENTS 

IDEAL  WELDING  CO.  LIMITED 

195  DUCHESS  STREET 
TORONTO 
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Painting,  Decoratin 
and  Building 


INDUSTRIAL   AND   RESIDENTIAL 

BRUSH  AND  SPRAY 

PAINTING  OF  ALL  KINDS 

Warehouses,    Factori»'s,    Offices,    Homes  and    Apart ineiits 
Estimates  Pi"«)vi<1<Ml    —    Pi"onii)t  C"ourt<'ous  Service 


F.  C.  LAILEY 


SHI    DO\  EIlCX)rRT  ROAD 


LIv.  3802 


THEY  HEAD  THEIR  CLASS/ 

Right  up  at  the  top  of  the  list  of  popular 
favourites  you'll  find  McCormick's 
Toasted  Sodas.  Their  crispy  goodness 
and  rich,  full  flavor  make  them  leaders 
in  any  company. 

A  top-ranker  for  more  than  eighty  years — 
McCormick's  famous  Jersey  Cream  Sodas 
are  still  elected  "most  popular  in  their  class" 
by  the  discriminating. 
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PLEASE    PATRONIZE    OUR    ADVERTISERS 


^:: 


^»^(i»ji«Sfi*«iii||jt  ' 


\ 


.J 


V      ^^'*"     iJ«, 


Introducing  a  few  of  your  Breakfast  Club  entertainers:    Left  to  right,  baritone  Jack 

Owens,  announcer  Don  Dowd,  {standing) ,  master  of  ceremonins  Don  McNeill,  Nancy 

Martin,  and  Sam  Cowling,  Don's  most  persistent  heckler! 


Wanf  fo  laugh?  Listen  fo 

The  Breakfast  Club! 


When  crazy-man  Don  McNeill 
gets  going  anything  can  hap- 
pen! Furthermore  it  usually 
does!  Besides  all  the  zany 
going-on  there's  plenty  of 
music,  sweet,  hot  and  sending! 


Make  your  mornings  brighter, 
your  whole  day  chipper,  by 
listening  to  Swift's  BREAK- 
FAST CLUB  every  morning 
Monday  thru*  Friday  over  the 
Trans-Canada  network. 


SWIFT  CANADIAN  CO.  LIMITED 

Makers  of  Premium  Ham  and  Bacon;  Silverleaf  Lard;  Jewel 
Shortening;   Prem;  Brookfield   Butter,   Eggs  and  Cheese 
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SAINT    JOSEPH'S    COLLEGE 

TORONTO  ONTARIO  CANADA 


Vol.  XXXV 
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SEVEN  FLOORS  OF  FASHION 


Enjoy  the  Magic 
of  these 

COOL,  CRISP 

COTTONS 

That  Stay  Fresher 
. . , .  Longer 


Super  tlirongli  and  thi"ough  are  these  lovable  tub- 
babies,  tliat  never  lose  their  daintiness  with  sudsing 
.  .  .  Gingliaiiis,  spuns,  chambrays,  linens,  seersuckers, 
that  seem  to  gain  in  loveliness  every  time  you  tub 
them.    Huge  selections  in  sizes  for  all. 


i240  Yonge  Street,  Toronto 


ST.    JOSEPH     LILIES 


ST.  JOSEPH'S  COLLEGE 

Cor.  Queen's  Park  and  St.  Albans  St. 
TORONTO,    CANADA 


Women's  Department  of  St.  Michael's  College 

Federated  with  the  University  of  Toronto  for  all  Courses  leading  to  a 

Degree  in  Arts 

Excellent    residence    accommodation    and    ideal    facilities    for    study 


St.  Joseph's  College-School 


St.  Albans  Street 
TORONTO 


Resident  and  Day-School  for  Students  in  Collegiate, 
Commercial   and   Preparatory   Departments,   Music  and  Art 


Students  in  Music  Course  Prepared  for  A.T.C.M.  &  Bachelor  of  Music  Degrees 


For  Terms — Apply  to  Sister  Superior 
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KEEP  THEM 


Our  Vaults  Will  Safeguard  Your  War  Securities 


VICTORY  BONDS— For  10(^  per 
$100  per  annum — minimum  charge 
25^ — we  will  keep  your  bonds  in 
our  vaults,  clip  the  coupons  and 
credit  the  amounts  to  your  savings 
account. 


WAR  SAVINGS  CERTIFICATES 

— You  can  place  your  certificates  in 
our  vaults  until  they  mature.  Charge 
for  the  full  7V2  years:  10^  for  a 
$5  certificate,  up  to  $1  for  a  $500 
certificate. 
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If  you   are   short   of   money,   don't   sell   your 

Victor}'  Bonds  .  .   .  you  can  borrow  on  them 

at  specially  low  rates. 

Bank  of  Montreal 
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poration is  a  reflection  of 
the  stability  which  has 
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two  years. 


CAPITAL  TRUST 

CORPORATION    LEVHTED 


Montreal 


Ottawa  Toronto 
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Engineers  and  Contractors 

FOR 
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Basilica  of  Christ  the  King,  Hamilton. 
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Made  by 
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183-193  DOVERCOURT  RD. 
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TORONTO,  CANADA 
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AND  IMPORTERS 

Roasters  of  High  Grade  Coffee 

Blue    Mountain    Canned    Goods 
and  Jams 


STAFFORD  HIGGINS,   President. 


For 

Beauty  *  Protection  * 

Economy    *    Use — 

Trelco 

HIGH=QUALITY 

PAINTS    *    VARNISHES 
ENAMELS 

Trelco  Limited 

PAINTS-  VARNISHES  -ENAMELS 
518  yONGE  STREET,  TORONTO 


KIngsdale  9311 

DR.  J.  RYAN 

DENTIST 


86    BLOOR    STREET    WEST 

Physicians    and    Surgeons 
Building 
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COMPLEMENTS  OF 

HAYES    &    LAIIF.Y 

64  Wellington  St.  W.,  Toronto,  Ontario 
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OUR  LADY  OF  MERCY 
HOSPITAL 

for  INCURABLES 

100  Sunny  side  Avenue 
Toronto 

Conducted  by 
THE  SISTERS  OF  ST.  JOSEPH 


THE    WHYTE    PACKING    CO.    LTD. 

FRESH  EGGS  and  BUTTER  Received  Daily 

ALSO 

RICE,  BARLEY,  DRIED  PEA    BEANS,  etc. 

78-80  Front  St.  East,  Toronto.  Elgin  0121 


PLEASE    PATRONIZE    OUR    ADVERTISERS 
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SUPER-WEAVE  TEXTILES 

Sheetings     -     Pillow  Cottons     -     Towelling  and  a 
general    line    of    Textiles  for 

Hospitals     —     Institutions     —     Hotels     —     Laundries 

and  the  general  Manufacturing  Trade. 

We  Solicit  Your   Enquiry. 

G.  A.  Hardie  &  Co.  Limited, 

ELgin  3378  468  Wellington  St.  W.  Toronto,  2b,  Ontario 


WILL  &  BAUMER 

CANDLE  CO.,  LIMITED 

CANDLES     -     VIGIL  LIGHTS     -     SAXCTOLITES 

TABERNACOLITES    -    SANCTUARY  OIL    -    BEESWAX  and 

SUNDRIES  -  CHURCH  CANDLES  OF  CHARACTER  and  QUALITY 

422  NOTRE  DAME  ST,  E.  MONTREAL,  CANADA 


COMPLIMENTS 
OF 

CANADA  VEILING  COMPANY 

55   YORK  STREET, 

TORONTO,   ONTARIO 

ELain  2254 
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Painting,  Decorating 
and  Building 


INDUSTRIAL  AND  RESIDENTIAL 

BRUSH  AND  SPRAY 

PAINTING  OF  ALL  KINDS 

Warehouses,    Factories,    Offices,    Homes  and    Apaitments 
Estiiiiates  Provided    —    Prompt  Courteous  Service 


F.  C.  LAILEY 


881    DOVERCOURT  ROAD 


LL.  3802 


CANADIAN     CHEEVSE 


Canada      packers 


PORTER  &  BLACK 

WHOLESALE 
PRODUCTS 

lUTTEK         EGGS         CHEESE 
and    HONEY 

Finest  Quality   Butter  put  up  for 
us  by  Foi-est  Creamery 

NEW   LAID    EGGS 

•      •      • 

ST.  LAWRENCE  ]\LARKET 

Front  and  Jarvis  Sts. 

Toi-onto,  Ontario 

Telephone:     ELGIN    8357 


PLEASE    PATRONIZE    OUR    ADVERTISERS 


ST.     JOSEPH    LILIES 


LOYOLA  COLLEGE 

MONTREAL 
Conducted  by  the  Jesuit  Fathers 

B.A.  Course  Avith  optional  Avork  in  Pre-Law,  Pre-Medical  Studies,  etc. 

B.Sc.  Course  for  students  in  Engineering  and  all  ^vho  wish  to  major  in 

Clieniistry,  Physics,  Mathematics. 

Catholic  Philosophy  and  kindred  cultural  subject  in  both  courses. 

Canadian  Officers'  Training  Corjis — Public  Speaking — Dramatics — Athletics. 

LOYOLA    HIGH    SCHOOL 

An  Lntennediate  School  of  Recognized  Standing, 

LOYOLA    PREPARATORY    SCHOOL 

A  boarding  school  staffed  by  Jesuit  teachers,  for  pupils  in  the  highest  class 

of  Pi'unary  School  (i.e.,  in  Quebec,  ready  for  seventh  grade,  in  Ontario,  ready 

for  Senior  lA')  to  prepare  them  for  entrance  to  Loyola  High  School. 

For  further  infonnation  A\Tite: 

REV,  EDAVARD  M.  BROW  \,  S.J,,  Rector 


PLEASE   PATRONIZE    OUR    ADVERTISERS 
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HEINTZMAN 

MAKERS   OF   FINE   PIANOS 

for  over  95  Years 


LARGEST  STOCK  OF 
SHEET   MUSIC   IN   CANADA 


RECORDS     -     RECORDINGS 

All   Makes 

Popular     -     Classical 
14  AUDITION  ROOMS 


HEINTZMAN    &    Co. 


195  Yonsce  Street 


Toronto 


Phone:  Adelaide  8171,  8172,  8173 

Hughes,  Agarjhompson 
&  Amys 

Barristers,   Solicitors,   Etc. 

357    BAY    STREET 
TORONTO 


Frank  J.  Hughes,  K.C. 
Thomas  J.  Agar,  K.C. 
J.    W.    Thompson. 
J.  H.  Amys. 
H.  G.  Steen. 


J.  HAROLD  GLYNN 

EAVESTROUGHING 

SKYLIGHTS    AND 

ROOFING 

Of  Every  Description 


"THE    COMPLETE    SER^^CE' 
All  Work  Guaranteed 


126  St.  Helen's  Avenue 
TORONTO   4  MElrose   7220 


>.tlCLUB   Tn 


Newman  Club 

The  Spiritual  and  Cultural  Centre 

for  Catholic  Students 

(Men  and  AVomen)  at 

University  of  Toronto 

Osooode   Hall   and   other 

Institutions   of  Higher   Learning 

Students  are  invited  to  call  at 
Nemnan    Hall    on    arrival    in 

Toronto 

Open  dui'ing  Siuiuner  School 

Residence   for   Men    Students 

Correspondence  Invited 

89  St.  George  St.,  Toronto. 

Rev.  Joseph  E.  McHenry,  M.A., 

Rector, 
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Regiopolis  College 

KINGSTON,  ONTARIO 
For  RESIDENT  and  DAY  STUDENTS 

Conducted  by  the  JESUIT  FATITERS 
Ontario  High  School  Courses  including  full  Honour  Matriculation 


Applications  and  inquiries  sliould  he  addressed  to 

THE  REGISTRAR 

REGIOPOLIS  COLLrEGE.  KINGSTON',  0\T. 


PLEASE   PATRONIZE    OUR    ADVERTISERS 
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THE  MEETING   OF  MARY  AND  ELIZABETH 
By  Domenico  Ghiiiandaio 
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THE   BIRTH    OF   ST.  JOHN  THE   BAPTIST 

By  REV.  PATRICK  J.  TEMPLE,  S.T.D. 

TRADITION  that  goe.s  back  to  the  earliest  centuries  points 
out  Ain  Karem  as  the  scene  of  the  Visitation.  Besides,  the 
description  of  the  Gospel  narrative  as  "the  hill  country"  of 
Judea  fits  in  -with  thi.s  place,  as  well  as  does  the  statement  of 
Pliny  that  ''mountain  region"  was  the  name  of  the  toparchy  of 
which  Jerusalem  was  the  capital.  Ain  Karem,  therefore,  holds 
our  reverent  intere.st  because  it  was  there  that  the  Incarnate 
Word,  assuming"  flesh  of  the  Virgin. Mother,  pa.ssed  three  months, 
and  it  wa.s  there  that  St.  John  the  Baptist  was  born.  The  four 
and  a  half  miles  that  separate  it  from  Jerusalem  can  be  made 
by  bus,  and  its  location  at  the  southern  foot  of  Nebi  Samwil  with 
the  pleasant  fertile  valley  of  Sorec  planted  with  fruit  trees 
stretching  east  and  west,  is  in  strong  contrast  to  the  Holy  City. 
The  1,600  inhabitants,  mostly  Mussulmans  of  Ain  Karem,  cannot 
easily  forget  the  gospel  incidents  connected  with  the  town,  for 
it  has  "the  Virgin's  fountain''  and  two  historic  churches  built 
on  the  site  of  the  two  houses  belonging  to  the  aged  priest, 
Zachary. 

The  holy  father  of  the  Baptist  had  a  country  home  a  little 
to  the  west  of  the  town  in  the  pleasant  valley  to  which  his  wife, 
St.  Elizabeth,  retired  to  spend  five  months  of  prayer  and  thanks- 
giving for  the  favour  of  a  child.  It  was  in  this  rustic  retreat 
she  was  greeted  by  the  Virgin  Mother ;  it  was  here  she  made  the 
beautiful  apostrophe  to  the  Virgin ;  and  here  Mary 's  Magnificat, 
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the  greatest  cry  of  the  human  heart  for  the  favour  of  the  Incar- 
nation, first  resounded.  Over  the  grotto,  which  was  originally 
Zachary's  house,  there  rises  to-day  a  church  picturesquely 
perched  on  a  rocky  plateau  at  the  foot  of  the  mountain.  In  fact 
there  has  been  a  church  here  since  the  fourth  century ;  but  of 
course  the  present  structure  is  not  the  original,  for  there  have 
been  changes  and  reconstructions. 

In  the  fifth  century  a  Greek  church  was  erected  over  the 
site  of  holy  Zachary's  ordinary  home,  which  was  in  the  town  of 
Ain  Karem,  a  little  to  the  east,  more  than  ten  minutes'  walk 
from  the  country  villa.  In  the  basement  of  this  ehurL-h  there 
is  preserved  the  grotto  where  the  great  Baptist  was  born ;  and 
hence  this  church  is  called  the  Church  of  the  Nativity  of  St. 
John,  while  the  other  one  is  called  the  Church  of  the  Visitation. 

As  soon  as  the  greetings  with  her  youthful  kinswoman  were 
over,  St.  Elizabeth  went  back  to  her  ordinary  every-day  home  in 
the  town,  where  this  Greek  church  now  stands,  and  here  awaited 
the  birth  of  her  promised  child.  Because  of  her  condition,  as 
well  as  her  great  age,  she  was  in  need  of  help.  How  much,  there- 
fore, did  .she  and  her  aged,  mute  husband  appreciate  the  assist- 
ance of  the  Virgin  Mother  of  God!  The  very  name,  "Virgin's 
fountain,"  attests  the  errand  of  carrying  water  performed  by 
Mary ;  but  this  was  only  one  of  the  many  useful  and  necessary 
services  which  the  youthful  cousin  gladly  rendered  to  the  aged 
couple.  Above  all,  she  was  a  great  means  of  education  and 
in.struction  to  them  concerning  the  great  Messianic  mysteries 
yet  to  be  accomplished.  For  imparting  information  to  holy 
Zachary,  who  it  would  seem  was  deaf  as  well  as  dumb,  signs 
could  be  made.  So,  too,  wooden  tablets  smeared  with  wax  could 
be  used  for  writing  with  a  pointed  instrument.  Between  the 
Virgin  ]\Iary  and  holy  Elizabeth  there  could  be  the  easy  flow  of 
conversation ;  and  if  their  first  mutual  greeting.s  and  the  Bene- 
dictus  are  in  any  way  samples,  we  should  expect  the  most  holy 
and  exalted  topics  discussed.  The  Blessed  Virgin  Mary  had 
ample  opportunity'  of  giving  a  detailed  account  of  the  great 
mes-sage  of  Archangel  Gabriel  and  of  explaining  that  by  the 
assumption  of  human  nature  within  her  by  the  Son  of  God,  the 


ST.  JOSEPH  LILIES 107 

golden  age  of  the  reign  of  grace  had  already  begun  for  man- 
kind and  the  Christian  victory  f)ver  the  forces  of  evil  had  already 
been  won.  What  holy  subjects  were  spoken  of !  What  sublime 
sentiments  of  faith  and  hope  were  expressed  I  What  great 
source  of  inspiration  and  holiness  was  the  continued  presence 
of  the  Incarnate  God  tabernacled  within  ]\Iary  I  What  a  salu- 
tary prenatal  influence  to  St.  John !  No  wonder  that  no  greater 
saint  than  he  was  ever  born. 

According  to  the  Greek  tradition,  which  is  here  preferable, 
the  Alrgin  Mother  departed  for  her  home  in  Nazareth  just  before 
the  birth  of  the  Baptist.  When  that  event  took  place  it  caused 
a  sensation  in  the  locality  because  of  the  extreme  age  of  the 
parents.  The  miraculous  nature  of  it  must  have  heightened  the 
rejoicings  and  congratulations  of  the  neighbours  and  relatives. 
These  latter  took  a  special  interest  in  the  case,  for  they  agreed 
on  the  name  for  the  new-born  babe.  According  to  fixed  law,  on 
the  eighth  day  after  its  birth  the  child  was  circumcised.  During 
the  ceremony,  which  marked  a  holy  alliance  with  God  and  com- 
munion with  Israel,  a  name  was  given  to  signify  further  dedi- 
cation to  the  Almighty  and  recognition  of  His  holy  benefits.  In 
the  case  of  an  only  child,  as  a  rule  the  grandfather's  name  wa.s 
given  ;  but  as  Zachary  was  so  very  old  there  was  little  likeli- 
hood of  confusion ;  so  the  friends  of  the  family  agreed  on  the 
name  Zachar3\  St.  Elizabeth  interfered  with  this  plan  by  say- 
ing, "Not  so,  he  is  to  be  named  John."  which  shows  she  was 
acquainted  with  the  contents  of  the  angel's  vision  to  her  hus- 
band and  believed  in  them.  When  it  was  remonstrated  that 
none  of  her  relatives  had  this  name,  the  mute  father  was  con- 
sulted by  signs.  He  asked  for  a  writing-tablet  and  wrote,  "John 
is  his  name."  By  this  decisive  reply  was  elicited  an  act  of 
faith  and  obedience  conforming  to  the  words  of  the  arch- 
angel :  and  lo !  thereby  was  removed  Zachary 's  dumbness,  for 
immediately  he  spoke,  praising  and  blessing  the  beneficent 
Lord. 

These  extraordinary  events  produced  this  effect  on  the 
locality :  a  salutary  fear  of  God  possessed  the  neighbourhood ; 
even  bevond  the   confines   of  the  Ain   Karem.   among  the  hill 
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country  folk  of  Judea,  the  circumstances  leading  to  St.  John's 
birth  and  those  attending  his  circumcision  were  widely  dis- 
cussed :  and  curiosity  was  aroused  as  to  the  future  of  this 
wonder  child  Avith  whom  the  almighty  hand  of  God  was  so 
visibly  present. 

On  the  occasion,  inspired  with  the  Holy  Spirit,  perhaps 
immediately  after  his  powers  of  speech  were  restored  to  him,  his 
father,  holy  Zachary,  prophesied  what  St.  John  would  be,  but 
first  dealt  with  the  presence  and  career  of  the  Saviour  of  man- 
kind. His  outburst  is  a  prophetic  song  of  thanksgiving  for  the 
beneficial  effects  of  Redemption.  As  Mary  had  begun  her  can- 
ticle by  magnifying  God,  so  Zachary,  making  the  best  use  of  his 
newly  acquired  powers  of  speech,  begins  his  by  blessing  the 
Lord,  teaching  us  that  the  primary  and  most  important  use  of 
the  tongue  is  to  bless  the  Creator  and  Owner  of  all  things. 
Showing  that  he  had  learned  from  ]\Iary  of  the  Incarnation  and 
the  work  of  redemption  that  had  already  begun,  Zachary 
blesses  God  for  sending  a  mighty  Saviour.  He  goes  on  to  sing 
that  God  has  been  faithful  to  promises  made  to  his  holy  ances- 
tors from  Eve  onwards  and  to  His  part  of  the  solemn  covenant 
made  with  Abraham,  Isaac  and  Jacob.  He  chants  that,  as  a 
result,  man  is  set  free  and  secure  from  all  danger  of  enemies 
of  body  and  soul,  and  thus  in  God'.s  presence  and  with  fear  of 
Him  alone,  can  give  his  whole  life  up  to  works  of  piety  and 
charity. 

Then  addressing  his  infant  son.  holy  Zachary  proclaims 
that  he  will  be  called  a  prophet  of  God.  St.  John  was  the  last  of 
the  prophets,  for  he  was  the  herald  of  the  Messiah,  pointing  him 
out  and  making  the  last  immediate  preparations.  His  father 
refers  to  this  function  of  his  as  was  foretold  by  the  Archangel 
Gabriel  and  also  by  Isaias  (xl.  3)  and  Malachia.s  (iii,  1).  The 
aged  father  predicts  that  his  son  will  spread  the  knowledge 
that  salvation  was  at  hand  and  that  by  repentance  sins  would 
be  forgiven;  for  indeed  the  merciful  heart  of  God  will  be  mani- 
fested in  this  new  day  that  has  dawned,  vouchsafed  by  the 
coming  of  the  celestial  Light  that  dispels  the  darkness  of  sin 
and  error  and  illumines  the  I'oad  of  peace. 
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In  holy  Zachaiy's  inspired  effusion  some  see  as  many  as 
seven  strophes.  However,  it  falls  into  a  natural  division  where 
the  address  to  the  infant  son  commences.  We  give  here  the 
new  rendering  of  the  "Westminster  Version : 

Blessed  be  the  Lord  God  of  Israel, 

Because  he  hath  visited  his  people  and  wrought  them  redemption, 

And  hath  raised  up  the  horn  of  salvation  for  us, 

In  the  house  of  David  his  servant, 

As  he  promised  through  the  mouth  of  his  holy  ones, 

His  prophets  from  of  old : 

To  .save  us  from  our  enemies, 

And  from  the  hand  of  all  that  hate  us : 

Thus  to  show  mercy  towards  our  fathers, 

And  to  be  mindful  of  his  holy  covenant. 

Of  the  oath  which  he  swore  unto  Abraham  our  father. 

To  grant  us  that,  delivered  from  the  hand  of  enemies. 

We  should  serve  without  fear  in  holiness  and  justnass, 

Before  him,  all  our  days. 

And  thou,  mv  child,  thou  shalt  be  called  prophet  of  the  Most 

High. 
For  thou  shalt  go  before  the  Lord  to  prepare  his  ways, 
To  impart  to  his  people  knowledge  of  salvation, 
Through  forgivenes.s  of  their  sins. 
By  reason  of  the  loving  mercy  of  our  God, 
Wherewith  he  shall  arise  and  visit  us  from  on  high. 
To  shine  upon  them  that  sit  in  the  darkness  and  shadow  of  death, 
To  guide  our  feet  into  the  path  of  peace. 

(Luke  i,  68-79). 

"Most  High"  is  applied  to  God  according  to  the  custom  of 
that  time  of  trying  to  avoid  the  use  of  the  name,  "God."  Twice 
the  word  "visit,"  is  used;  for  a  manifestation  of  God's  presence 
and  power  was  then  called  a  visitation.  The  "horn"  was  a 
symbol  of  power,  and  hence  the  metaphor  signifies  might  and 
abundance.  The  mention  of  "the  house  of  David"  implies  that 
Zachary  understood  Mary  to  be  of  Davidic  stock.  "Loving 
mercy"  is  a  good  rendering  of  the  original  "bowels  of  mercy" 
which  corresponds  to  our  use  of  "merciful  heart  of  God."  Then 
in  the  first  part  the  expressions,  "to  show  mercy  .  .  ,  mindful 
...  of  the  oath  he  swore"  .  ,  .  are  said  to  be  a  play  on  the  ety- 
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mologieal  meaiiiiig-  of  the  names  John,  Zachary  and  Elizabeth. 
The  words,  "sit  in  darkness  and  th»  shadow  of  death,"  means 
tliick  ul(  cm.  They  are  found  in  Psalm  cvi,  10  and  also  in  Isaias 
(ix,  2),  fi'om  which  the  figures  of  this  and  the  previous  verse 
are  taken  and  which  reads  as  follows : 

"The  people  that  walked  in  darkness  have  seen  a  "'reat 
light ;  to  them  that  dwelt  in  the  region  of  the  shadow  of  death 
light   is  risen." 

"He  shall  arise  and  visit  us"  is  a  free  rendering  of  the 
original,  'the  rising  shall  visit  us,'  (some  manuscripts  have  "hath 
visited  us").  The  word,  "rising,"  was  used  of  the  sun,  or  star 
or  light,  and  like  the  word,  "orient,"  came  to  be  applied  to  the 
East.  It  was  a  Messianic  name,  for  it  had  been  used  by  the 
prophets,  Jeremiah  (xxiii,  5)  and  Zacharias  (iii,  8)  for  the 
future  Messiah.  Its  usage  signified  that  the  Messiah  would 
bring  in  a  new  day,  a  new  period  of  great  light.  In  fact  this 
idea  was  frequently  ex]n'essed  by  the  pi'ophets.  Isaias  had  said  : 

"Arise,  be  enlightened,  O  Jerusalem,  for  thy  light  is  come 
and  the  glory  of  the  Lord  is  risen  upon  thee."   (Ix,  1). 

And  thus  ]\Ialachias  had  also  prophesied: 

"But  unto  you  that  fear  my  name,  the  sun  of  justice  shall 
ri-e.""     (  iv.  '2). 

L'glit  (li-pc's  darkness  and  shows  where  the  right  road  is, 
making  it  easy  to  be  found  and  traversed.  This  was  to  be  the 
function  of  the  Messiah  heralded  in  by  St.  John. 

The  right  safe  road,  illumined  by  the  light-giving  visitor 
fi'(  )n  Heaven,  leads  to  peace.  This  goal  of  Christianity,  blessed 
peace,  embraces  both  security  aiid  a  good  conscience,  and  is 
therefore  much  the  same  as  the  i-esult  that  Zachary  had  previ- 
(Uisly  pi'cdicted  when  he  said  that  freed  from  fear  men  could 
walk  befoi-e  (iod  "in  holiness  and  justness,"  and  corresponds 
also  to  what  St.  l*aul  says  of  the  new  Christian  man  "who 
a-cending  to  (Jod  is  created  in  justice  and  holiness  of  truth." 
(Eph.  iv,  24). 

iiy  s))eciiically  mentioning  the  forgiveness  of  sin  holy 
Zaeha ry  indicates  that  the  darkness  he  refers  to  is  the  spiritual 
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p-lr.om  of  sin  and  error  and  that  the  deliverance  of  enemies  he 
twice  mentions  is  to  be  taken  in  a  spiritual  sense  and  not  in  a 
materialistic,  worldly  way.  Man's  enemies  are  mostly  those 
opposed  to  his  eternal  interests  as  the  new  Messiah  will  after- 
wards emphasize.  The  chosen  race  was  then  under  the  bondage 
of  Rome ;  they  had  previously  been  delivered  from  the  hands  of 
Pharaoh  and  the  Eji-yptians;  but  now  throuo-h  the  mio-hty 
Saviour  of  the  House  of  David  they  will  be  set  fi'ee  from  the 
bondage  of  sin  and  Satan  into  which  they  were  led  by  the  first 
parents.  Zachary  uses  "redemption."  a  temple  word,  derived 
from  "ransom"  which  soon,  through  the  usage  of  Our  Lord 
and  the  Apostles,  became  the  technical  term  for  the  price  Jesus 
Christ  paid  to  win  the  deliverance  of  the  human  race  from  the 
thraldom  of  the  devil  and  its  restoration  to  filial  adoption  by 
God.  Forever  afterwards  redemption  is  consecrated  to  Chris- 
tian theology.  Because  it  is  found  in  the  opening  words  of 
Zachary 's  psalm  and  because  the  ideas  it  connotes  are  repeated 
frequently  throughout,  the  Benedictus  is  rightly  considered  the 
song  of  thanksgiving  for  the  redemptive  efifects  of  Jesus' 
vicarious  life  and  death. 

The  reference  to  the  unborn  God-Man  as  "abundance  of 
salvation"  that  brings  about  the  redemption  of  His  people  is 
an  expression  of  exalted  Christology.  A  great  tribute  to  Christ  is 
found  also  in  the  figure  of  the  rising  sun  or  heavenly  Ixuly  usher- 
ing in  a  new  day  of  golden  light  and  sunshine,  which  after- 
Avards  Our  Lord  adopted  when  He  called  Himself  "the  light 
of  the  world."  (John  viii.l2 ;  Apoc.  xxii,  16).  Then  by  con- 
trast with  John.  Avhose  function  is  prophet  and  preparer,  the 
exalted  nature  of  the  Messiah  stands  out  markedly  and  pre- 
eminently. 

Thus  it  is  clear  that  Zachary  had  learned  a  great  deal  from 
the  ^'irgin  ^Mother.  Loth  begin  by  praising  God  for  His  capa- 
city as  Saviotir.  Zachary  mentions  the  power  of  salvation  and 
]\Iary  speaks  of  God  as  stretching  forth  His  arm  powerfully. 
Both,  by  using  the  perfect  tense,  sing  that  the  work  of  salvation 
has  already  begun.  Both  chant  that  the  etfects  flow  to  the  God- 
fearing, righteous,  humble ;  both  claim  the  source  as  the  ureat 
mercv  of  God ;  and  both  alfirm  it  is  a  f  uliillment  of  the  prophe- 
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cies  and  assurances  made  to  the  ancient  members  of  their  race. 

Yet  the  Magnificat  is  more  personal  in  tone;  it  is  more 
exalted  in  ideas,  and  it  is  better  Hebrew  poetry.  The  Benedic- 
tus  borrows  more  from  the  prophets  and  is  more  nationalistic 
with  such  expressions  as  "God  of  Israel,"  "His  People."  .  .  . 
Again  Zachary's  psalm  is  sacerdotal,  as  we  would  expect  from 
a  son  of  Aaron,  associated  with  synagogue  and  temple  service, 
while  Mary's  exalted  song,  that  circles  around  the  great  white 
throne,  is  regal  as  becoming  the  Mother  of  God.  A  difference, 
too,  consists  in  the  fact  that  while  the  aged  priest  prophesied 
about  his  son,  the  youthful  Virgin  foretold  the  favour  in  which 
she  herself  should  be  held  by  future  generations.  It  has  been 
said  that  the  Benedictus  is  the  last  prophecy  of  the  Old  Dispen- 
sation and  the  first  of  the  New;  now  this  is  not  so,  for  Mary's 
prophecy  came  previously  and  holy  Simeon  made  a  prophetic 
utterance  afterwards. 

It  seems  most  appropriate  that  holy  Zachary's  song  in 
thanksgiving  for  the  Redemption  should  be  assigned  to  Lauds, 
that  part  of  the  Office  which  specifically  chants  God's  praises. 
Most  fittingly,  too,  is  it  said  in  the  ritual  of  the  dead ;  if  not  at 
the  graveside,  then  at  the  end  of  the  Absolution  Service  at 
church.  Ju.st  before  they  are  consigned  to  the  gloom  and  dust 
of  the  tomb,  the  sacred  remains  of  the  dead  reverberate  with 
the  words  of  the  aged  priest,  blessing  God  for  His  redemptive 
work,  for  lovingly  sending  His  Son  to  forgive  sin,  and  as  a 
Sun  to  shed  besides  eternal  light,  blessed  peace.  Also  the  asser- 
tion of  the  privilege  of  spending  one's  life  in  works  of  piety, 
free  from  fear  and  danger,  is  reassuring  to  the  bystanders  as 
well  as  applicable  to  the  dead.  The  Benedictus  is  therefore  tbe 
Christian  victory  psalm  over  death  and  the  grave— the  conse- 
quences of  sin. 

The  golden  rays  of  the  "Rising  Sun"  gild  the  setting  of 
the  birth  of  St.  John  the  Baptist.  In  the  mercy  and  grace  that 
are  diffused,  the  aged  priest  and  his  saintly  wife  share.  Yet 
their  deep  piety,  their  lively  faith  and  their  ardent  hope  serve 
to  accentuate  the  pre-eminent  virtues  of  the  young  expectant 
Vii-gin  Mother  who  had  been  visiting  them.  As  St.  Jerome  well 
points  out  this  comparison : 
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''Elizabeth  and  Zacliary  may  teach  us,  according  to  most 
certain  testimony,  how  far  inferior  they  are  in  sanctity  to 
Blessed  Mary,  the  Lord's  Mother,  who,  in  the  consciousn&ss 
she  has  of  God  dwelling  within  her,  freely  proclaims:  'Behold 
from  henceforth  all  nations  shall  call  me  blessed.  Because  He 
Who  is  mighty  hath  done  great  things  for  me.  and  holy  is  His 
name.'  And  herein  remark,  that  she  says  she  is  blessed,  not 
through  her  own  merit  and  virtue,  but  by  the  clemency  of  God 
Who  dwells  in  her." 

The  aged  couple  were  therefore  foils  to  bring  out  the  ex- 
cellency of  Mary ;  and,  in  turn,  her  great  lustre  came  from 
standing  in  the  full  rays  of  the  glorious  dawn.  Her  brilliancy, 
like  that  of  the  moon,  was  reflected— the  reflected  glory  of  the 
Sun  of  Justice. 


DAISIES 

No  lordlings  sleek  and  trim  are  they 
That  love  the  garden-close ; 
They  care  not  for  the  ordered  court 

Where  reigns  the  queenly  rose ; 

Their  choice  the  quiet  vales,  remote 

From  worldly  pomps  and  shows  I 

On  many  a  happy,  dew-dreiiehed  bank 

They  wait  the  kiss  of  dawn, 
Till  from  the  meadows  of  the  skies 

Their  sister-flowers,  withdrawn, 
Cede  to  their  fresh  and  sparkling  eyes 

The  watch  they  have  foregone ! 

Then  God  smiles  dowm  from  out  His  Heaven 

The  daisy-hosts  to  greet, 
And  bids  them  bide  in  humble  ways 

For  His  tired  children's  feet ; 
And  preach  His  boundless  love  for  men 

In  voices  small  and  sweet ! 

Msgr.  James  B.  Bollard.  Litt.  D. 
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THE  ''BEAUTIFUL  LADY"  OF  LA  SALETTE 


By   REV.    EMILE   LADOUCEUR,   M.S. 


OX  THE  road  that 
leads  to  the  Sanet- 
uai-y  of  Our  Lady  of  La 
Salette  liigh  up  in  the 
French  Alps,  the  pilgTiiii 
is  awed  by  tlie  grandeur 
of  the  scenery.  True,  the 
lakes  of  Laffrey  and  the 
])ietnresque  towns  of  La 
Mure  and  Corps  seem  to 
tone-  down  this  excess  of 
majesty  blended  Avith  au- 
sterity; yet,  when  nearing 
the  Shrine  on  the  brim  of 
yawning  precipices  and 
vertiginous  crags,  one 
ff^els  like  a  mere  pygmy 
in  the  company  of  giants. 
Ill  the  centre  of  the 
amphitheatre  of  the  Alps, 
cosily  nestled  at  the  foot 
of  Mont  Planeau,  it  is  an 
ever  new  tlii'ill  to  desci'y  tlie  grey  towers  of  the  Basilica,  which 
soiiiet  lilies  wis])s  of  clouds  caress;  and  the  rare  privilege  of 
kne<'ling  a1  the  feet  of  our  Weeping  Kachel.  whose  (diildreii 
are  no  moi-e,  repays  all  the  ]iardsliii)s  of  the  perilous  ascent. 

Gazing  down  on  Ihe  toyland  village  of  La  Salette,  five 
thonsaiid  feet  below,  and  scaling  the  surrounding  heights  of 
(iargas  and  Chamon.x.  one  is  transported  very  near  heaven  in- 
deed. On  neighboring  slo]ies  may  be  seen  a  solitary  reaper 
mowing  ihe  meairer  iiiduntaln  t:ra.ss ;  and  liiglier  si  111.   hilling  In 


Oiir  Lady  of  La  Palette  with  MeUmie 
and  Maximim. 


___j ST.  JOSEPH  LILIES U5 

the  sun,  near  their  rude  thatched  shelters,  shepherds  keep  wateh 
over  their  nibbling  flocks. 

The  sight  of  thes€  liumble  shepherds  evokes  the  whole 
story  of  the  Apparition  of  September  19,  1846;  for  it  recalls  the 
two  witnesses,  Melanie  and  Maximin.  the  hired  cattlehands  of 
Baptiste  Pra  and  Pierre  Selme  of  the  hamlet  called  Ablandins 
in  the  parish  of  La  Salette.  The  little  girl  was  fifteen  and  the 
boy  only  eleven,  both  very  plain  and  ignorant  children,  but 
equally  guil-eless  and  innocent. 

It  was  a  strange  move  of  Divine  Providence  that  brought 
them  together  on  the  morning  of  the  great  event.  They  had  met 
once  or  twice  before,  but  this  was  their  first  day's  watch  to- 
gether. Due  to  their  contrary  characters,  we  may  presume  that 
neither  was  much  interested  in  the  other.  They  tended  their 
cows  on  the  sparse  grass  of  ^lont  Planeau.  The  boy  ^laximin 
had  charge  also  of  his  father's  goat  and  shared  his  amusement 
and  part  of  his  scant  provisions  with  his  snappish  shepherd 
dog  Lou-lou  that  was  to  sle-ep  all  dui'ing  the  Apparition.  The 
day  was  bright  and  cloudless,  making  the  care  of  their  herd  a 
nmtter  of  easy  observation. 

At  noon  the  Angelus  from  the  village  church  was  but  the 
signal  for  our  waifs  to  water  their  cattle  at  the  mountain  brook. 
Having  done  this,  they  drov-e  the  cows  to  farther. pastures,  us- 
ing pebbles  or  sods  for  the  purpose.  Then  they  settled  down 
tci  their  rustic  meal  on  improvised  stone  benches  near  the  ]\Ien's 
Fountain,  dipping  their  hard  bread  and  dry  cheese  in  the 
stream,  dropped  their  knapsacks  on  stones  in  the  dry  bed  of 
the  Sezia,  lay  down  on  the  turf  a  few  steps  lower,  a  little  dis- 
tance from  each  other,  and  lapsed  into  a  deep  slumber. 

About  half  past  two.  ]\Ielanie  awoke  and  aroused  ^laximin 
to  start  looking  after  their  cattle.  They  ran  up  a  slight  mound 
and  spied  them  grazing  on  the  opposite  slope.  Coming  down 
to  pick  up  their  knapsacks,  ]\Ielanie  was  arrested  by  a  strange 
light  shining  over  the  stone  heap  in  the  Sezia.  It  was  a  dazzl- 
ing globe  and  seemed  to  whirl  upon  itself.  She  pointed  it  out 
to  ^Maximin  and  both  rubbed  their  eyes  to  consider  it  well.  The 
light    parted    like    a    veil    dr(jppiiig   and    they   saw  two  hands 
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Avhiteiiiiig.  palms  hidden,  then  arms  and  sleeves  down  to  the 
elbows,  as  if  resting  upon  the  knees,  and  the  dress  above  the 
elbow,  glittered  with  pearls. 

A  woman  sat  there  weeping,  her  face  buried  in  her  hands. 
The  first  impression  of  the  childr^en  was  one  of  fear.  Melanie 
cried  out  "0  My  God"'  and  dropped  the  shepherd  stick  which 
she  carried  in  her  hand.  iMaximin  said  to  her  "Keep  your  stick 
now.  I'll  keep  mine.  If  she  does  anything  I'll  give  her  a  good 
whack."  He  had  hardly  done  speaking  when  the  light  rose 
somewhat  and  within  it  they  saw  a  Beautiful  Lady  arise  and 
fold  her  arms  over  her  breast.  She  took  a  few  steps  forward, 
calling  them  to  her  in  these  words:  "Come  near,  my  children, 
be  not  afraid ;  I  am  here  to  tell  you  great  news."  No  longer 
afraid,  the  children  rushed  toward  her,  leaped  across  the  brook 
and  were  at  the  point  of  intercepting  her  walk  down  the  ravine 
when  she  turned  and  faced  them.  The  Lady  gazed  upon  them 
a  very  brief  moment,  then  lowering  her  eyes,  while  tears  trick- 
led incessantly  down  her  cheeks,  she  spoke  her  heavenly  mes- 
sage. 

"If  my  people  will  not  submit,  I  shall  be  forced  to  let  go 
the  arm  of  my  Son.  It  is  so  strong,  so  heavy  that  I  can  no 
longer  withhold  it." 

The  children  took  her  for  a  poor  mother  who  had  been 
beaten  by  her  children  or  by  her  husband  and  had  fled  to  the 
mountain  to  bewail  her  broken  home.  Maximin  had  a  mind  to 
tell  her  to  be  silent  and  to  Aveep  no  more,  that  they  would  give 
her  help ;  but  she  went  on  with  her  discourse. 

"How  long  a  time  have  I  suffered  for  you.  If  I  would  not 
have  my  Son  abandon  you,  I  am  compelled  to  pray  to  Him  with- 
out ceasing,  and  as  for  you,  you  take  no  heed  of  it.  However 
much  you  pray,  however  much  you  do,  you  will  never  recom- 
pense the  pains  I  have  taken  for  you." 

While  she  spoke,  the  children  observed  every  detail  of  the 
Beautiful  Lady's  dress  and  appearance.  She  seemed  to  them 
tall  and  slender.  Maximin  did  not  distinguish  her  features,  but 
Melanie  vouched  that  her  face  was  very  pretty.  It  was  very 
white,  well  shaped,  a  fair  oval.     She  had  dark  eyebrows,  not 
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very  thick.  Somehow,  the  little  yirl  did  not  note  the  color  of 
her  eyes,  but  they  were  soft  and  mild.  Her  gaze  was  benign 
and  affable.  Her  countenance  was  sad.  yet,  though  her  tears 
flowed  constantly,  her  sorrow  by  no  means  marred  or  distorted 
her  features.  The  sound  of  her  voice  resembled  the  sound  of 
exquisite  music.  So  directly  and  so  sweetly  did  her  words 
reach  their  hearts,  it  seemed  that  they  ate  them  vip,  and  were 
wholly  content. 

Her  raiment  was  a  sheer  fabric  of  ethereal  light.  "Within 
a  double  aureole  of  sun-eclipsing  splendor,  her  form  cast  no 
shadow.  Around  her  feet  and  on  her  head  and  shoulders  were 
strung  roses  of  various  dimensions,  tinted  fairer  than  the  rain- 
bow and  scattering  as  it  were  sparks  and  rays  of  luminous  in- 
cense. On  her  slippers  were  also  pearls  and  golden  buckles. 
Her  dress  was  plain  spun,  bestrewn  with  gems  and  radiant 
white  save  for  a  wide  apron  of  cloth  of  gold  that  reached  not 
quite  down  to  her  feet.  Her  sleeves  were  of  ample  width  and 
did  not  show  her  hand.  Over  her  shoulders  and  bosom  lay  a 
kerchief  bordered  with  a  gold  chain  design.  Her  headdress 
was  of  indescribable  beauty — a  sort  of  rich  oriental  tiara  struck 
and  fashioned  on  the  anvil  of  the  Cherubim's  workshop.  On 
her  breast  a  small  golden  chain  held  a  brilliant  crucifix  with 
its  still  more  brilliant  Christ.  From  either  arm  of  the  cross 
stood  out  a  hammer  and  open  pincers.  This  sparkling  crucifix 
was  what  shone  most  on  her  person.  Her  tears  falling  on  this 
blazing  cross  and  down  to  her  knees  seemed  to  distill  into  pear- 
ly mists  which  melted  into  the  aureola  around  her  or  rose  to 
her  brow  like  starry  flakes  to  enhance  the  glorj'  of  her  diadem. 

The  Beautiful  Lady  had  addressed  the  children  in  French 
— a  language  which  they  could  hardly  grasp.  To  make  herself 
more  easily  understood,  she  soon  adopted  the  patois  of  Corps 
rehearsing  things  familiar  to  their  uncultured  minds: — the 
spoiled  potatoes  of  the  preceding  year,  the  grapes  that  would 
rot,  the  walnuts  that  would  become  worm-eaten.  She  reproved 
men  for  their  open  neglect  of  the  Sabbath,  their  disregard  of 
fast  and  abstinence  during  Lent,  and  their  desecration  of  the 
Holv  Name.     Her  rebukes,  couched  in  no  uncertain  terms  and 
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mingled  with  dire  tlireats.  bore  the  stamp  of  the  Queen  of 
Proph-ets. 

One  moment  the  lady  gave  Maximin  a  secret  while  ^le- 
lanie  watched  her  lips  move  and  heard  not  a  word.  When  she 
also  gave  ]\Ielanie  a  secret,  the  little  boy,  who  could  scarcely 
glimpse  at  her  features,  grew  slightly  restless  and  fo.und  no 
better  diversion  than  donning  and  doffing  his  cap,  twirling  it 
at  the  end  of  shepherd  stick,  donning  it  again,  and  with  the 
same  active  baton  knocking  pebbles  around  the  feet  of  the  Ap- 
parition, intrigued  as  he  was  by  their  suspension  above  the  turf 
and  stones. 

After  delivering  each  secret,  she  resumed  her  discourse 
with  a  cheering  promise  of  coming  prosperity.  "If  men  are 
converted,  the  rocks  and  stones  will  turn  into  heaps  of  corn 
and  the  potatoes  will  be  self-sown  in  the  land."  She  a.sked 
the  shepherds  to  say  their  prayers  well  both  morning  and  even- 
ing and  recalled  to  Maximin's  ungrateful  memory  the  incident 
of  the  spoiled  wheat  at  the  farm  of  Coin,  an  episode  known  but 
to  the  child  and  his  fath-er.  This  intimate  revelation  of  lier 
heavenly  knowledge  served  as  a  final  seal  and  signature  prov- 
ing the  supernatural  origin  of  her  mission. 

Leaving  it  understood  that  her  message  was  not  only  for 
them  but  also  for  the  world  at  large,  the  Beautiful  Lady  closed 
her  discourse  with  these  words  in  French,  "Well,  my  children, 
you  will  take  and  make  this  known  to  all  my  people."  She 
then  crossed  the  bed  of  the  dry  spring  and  Avithout  turning  re- 
peated her  last  injunction.  She  climbed  up  the  mound  along 
the  rude  shepherd  path,  thus  tracing  a  miniature  Y\a  Dolorosa 
like  the  historical  Way  of  the  Cross  through  Jerusalem  and  up 
Mount  Calvary.  The  children  followed  her.  As  she  walked, 
she  seemed  to  glide,  not  even  bending  the  fuzzy  mountain  grass. 
Halting  at  the  top  of  the  knoll  where  the  children  overtook  her, 
she  rose  a  few  feet  from  the  ground,  set  her  tearless  glance  to- 
wards Rome  and  swiftly  vanished  from  sight — first  lier  head, 
then  her  arms  and  shoulders,  finally  her  feet  disappearing 
gradually,  just  like  a  luminous  canvas  furling  itself  down. 
Maximin  strove  to  snatch  one  of  the  roses  at  her  feet,  but  all 
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melted  in  his  hand,  as  he  said  "like  bntter  in  a  pan."  Thirty 
fleeting  minutes  they  had  stood  ravished  nnder  her  spell  and 
now  all  was  over.  They  fixed  a  lingering  gaze  in  the  blue  vault- 
ed sky  and  wondered  who  the  fair  visitor  might  be. 

The  children  brought  home  to  the  village  the  story  of  th-eir 
vision,  and  it  was  not  long  before  the  world  identified  the 
Beautiful  Lady  as  the  Blessed  ]\Iother  of  God.  Rome  itself  was 
stirred  at  th-e  event.  Iler  message  has  flown  to  the  four  corn- 
ers of  the  world,  and  her  devoted  clients  recognize  the  Mother 
of  Sorrows. 

EDITOR'S  NOTE:  The  Missionaries  of  Our  Lady  of  La  Salette 
are  well  represented  in  the  United  States  with  headquarters  at 
Bloomfield,  Conn.  The  statement  of  Pope  Pius  XII  that  the  cele- 
bration, in  1946,  the  centenary  of  the  apparition  "will  contribute 
powerfully,  by  a  revival  of  spiritual  fervour,  to  the  rehabilitation 
of  a  world  still  torn  and  disordered  by  the  effects  of  the  war,"  shows 
that  the  Holy  See  accepts  the  vision  and  the  Virgin's  message  as 
authentic. 


NOTRE  DAME  DE  LA  SALETTE 

Two  shepherds  in  the  sunliglit  on  a  hill 

Six  thousand  feet  above  Dauphiny's  plain; 

Two  shepherds — and  the  sunlight  volatile 

Before  the  greater  light  of  Heaven's  domain. 

For  she  was  there.    And  on  that  bill  to-day's 
Mighty  basilica  crowns  the  lofty  brow. 

Two  shepherds — and  the  Shepherdess  of  Grace 
Draws  to  her  hilltop  all  the  shepherds,  now. 

Benjamin  F.  Musser 
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- SINCE   MAURICE  DIED" 

Maurice  Baring:  April  27,  1874 

December  14,  1945 

By  ANNE  FREMANTLE 

THERE  are  six  great  powers,  the  then  Due  de  Eichelieii  said, 
in  the  mid-nineteenth  century :  England,  France,  Aus- 
tria, Prussia,  Russia  and  Baring  Brothers.  Maurice  Baring  was 
born  the  eighth  chiki  of  the  first  Lord  Revelstoke,  head  of  this 
great  banking  house,  and  he  w^as  also  nephew  of  the  famous 
statesman.  Lord  Cromer.  Seldom  has  any  human  being  been  so 
lucky  in  the  outward  circumstances  of  his  whole  life.  He  has 
himself  described,  in  perhaps  the  most  fragrant  of  all  his  sixty- 
four  books,  "The  Puppet  Show  of  Memory,"  his  perfect  child- 
hood. His  family  had  been  English  for  over  a  hundred  years 
(the  Barings  descended  from  Pastor  Frantz  Baring,  minister  of 
the  Lutheran  Church  in  Bremen)  without  ceasing  to  be  Europ- 
ean. As  a  child.  Maurice  was  taken  to  all  the  good  foreign  plays, 
many  of  the  Italian  and  German  ones,  and  was  introduced  to 
European  literature  as  early  as  to  English.  Chcrie,  his  French 
governess,  not  only  solidly  grounded  him  in  the  French  classics 
(at  six  he  knew  the  whole  of  the  last  act  of  Victor  Hugo's  "Her- 
nani"  by  heart)  but  gave  him  a  lifelong  devotion  to  things 
French— to  the  shops  of  Paris,  and  the  toys.  Ah,  if  governesses 
but  realized  their  power  to  make  or  mar  international  relations! 
A  great  diplomat  once  admitted  his  lifelong  dislike  of  Germany 
probably  stemmed  from  an  odious  Fraulein ;  and  much  of  pre- 
1917  Russian  disti'ust  of  England  arose  from  the  conduct  and 
conversation  of  'Ges  Meess." 

So  exquisitely  sensitive  was  Maurice  (his  first  memory  is 
of  his  delight  in  llie  bi'ightness  of  a  large  bird  with  yellow  and 
red  plumage)  that  he  would  gloss  over  Agincourt  for  fear  of 
hui"ting  (Uierie's  feelings,  and  play  up  Fontenoy,  and  he  refused 
to  recite  in  French  at  lunch  before  a  French  visitor,  because  he 
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feared  the  latter  would  suffer  from  his  English  accent.  This  per- 
ceptiveness  was  never  blunted  or  impaired:  as  he  lay  dying,  he 
gently  apologized,  to  the  younger  members  of  his  beloved  Lovat 
family  as  they  gathered  for  Christmas,  for  dying  at  such  an  in- 
convenient time. 

Maurice  adored  Eton,  and  they  essayed  both  Cambridge 
and  Oxford— he  preferred  the  latter,  because  it  was  more  like 
Eton,  and  it  was  there  that  he  made  lifelong  friends  with  Hilaire 
Belloc.  Then,  after  "ploughing''  repeatedly — in  arithmetic  — 
Maurice  scraped  through  the  Foreign  Office  examination.  His 
diplomatic  career  proceeded  "according  to  plan" — was  sent  en 
posic  to  Paris.  Copenhagen  and  then  Rome,  all  plums.  Yet 
Maurice  was  already,  for  all  the  bubbling  gaiety,  the  practical 
jokes  and  the  boisterous  high  spirits  that  made  him  the  gayest 
of  companions,  a  serious  person.  Vernon  Lee.  one  of  those  strange 
"Englishmen  Italianate"  (though  she  happened  to  be  a  woman) 
who  knew  and  understood  ^Maurice  better  than  most  ]-)eople, 
wrote  to  him:  "I  suppose  it  takes  such  a  spirit  of  heroic  pity  as 
that  little  book  (a  volume  of  verse)  breathes,  to  be  as  funny  as 
you  are.  ^laurice. ''  And  for  "heroic  pity"  the  diplomatic  serv- 
ice has  little  u.se.  "Poor  dears,  they  lead  such  .sheltered  lives," 
a  sailor  uncle  of  mine  said  of  his  two  Foreign  Office  brothers. 
Maurice's  life,  for  all  the  warmth  and  love  and  comfort  of  it, 
and  in  it.  was  not  to  be  sheltered. 

The  stage  was  his  first  love,  and  he  and  his  brothers  and 
sisters  spent  all  their  nursery  and  schoolroom  days  acting.  Sarah 
Bernhardt  was  one  of  the  great  influences  in  his  life,  and  his 
drawings  of  her.  made  when  he  was  seven  (they  serve  as  illustra- 
tions To  "The  Puppet  Show  of  Memory"")  are  inspired.  At  Eton 
he  had  won  the  Prince  Consort  prize  for  French,  and  in  1899  he 
published  his  first  book,  called  "  Hildesheim""  after  the  little 
place  where  he  tutored  in  German.  It  is  a  collection  of  four  pas- 
tiches in  French  on  current  French  authors  and  is  tremendously 
admired  in  France.  His  gift  for  languages  was  miraculous,  a 
real  "gift  of  tongues."  Not  only  was  he  a  superb  translator — 
his  renderings  of  Pushkin  and  of  Lermontov  are  unique— but  he 
could  write  in  the  languages  he  knew :  some  seven  really  fluently, 
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no  less  idiomatically  and  comfortably  than  in  English.  AVhen 
he  lay  dying  he  said  the  rosary  in  some  of  the  tongues  he  loved : 
French,  Russian,  Spanish,  German,  Latin. 

He  made  many  experiments  in  drama,  some  in  prose,  some 
in  verse.  "The  Black  Prince,"  "Gaston  de  Foix,"  "Manfoy 
Duke  of  Athens,"  "Mahasena"  are  least  unreadable  of  the  poetic 
dramas;  "The  Double  Game"  and  "His  Majesty's  Embassy" 
the  most  plausible  of  his  straight  plays.  Vernon  Lee  said  of  his 
verse-plays  "they  are  like  Handel  opera;  three  or  four  divine 
airs  in  pages  of  dull  recitative."  They  read  like  bad  Stephen 
Phillips,  and  he  was  no  such  great  .shakes.  All  the  plays  lack 
conflict :  it  is  not  until  he  began  to  write  novels — the  first  pub- 
lished Avhen  he  was  thirty-seven — that  Maurice  Baring  learned 
how  to  internalize  conflict,  to  incarnate  it. 

His  poetry  is  also  tremendously  uneven.  Much  is  mediocre, 
much  tepid  and  trivial.  Then  .suddenly  he  will  sing  true.  He  is 
at  his  best  in  laments :  his  poem  for  Lord  Lucas ;  his  dirge  for 
HMS  TUjer,  about  to  be  broken  up,  his  verses  for  his  dead  nep- 
hew, Charles  Spencer,  are  his  high-water  marks.  T.  E.  Lawrence, 
writing  to  him  in  1928  about  the  latter,  speaks  of  his  "exquisite 
ear  for  syllables  of  grief"  and  adds  "it's  ever  so  queer;  quite 
half  its  lines  are  plain  prose,  and  the  whole  of  it  is  poetry." 

I  do  not  need  you  changed,  dissolved  in  air 

Nor  rarefied 

I  need  you  all  imperfect  as  you  were 
Desmond  McCarthy  ha.s  called  him  "an  author  whose  pockets 
were  never  empty."    But  he  was  late  in  finding  an  audience:  he 
wrote  to  Vernon  Lee  in  1920.  "I  have  a  public  of  three.     You 
used  to  be  a  fourth. ' ' 

In  July,  1901,  after  a  visit  to  Sarah  Bernhardt  at  her  coun- 
try place,  he  went  to  stay  with  the  Benckendorffs— whom  he  had 
met  in  Copenhagen — At  Sosnofka,  their  home  in  Russia.  In- 
stantly he  fell  in  love  with  the  country  and  the  people  (in  spite 
of  having  his  pocketbook,  passport  and  all  other  such  necessities, 
stolen  on  the  train).  He  then  and  there  resolved  to  study  Rus- 
sian, to  write  about  Russia  and  to  give  up  the  diplomatic  service. 
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The  stajie,  and  Sarah,  had  been  his  first  love ;  Russia  Avas  his 
second.  And  there  were  hints  of  it,  too,  in  his  childhood :  a  pic- 
ture of  Saint  Petersburg-  on  the  nipht-nursery  wall ;  a  love  of  Tol- 
stoy, whom  he  wa.s  so  surprised  to  find  was  a  Russian,  writing 
about  Russian  people.  Dickens,  ]\Iaurice  had  thought  of  as  Eng- 
lish;  but  it  never  occurred  to  him  that  the  characters  in  Tolstoy 
had  a  country — or  rather,  that  they  could  have  any  country  of 
which  he  was  not  part.  His  third  love — for  every  man's  heart  is 
three  cornered — was  God.  It  is  given  to  very  few  people  (and 
f'Cwer  artists)  to  have  their  loves  so  tidy  and  so  integrated,  flow- 
ing each  out  of  the  other,  not  contradicting,  but  complementing 
each  other.  For  many  artists,  as  they  proceed  through  the  forest, 
in  the  woods  become  tree.  This  Maurice  never  did.  Together  with 
his  exquisite  capacity  for  appreciation,  his  tuning-fork  sensitiv- 
ity of  ear,  he  had,  too,  that  detachment  which  is  a  natural  qual- 
ity of  the  type  of  human  being  of  whom  Sir  Philip  Sidney  was 
the  prototype  for  all  time,  and  Maurice  a  sparkling  example. 
And  Philip  Sidney's  goodbye  to  Stella  might  have  been  ^laurice 
Baring's  to  life:  Spletidide  rrniin  rahdico  nuyis — splendidly  I 
bid  farewell  to  all  the  trifles  of  things. 

He  went  to  Manchuria  to  cover  the  Russo-Japanese  war  for 
the  Morning  Post  in  1904,  and  in  October,  1906,  took  up  his  dut- 
ies as  Morning  Post  correspondent  in  Saint  Petersburg.  He  re- 
mained in  Russia  until  the  end  of  1907  and  saw  almo.st  the  whf)le 
of  the  1905  revolution.  He  went  also  twice  to  Turkey— once  for 
the  Morning  Post,  to  see  the  Young  Turk  Revolution  of  1909. 
and  in  1912  for  the  Times,  to  cover  the  Balkan  AVar.  In  1914 
he  was  in  Russia  as  usual  for  the  summer,  came  home  to  be  at- 
tached to  the  infant  RAF  and  was  throughout  the  1914-1918  war 
in  France,  at  RAF  headquarters.  His  account  of  these  years,  a 
continuation  of  ' '  The  Puppet  Show  of  Memory, ' '  is  like  a  Seurat 
picture  of  a  Goya  subject :  a  mass  of  pointilliste  detail  adding  up 
to  one  of  the  grimmest  imaginable  of  war  books. 

In  1912  he  went  around  the  world,  and  after  1918  he  took 
up  his  travelling  again.  In  1921  his  first  novel,  "Passing  By" 
was  published,  it  wa.s  followed  by  "Overlook"  and  "A  Triangle" 
— more  novelle  than  novels;  then  came  "C,"  "Cats  Cradle," 


124  ' ST.  JOSEPH  LILIES         ^_ 

"Daphne  Adeaiie,"  "Tinker's  Leave"'  and  seven  more,  includ- 
ing the  lovely  reeonstriietion  "In  My  End  Is  My  Beginning,"  an 
aeeoiuit  of  ]\Iary  Stuart's  last  days  told  by  the  four  Marys.  His 
last  two  books  were  an  anthology,  "Have  You  Anything  to  De- 
clare?" and  a  bdok  of  Russian  lyrics  (1943). 

In  his  vai'ious  Russian  books  he  repeatedly  tries  to  analyze 
for  the  reader  the  reasons  for  the  greatness  of  the  Russian 
people ;  and  the  source  of  their  particular  charm  for  him,  par- 
ticularly ill  "What  I  Saw  in  Russia"  an  "Outline  of  Russian 
Literature"'  and  in  the  long  book  of  Russian  history  of  which 
far  the  best  chapter  is  that  on  Religion  in  Russia,  at  the  end. 

He  faces  l)ravely  the  faults  of  his  beloved  people :  here  is  a 
passage  from  "The  Puppet  Show  of  Memory":  "'The  advocatus 
diaboli  had  a  strong  case.  He  could  have  drawn  up  a  powerful 
indictment,  not  only  against  the  political  conditions,  and  the  arb- 
itrary and  uncertain  administration,  but  also  against  the  char- 
acter of  the  i)eople;  he  could  mention  the  moral  laxity,  the  ex- 
travagant self-indulgence,  the  lack  of  control  ....  Russia,  he 
would  say.  was  a  nation  of  ineffectual  rebels  under  the  direction 
of  a  band  of  corrupt  and  timeserving  ol^cials."'  But,  he  goes  on, 
"perhaps  the  secret  of  the  whole  matter  is  that  the  Russian  soul 
is  filled  with  a  human  Christian  charity  which  is  warmer  in  kind 
and  intenser  in  degree,  and  is  expressed  with  a  greater  simplicity 
and  sincerity,  than  is  to  be  met  with  in  any  other  people.''  And 
elsewhere  he  writes:  "Somebody  once  prophesied  a  few  years 
ago  that  in  the  future  the  Americans  and  Russians  would  carry 
everything  before  them,  because  of  their  sheer  warmth  of  heart." 
This  was  written  nearly  twenty-five  years  ago! 

His  account  of  the  Russian  Church  — for  all  his  enthusiastic 
descriptions  of  the  singing— is  pretty  grim:  "All  minor  public 
servants  and  soldiers  when  they  go  to  confession  received  absolu- 
tion, and  the  pope  keeps  a  list  of  those  who  go  to  communion. 
People  wlu)  do  not  go  to  communion  run  the  risk  of  being 
considered  politically  unsound.  Many  people  pay  to  be  on  a  list 
from  year  to  year  stating  they  have  received  the  sacraments  when 
they  haven't."  This  coiulition  M'as  like  that  of  Ireland  during 
the  days  of  the  anti-Catholic  Penal  Laws,  when  the  juihlie  recep- 
tion of  the  Anglie-an  sacrament  was  obligatorv.       Yet,    he    con- 
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eludes,  "Religion  in  Russia,  whether  believed  or  not.  will  always 
remain  a  part  of  patriotism,  and  as  long  as  there  is  a  Russian 
nation  there  will  be  a  Russian  relision  at  the  core  of  it."  Perhaps 
one  of  the  most  illuminating  incidents  in  all  his  books  is  his  ac- 
count of  a  long  religious  conversation  with  Nazarenko.  one  of  the 
peasant  deputies  to  the  Duma,  who  could  not  understand  an 
Englishman  believing  in  God. 

Even  before  his  novels,  ^Maurice  wrote  superb  accounts  of 
action.  lie  had  what  Vernon  Lee  called  "a  dry  bony  style, 
which  looks  like  no  style  at  all"  and  a  superb  Engli.sh  power  of 
understatement,  which  was  made  articulate  and  was  transformed 
into  an  art  by  his  study  of  Russian  authors  and  by  living  in 
Russia.  An  arti.st  never  creates  ex  nihilo:  he  functions  like  the 
magpie,  not  the  spider.  He  has  to  impose  order,  and.  curiously 
but  also  naturally,  he  prunes  and  pares  best  where  he  has  the 
richest  material  from  which  to  make  his  selections.  The  extreme 
economy  of  Chekhov,  a  Chinese,  is  rooted  in  plenty,  not  in 
penury.  In  Baring's  case  add  a  most  sensitive  ear  and  palate, 
and  it  is  little  wonder  that,  as  Vernon  Lee  (again!)  wrote  to  him 
"the  whole  subject  of  Russia  seems  exactly  to  suit  your  strange, 
rather  musical  than  literary  talent." 

"I  was  holding  up  a  man  who  had  been  terribly  mangled  in 
the  legs  by  a  bayonet.  The  doctor  was  bandaging  him.  He 
screamed  with  pain.  The  doctor  said  that  the  screaming  upset 
him.  I  asked  the  man  to  try  not  to  scream,  and  lit  a  cigarette  and 
put  it  in  his  mouth.  He  stopped  immediately  and  .smoked,  and 
remained  quite  still  —  until  his  socks  were  taken  ott'.  The  men 
scarcely  ever  had  socks;  their  feet  were  swathed  in  a  white  band- 
age, a  kind  of  linen  puttee.  This  man  had  socks,  and  when  they 
were  taken  off  he  cried,  saying  he  would  never  see  them  again.  I 
promised  to  keep  them  for  him.  and  he  said  "Thank  you,  my 
protector."    A  little  later  he  died. 

Maurice  Baring's  account  of  his  conversion  might  have  been 
written  by  Andre  Maurois's  immortal  Colonel  Bramble  :  "On  the 
eve  of  Candlemas.  1909,  I  was  received  into  the  Catholic  Church 
by  Father  Sebastian  Bowden  at  the  Brompton  Oratory :  the  only 
action  in  my  life  which  I  am  quite  certain  I  have  never  regret- 
ted."    Yet  the  first  letter  quoted  by  Dame  Ethel  Smyth  from 
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him— written  in  January.  1900— had  begun,  "I  wish  we  were 
all  born  Roman  Catholics."' 

It  is  as  a  novelist  that  Baring  was  most  Catholic :  liLs  novels 
are  all  and  every  one  of  them  concerned  with  the  relation  of  tiie 
soul  to  God  first,  and  secondl.v  with  tlie  relation  of  souls — and 
bodies — to  each  other.  It  is  }iossible  to  argue  wheth-er  any  novel 
can  be  Catholic,  whether  fiction  can  bear  the  weight  of  so  tre- 
mendous a  primary  fact;  it  is  also  possible  to  doubt  whether  any 
novel  can  not  be  Catholic  and  be  a  novel  at  all :  for  human  be- 
ings only  exist  in  terms  of  that  first  relationship,  and  if  it  is  not 
faced,  none  other  is  valid.  But  it  is  impossible  to  question  Bar- 
ing's position  as  one  of  the  great  Catholii-  novelists:  he  is  of  the 
stature  of  Mauriac  and  of  Bernanos,  and  the  French  consider 
and  are  devoted  to  him  as  such.  The  two  best  current  English 
Catholic  Avriters — Graham  Greene  and  Evel.vn  AVaugh — both 
owe  a  tremendous  lot  to  Maurice  Baring's  courage.  If  today  the 
Catholic  novel  has  not  only  been  accepted  but  is  admitted  as  the 
best  and  most  serious  type  of  fiction  both  in  England,  and  in 
France,  it  is  due,  in  England,  greatly  to  ^laurice  Baring.  He 
himself  acknowledges  how  profoundly  Saki's  "The  L'nbearable 
Blessington"  moved  him;  and  his  debt  to  the  Russians,  especial- 
ly to  Turgeniev,  is  patent  and  acknowledged  in  every  novel  he 
wrote. 

X^rnon  Lee  once  more  has  i>ut  her  finger  on  the  reason  why 
Maurice  Baring  was  not  even  greater  than  he  was.  She  is  discus- 
sing Proust.  "Of  course  he's  a  great  writer.  Those  sort  of 
sticky  people  often  are.  The  brisk,  fi'esh  energetic  type  is  usual- 
ly too  energetic  to  put  all  energy  int(»  good  art,  wor<e  luck.  Art 
gets  the  tenehrcux,  the  ronflants,  the  Sliinij  Toves  ....  Stend- 
hal I  there's  a  man  so  brisk,  so  clean  in  perception  and  movement, 
so  energetic,  so  full  of  breeze  and  sunshine,  that  he  wrote  only 
two  —  at  most  three  — novels  and  spent  his  time  at  dozens  of  use- 
less things,'"  did  "dozens  of  useless  things." 

Maui'ice  ISaring.  too.  played  sjileiididly  with  trifh\s.  At  the 
Paris  P^mbassy  he  and  a  colleague  had  a  battle  of  inkpots  that 
lasted  until  thei-e  was  no  red  nor  blue  nor  black  ink  left  in  the 
Chancery,  and  they  had  to  l)uy  the  aml)assad(n-  a  new  carjiet. 
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Once  he  was  sent  by  Baring-  Brothers  to  Moscow  to  negotiate  a 
loan  for  some  tramway.s,  "or  at  least,"  writes  Dame  Ethel  Smyth 
in  her  biography  of  Baring,  "to  watch  the  proceedings.  He  sat 
like  the  Mikado  in  the  hotel  and  refused  to  see  a  soul,  whereby 
he  got  the  reputation  of  being  an  inflexible  Lord  of  Finance. 
After  two  days  someone  informed  him  that  the  other  side  had  at 
last  consented  to  the  terms  insisted  on  by  Baring  Brothers,  and 
Baring  presided  at  the  ensuing  banquet."  In  1924,  when  stay- 
ing at  Beaufort  Castle,  he  found  Lady  Lovat's  driving  license 
and  filled  in  the  space  left  for  endorsements  and  collisions  with 
such  items  as 

August  1  collision  with  train 
August  2  collision  with  perambulator 
August  3  collision  with  donkey-cart 

AVhen.  with  infinite  trouble  and  after  paying  a  heavy  fine, 
she  procured  a  second  license,  he  immediately  did  it  again. 

It  was  to  Lovat's  he  came  for  the  last  year  of  his  life,  and 
he  died  cherished  by  their  love  and  care.  His  house  was  badly 
bombed,  all  hi.s  books  were  destroyed,  and  he  himself  was  terribly 
shell-shocked  by  "enemy  action"  in  1!)41.  He  remained  a  com- 
plete invalid,  unable  even  to  sign  his  name.  He  died  very  peace- 
fully, and  is  buried  in  the  small  Highland  churchyard,  between 
Simon  Lord  Lovat  and  Hilaire  Belloc's  little  godchild.  Rose. 
"Just  the  three  of  them  there,  beneath  the  great  elm,"  writes  the 
priest,  Father  Austin  McGuire,  who  celebrated  the  Requiem 
Mass. 

^Meeting  Maurice,  one  might  be  put  off  by  the  pear-shaped, 
pendulous  body  and  bald  head,  by  the  nervous  laugh,  the  childish 
jokes.  But  then,  suddenly,  he  would  say  something  full  of  as- 
tonishment, of  the  wonder  he  had  kept  and  "we  all"  have  lost, 
and  one  would  be  humbled  by  its  presence.  His  best  epitaph  is 
the  anonymous  prayer  with  which  he  concluded  his  anthology : 

Et  a  riieure  de  ma  mort  soyez  le  refuge  de 
mon  ame  etonnee  et  recevez-la  dans  le  Sein 
de  Votre  misericorde. 

Courtesy  of  the  Commonwealth 
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JUST  A  MINUTE 

By  PAUL  KAY 

DID  YOU  ever  sit  down  and  remember?  Deliberately  call 
up  in  your  mind  the  old  crowd  and  watch  them  all  parade 
in  fancy  before  you  ?  I  do  it  often.  Could  do  it  now  if  anybody 
would  care  to  listen,  cause  when  I  think  of  the  old  gang,  all  of 
them,  I  just  got  to  talk.  Have  you  got  a  minute?  "Well,  let  me 
talk,  will  you? 

Of  course  the  gang  is  gone.  Maybe  some  of  them  are  dead. 
I  wouldn't  know.  For  me  they  live  forever.  But  they  were  the 
grandest  bunch  of  fellow  humans  that  friendship,  love,  and 
loyalty  could  throw  together.  That  is,  until  that  night.  What 
happened  then  I  don't  like  to  remember— but  you'll  keep  it 
quiet.  You've  got  a  nice,  honest  face.  No,  don't  go  away.  It 
will  just  take  a  minute. 

Down  at  Bill's.  They  were  all  there  that  night.  And  if 
trouble  binds  friends  tighter,  like  people  say,  then  that  night 
they  were  tightest.  That's  a  funny  word— tightest.  But  I 
don't  mean  it  that  way.  I  don't  think  I  ever  saw  any  of  them 
really  tight.  Really  tight,  mind  you.  Guess  anybody  can  get 
feeling  good  and  they  used  to  kid  Bill  about  a  lost  weekend  — 
just  kidding  of  course.  But  wait  a  minute.  I'll  get  to  my 
story.  The  gang  had  gone  through  a  lot.  Everybody  has 
troubles  but  in  that  crowd  each  one  shared  the  other's.  It  was 
kind  of  an  agreement.  If  any  one  of  them  was  broke,  out  of  a 
job,  or  had  any  family  difficulties,  everybody  else  pitched  in 
to  smooth  out  the  rough  spots  of  life  and  soften  the  hard  bumps 
of  existence.  Just  seven  of  them— that's  all  there  were.  Three 
fellows  and  four  girls.  Yeah,  and  all  of  them  good  kids.  Father 
Joe,  over  at  the  pari.sh,  used  to  say  they  were  the  pillars  of  the 
Church.  Of  course  he  liked  the  gang.  They  were  always  ready 
to  help  along  with  any  of  Father's  projects  and  they  used  to 
receive  every  Sunday.  Guess  Father  Joe  was  proud  of  them. 
He  even  came  down  to  Bill's  once  in  a  while  to  pass  the  time 
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and  just  be  friendly.  Bill's  was  the  meeting  place.  He  was 
the  only  one  that  had  a  place  big  enough.  That  was  natural. 
Bill  was  big  himself.  A  big  guy  with  a  big  heart.  Yeah.  But 
you  want  to  know  about  that  night.  Well,  now  I'm  getting  to 
that.    Ju8t  a   minute. 

Around  October  it  was.  Don't  remember  the  date  but  it 
was  one  of  those  early  winter  nights  that  hit  down  on  our 
Northern  cities  without  much  warning.  Cold,  sleety,  and  dark 
enough  to  cut  chunks  of  night  out  of  the  sky.  Bill.  Tom.  and 
Paul— they  were  the  fellows;  Irene,  Pat,  S^'bil.  and  Mary— 
they  were  the  girls.  And  a  finer  bunch  of — yeah.  I  told  you 
that.  Well,  Bill  was  talking  at  the  time.  Not  that  Bill  was 
much  of  a  talker,  but  when  he  spoke  the  rest  alway.s  listened. 
It  was  in  the  parlor.  Around  eight  o'clock,  I  think.  Irene  and 
Pat.  the  thin  and  the  fat.  That's  like  a  song.  Irene  and  Pat 
were  sitting  on  a  little  sofa  in  one  corner.  Sj'bil  was  over  by 
the  radio.  She  liked  music.  Good  dancer,  too.  Mary  and  Tom 
were  relaxing  on  the  old  piano  bench.  Tom  had  his  arm  around 
her.  They  were  kind  of  going  together.  The  gang  was  glad 
about  that.  Tom  and  Mary  were  a  good  match.  Paul  was 
perched  on  the  arm  of  the  big  chair,  the  one  Bill  was  sitting  in. 
Paul  was  a  little  older  than  the  rest.  He  sort  of  watched  over 
them,  kept  the  gang  together.  O.K.,  just  a  minute.  Bill  was 
talking  like  I  told  you.  He  had  a  magazine  in  his  hand  and 
tlieer  was  something  written  in  it  that  had  him  up.set.  It  was 
about  Ouija  boards.  You  know  those  things.  You  put  your  hands 
on  them  and  they  spell  out  messagas.  Bill  was  saying  that 
these  Ouija  boards  were  fakes  most  of  the  time  and  that  people 
just  spelled  out  what  they  wanted  to  spell  out. 

"But  once  in  a  while  these  things  can  be  dang-erous,"  Bill 
concluded. 

Mary  raised  her  head.  There  wa.s  a  sparkle  in  her  eyes  and 
it  looked  as  though  she  was  going  to  take  Bill  for  a  little  kid- 
ding. She  almost  laughed.  ''Why,  Bill,  j-ou  talk  like  an  old 
superstitious  fogey.    How  could  a  piece  of  wood  hurt  anyone?" 

"If  you  got  paddled  with  it  you'd  know  a  piece  of  wood 
was  not  harmless,"  chirped  up  Sybil.  She  was  the  comedian  of 
the  crowd. 
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Bill  ignoned  their  remarks.  The  thing  was  pretty  serious 
to  him.  "What  do  you  think,  Paul."'  Bill  put  the  question  to 
him. 

Paul  hesitated  a  moment.  "I  don't  think  there's  anything 
to  them.  All  fakes."  It's  too  bad  the  subject  wasn't  dropped 
with  that  remark  of  Paul's.  But  Mary  was  not  going  to  pass 
up  a  chance  for  some  fun. 

"I  know  how  to  make  one  of  those  Ouija  boards.  Let's  show 
Bill  how  fcdlish  he  is."  She  looked  at  Tom  for  his  approval  .  He 
laughed. 

"If  you  can  make  one,  ]\Iary,  it  must  be  harmless;  nothing 
wrong  could  come  from  you.''  The  gang  got  a  kick  out  of  that. 
Mary  usually  joshed  Tom  but  now  he  was  turning  the  tables. 

AVell,  the  gang  talked  it  over.  Bill  was  against  it  but  they 
finally  won  him  over.  Pat.  of  course,  wanted  to  call  up  Father 
Joe  to  see  if  it  was  all  right.  But  Pat  was  a  worrier  anyway, 
so  the  crowd  just  laughed  her  out  of  it.  Well,  it  happened 
(juickly.  Mary  got  a  card  table.  She  cut  out  twenty-four  little 
squares  of  paper  and  wrote  a  different  letter  of  the  alphabet 
on  each  one.  The  gang  helped  her  cause  they  were  that  way. 
If  an^'one  had  job  to  do,  they  would  —  Yeah,  I'll  get  on  with 
it.  Just  a  minute.  She  fixed  the  lettered  papers  around  the 
card  table  in  a  circle.  It  looked  like  a  crazy  design  on  top  of 
that  old  sui'faee  where  the  crowd  had  so  often  played  cards. 
"Scat"  was  the  game  they  liked  best.  You  can't  lose  much 
at  that.  Well,  Mary  got  a  spoon,  a  big  tablespoon,  out  of  the 
kitchen  drawer.  Bill  told  her  where  they  were.  And  the  whole 
gang  pulled  up  to  the  table.  In  a  close  circle  so  everyone 
could  put  a  finger  on  the  spoon  at  the  same  time.  They  were 
laughing  when  they  did  it.  Gues.s  it  Avas  a  kid's  game.  Then 
somebody  got  serious.    Paul  it  Avas. 

"Let's  get  it  over  with."  He  talked  as  though  he  was  be- 
ginning to  dislike  the  look  of  things. 

The  gang  was  a  little  surprised  but  they  went  on.  Mary 
did  the  talking.  "Let's  find  out  what  is  going  to  happen  to 
each  one  of  us.  We'll  start  with  Bill."  She  paused  dramati- 
cally.    "  Kvei'ybody'.s  finger  on  the   spoon.'"  she  asked.     Then 
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she  looked  into  space  and  said:  "Ouija   board,   what  is  going 
to  happen  to  onr  friend  Bill  ?" 

Nothing  came  but  silence.  Then  all  the  fingers  on  the  spoon 
began  to  move  toward  the  side  of  the  table.  Toward  the  letter 
B.  Irene  gave  a  little  scream  of  fright.  She  could  always  be 
scared  easily.  AVhy,  there  was  one  time  .  .  .  Yeah,  I'll  get  on 
with  the  story.  Ju.st  a  minute.  Well,  the  gang  was  too  inter- 
ested to  stop.  And  maybe  you  won't  believe  me  but  that  Ouija 
board  spelled  out  seven  different  messages.  One  for  each  member 
of  the  gang.  I  remember  the  messasi'es.  There  was  something 
funny  about  them  at  the  time  but  nobody  laughed.  They  all 
seemed  to  want  to  forget.  ]\Iary  was  sorry  she  had  started  the 
whole  thing.  The  first  message  was  *'Bill  will  get  some  money 
that  he  won't  like."  The  second  said,  "Pat  will  help  to  give 
this  money  to  Bill."  The  third.  "]\Iary  will  lie  an  old  maid." 
The  fourth.  "Sybil  will  give  up  dancing."  The  fifth,  "Irene 
will  be  sorry  she  is  fat."'  The  sixth.  "Tom  will  get  a  medal." 
All  the  nies.sages  came  fast.  Now  I  could  easily  say  that  all  the 
messages  came  true  but  I  won't.  I'll  let  you  judge  for  your- 
self. Bill  and  Pat  were  married  about  a  year  after  that  night. 
Bill  got  his  money  as  insurance  when  Pat  had  a  near  fatal 
accident.  And  Mary  never  did  marry  because  Tom,  you  see, 
got  his  medal.  Got  it  posthumously — after  death,  that  means. 
He  was  killed  in  the  Battle  of  the  Bulge.  And  Irene  may  have 
regretted  being  fat  because  her  size  cost  her  a  great  deal  of 
shame  which  eventually  made  her  unsocial  and  unfriendly.  As 
for  Sybil — there  was  no  more  dancing.  She  lost  her  legs  in  an 
auto  crash  later  that  cold,  sleety,  dark  October  night.  So,  was 
the  Ouija  board  right?  I'm  just  rambling  on  trying  to  fulfill 
a  promise.  I  told  the  gang,  all  of  them,  just  the  other  day  that 
I  would  write  a  story  with  every  one  of  them  in  it  and  here  it 
it.  But  honestly,  we  did  use  the  Ouija  board  that  night  and  I 
know  we  shouldn't  have.  You  see  the  gang  is  still  kidding  me 
about  that  seventh  message:  "Paul  will  be  the  biggest  liar  in 
this  district. "  The  gang  says  that  one  came  true.  Do  you 
think  so?  Just  a  minute.  I'm  Paul,  of  course.  You  think  I've 
wasted   your  time?    Yeah,   well  so    are  you. 
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A   MINIATURE   RENAISSANCE 

By  ALBAX  HAGUE 

A  GOOD  deal  has  been  written  abont  Notre  Dame  College, 
the  well  known  edncational  institntion  of  the  little  town 
of  Wilcox  in  southern  Saskatchewan.  Very  few,  if  any.  of  the 
well-informed  in  matters  of  education  are  unaware  of  its 
existence;  those  who  follow  the  trends  of  modern  school  develop- 
ment more  carefully  hardly  know  whether  to  marvel  at  its 
daringly  modern  progressiveness  or  applaud  the  sincerity  of  its 
reverence  for  truth  and  traditional  culture.  Far  too  much  of 
what  has  been  written  about  Notre  Dame,  however,  has  stressed 
the  purely  material  aspect  of  its  history  and  organization,  with 
the  result  that  only  a  few  have  been  allowed  to  catch  a  glimpse 
of  the  spiritual  vision  that  makes  the  College  a  warm  living 
thing,  pulsating  with  the  life  and  undying  vigour  that  are  the 
fruit  of  sincere,  fearlessly  honest  contemplation  of  eternal  truth 
and  beauty. 

Notre  Dame  has  become  famous  as  the  little  College  of  the 
prairies,  which  started  out  in  1929  with  ten  students  and  a 
rented  shack,  and  within  a  few  years  reached  an  enrolment  of 
over  two  hundred,  virtually  taking  over  the  small  town  of  Wil- 
cox. The  resident  students  now  are  lodged  in  some  twenty- 
nine  modest  frame  buildings.  Its  fame  has  been  spread  far 
and  wide  throughout  America,  by  the  unrivaled  success  of  loyal 
graduates  on  the  battle-fields  of  Europe,  on  the  football  grid- 
iron, the  baseball  diamond,  and  on  the  ice  lanes  of  amateur 
and  professional  hockey.  Nick  Metz  and  his  brother  Don,  Chuck 
and  Don  McCullough,  Frank  Germann,  Happy  Edwards,  Jim 
Elliot,  Doug  Toole,  and  a  host  of  others  are  names  that  will  live 
on  through  the  years  and  bring  renown  to  their  College  wher- 
ever sportsmen  gather.  Others,  too,  in  the  ranks  of  the  clergy, 
in  the  armed  forces,  and  in  civilian  life  are  winning  deserved 
respect  for  Notre  Dame. 

All  this  is  very  well,  but  the  point  is  that  Notre  Dame's 
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bid  for  lasting  admiration  and  immortality  lies  hidden  for  those 
who  wish  to  see,  not  in  the  glory  of  great  names  but  in  the 
spiritual  idealism  of  its  noble  aim. 

Every  one  knows  Father  Athol  ^Murray,  the  cheerful,  warm- 
hearted, popular  parish  priest  of  AVilcox.  who  founded  Notre 

Dame  College  with  nothing 
but  an  empty  rented  shack 
and  an  exalted  vision  of  the 
good  life.  ]\Iany,  too.  know 
him  as  the  Scotch-Irish  fire- 
brand who  gave  up  foot- 
ball, journalism,  and  a 
careei'.  to  become  a  i)riest. 
A  good  number  have  sensed 
the  irresistible  appeal  of 
liis  magnetic  personality 
and  have  looked  deeply  a 
second  time  into  his  limpid 
fliildlike  eyes  in  an  attempt 
to  fathom  the  secret  of 
their  glow.  But  far  too  few 
have  realized  that  the  mag- 
netic appeal  of  this  schol- 
arly priest  and  the  warm 
glow  of  his  clear  grey-blue 
eyes  are  kindled  by  the 
inner  fire  of  that  worship 
for  truth  and  goodness  and 
beauty  with  which  he  has  impregnated  Notre  Dame,  the  child 
of  his  labours,  a  truly  magnificent  educational  institution. 

Some  one  a  short  time  ago  characterized  the  College  of 
Notre  Dame  as  a  "miniature  Renaissance."'  He  was  nearer  to 
the  truth  than  perhaps  even  he  suspected.  In  any  case,  it  is 
not  generally  known  that  long  before  Robert  Maynard  Hutchins, 
President  of  the  University  of  Chicago,  launched  his  crusade 
for  the  Hundred  C4reat  Books  and  for  a  return  to  the  priceless 
treasures  of  the  past.  Father  Athol  Murray,  in  his  own  com- 
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pelling  way,  had  sounded  the  trumpet  call  for  his  first  handful 
of  students  to  master  Plato,  Ari.stotle,  and  the  Greek  and  Latin 
authors.  AVith  far-sighted  vision  he  had  sensed  the  real  import 
of  the  Renaissance  in  its  deeper  reaches.  The  unprecedented 
revival  of  classical  learning  and  the  recovery  of  ancient 
treasures  of  scholarship  and  art  in  all  its  branches,  lost  for  over 
a  thousand  years,  had  held  out  immense  opportunities  for  the 
fifteenth  century.  It  was  a  re-discovery  of  the  incalculably 
g'reat  contributions  of  Graeco-Roman  civilization  to  a  proper 
understanding  and  appreciation  of  the  good  life;  and  this 
civilization  was,  to  use  the  words  of  Newman,  "the  soil  in  which 
Christianitj'  grew  up." 

The  Renaissance,  of  course,  because  of  man's  perversity, 
had  been  the  occasion  for  much  evil  and  irreligion ;  yet  Father 
Murray  fearlessly  faced  the  fact  that,  in  spite  of  this  abuse,  it 
had  likewise  been  a  potent  factor  in  blending  the  widely  diver- 
sified peoples  of  Europe  into  what  we  are  pleased  to  term 
modern  civilization.  Furthermore,  it  was  in  this  civilization 
that  the  young  men  and  women,  whose  interests  the  ardent 
apostle  of  the  prairies  had  so  much  at  heart,  were  destined  to 
live  and  grow  and  seek  their  happiness.  He  understood  this 
one  fact  too  often  forgotten  in  our  modern  world,  that  the 
Renaissance,  guided  and  controlled  by  Christianity,  had  carved 
out  the  path  to  true  humanism  by  providing  the  ideal  training 
in  wisdom  and  in  the  appreciation  of  beauty.  It  had  given  a 
more  civilized  and  humane  idea  of  life  in  all  its  complex  phases, 
and  had  stirred  the  noble  urges  of  man  to  pursue  the  highest 
ideals  in  government,  education,  literature,  and  religion. 

The  western  portion  of  our  Canada  has  often  been  accused 
of  being  sadly  lacking  in  anything  that  resembles  culture  and 
a  love  for  the  finer,  more  enduring  values  in  life.  It  is  deplor- 
able, but  on  the  whole  it  is  true.  Father  Murray  perceived  the 
reason  for  this  in  the  almost  general  unconcern  with  true  human- 
ism in  the  education  of  youth  and  in  the  utter  disregard  for 
the  wisdom  of  perennial  ])hilos()])hy.  With  all  tlie  energy  of  his 
ardent  soul  he  .set  to  work  to  revive  interest  in  the  traditional 
culture  of  the  human  race.     To  this  end  he  founded,  single- 
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handed,  the  College  of  Notre  Dame.  That  his  efforts  have  been 
successful  is  beyond  all  cavil  of  doubt.  The  splendid  results 
have  surpassed  even  the  most  sanguine  hopes  of  the  one  man 
responsible  for  the  revival. 

It  is  interesting-  to  note  that  the  founder  of  Notre  Dame's 
"Miniature  Renaissance"  brought  to  his  gigantic  task  so  many 
of  the  better  qualities  of  the  three  great  men  who  insured  the 
happy  and  lasting  union  of  Christianity  and  the  Humanities 
in  the  fifteenth  century,  and  who  for  that  reason  are  looked 
upon  as  representative  of  the  Christian  Renaissance.  Father 
Murray's  reverence  for  the  beautiful  and  the  good,  his  love  for 
the  enduring  truths  hidden  in  the  great  books  of  antiquity,  his 
fiercely  uncompromising  attitude  towards  the  unseemly  and 
the  degrading  in  literature  and  art.  remind  one  forcibly  of  the 
tragic  figure  of  Savonarola.  The  impetuous  Dominican  friar 
is  remembered  for  his  excessive  Puritanism,  his  laments  over 
the  "ruin  of  the  Church.''  his  violent  denunciations  of  the 
prevalent  corruption,  his  "burning  of  the  vanities."  Our  his- 
torians forget  that  Savonarola  bought  for  St.  Mark's  in  Flor- 
ence at  his  own  expense  the  entire  Medicean  Library;  they 
ignore  the  fact  that  he  was  the  intimate  friend  and  the  spiritual 
adviser  of  Botticelli  and  Michelangelo.  The  Father  of  Notre 
Dame  of  the  prairies  possesses  the  fire  and  the  fearless  sincerity 
of  a  Savonarola,  joined  to  his  love  for  all  that  is  clean  and  good 
in  thought  and  the  fine  arts.  Yet  he  is  singularly  free  from 
anything  even  faintly  resembling  extremism. 

Like  Erasmus,  he  has  no  respect  for  pedantry  or  caniduflage : 
while  on  the  other  hand,  he  is  big  and  liberal  enough  to  seek 
truth  wherever  it  may  be  found,  to  appraise  even  modern 
literature  with  fairness  and  tolerance,  to  stock  his  splendid 
little  library  with  an  assortment  of  worthwhile  books  that  would 
do  honour  even  to  an  endowed  College.  And  what  is  more,  he 
is  unflinching  in  his  conviction  that  by  the  very  nature  of  things 
the  pursuit  of  truth  and  beauty,  far  from  involving  the  sacri- 
fice of  faith  to  scholarship,  leads  to  a  humble  acceptance  of  it. 
With  Erasmus.  "The  prince  of  the  humanists."  the  Renaissance 
shed  much  of  its  paganism ;  with  Father  Murray  the  modern 
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American  revival  is  steering  clear  of  an  even  greater  danger, 
that  of  Neo-paganism. 

But  it  is  with  Sir  Thomas  More,  the  liberal  scholar,  the 
good  natiired  yet  serious  wit  of  the  Renaissance,  that  Father 
has  most  in  common.  The  sainted  chancellor  of  England, 
grasping  in  his  own  firm,  though  playful,  way  the  social,  educa- 
tional and  religious  problems  of  his  day.  struck  a  mighty  blow 
for  reform  according  to  the  eternal  principles  of  truth  and  jus- 
tice and  reason.  AVith  much  the  same  salty  flavour  of  genial 
wit,  tempered  however  with  the  gracious  charm  of  his  own 
personality,  yet  always  deadly  in  earnest,  Notre  Dame's  cham- 
pion of  educational  reform  is  attempting  to  restore  the  classical 
idea  of  true  humanism. 

Xotre  Dame  College  is  a  "Miniature  Renaissance," — all  of 
that  and  much  more.  It  is  a  seat  of  learning  shorn  of  all  that 
triviality  and  iiisincei'ity  characteristic  of  so  many  of  our 
modern  Colleges.  It  is  poor,  deprived  of  endowments  or  any 
other  form  of  regular  revenue ;  but  its  poverty  is  material  not 
spiritual.  Its  buildings  are  a  few  wooden  frame  structures,  but 
they  rise  towards  heaven  with  all  the  grandeur  of  a  Gothic 
Cathedral  for  they  are  a  temple  of  the  good,  the  beautiful,  and 
the  true.  There  one  finds  none  of  the  sham  and  camouflage 
that  only  too  often  here  in  Canada  veil  the  inability  of  our 
educational  institutions  to  provide  the  truth  that  endures,  or 
cloak  their  deliberate  unconcern  with  the  sacred  duty  of  uplift- 
ing the  minds  of  youth  to  a  contemplation  of  the  goodness  and 
beauty  that  alone  can  lead  to  lasting  happiness. 

A  visit  to  Xotre  Dame  is  almost  a  liberal  education  in 
itself.  Xo  one  with  any  love  for  truth  or  any  craving  for  beauty 
can  enter  Lane  Hall  on  the  College  campus,  where  Father 
Murray's  treasures  of  art  and  literature  are  kept,  without  feel- 
ing at  least  a  touch  of  reverence  for  the  nobler  things  of  life. 
There  is  something  refreshing  in  the  healthy,  wholesome  atmos- 
phere of  Xotre  Dame,  something  intangible  yet  very  real  that 
strengthens  and  invigorates.  Tt  is  the  spiritual  vision  of  one 
man,  the  brave  optimistic  soul-warming  light  radiated  by  the 
conviction  that  the  pursuit  after  essential  truth  will  not  fail. 
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John  Henry  Newman,  were  he  to  honour  Notre  Dame  with 
a  visit  some  quiet  afternoon  in  late  October,  might  raise  his 
eyebrows  at  the  streamlined  teaching  methods  or  pause  to 
wonder  at  the  lack  of  formalism  in  the  classroom.  If  he  stayed 
overnight  he  would  undoubtedly  learn  that  the  cold  and  hard 
beds  and  the  strange  food  he  had  disapproved  of  in  France  and 
Italy  were  as  nothing  compared  to  the  hardships  endured  by 
the  "Hounds''  at  Notre  Dame.  But  Avhat  a  thrill  it  would 
be  for  him  to  realize  that  his  Idea  of  a  L^niversity  was  coming 
into  its  own  out  here  on  the  western  prairies,  a  hundred  miles 
from  nowhere.  And  all  this  in  the  midst  of  enchanting  sim- 
plicity and  downi-ight  poverty  that  speak  so  eloquently  of 
disengagement  from  insincerity  and  the  modern  curse  of 
matei'ialism.  If  Francis,  the  Poverello  of  Assisi,  were  allowed 
to  accompany  the  great  Newman  he  would  feel  right  at  home. 
He  would  love  Notre  Dame,  and  in  Father  Athol  ]\Iurray  he 
would  find  a  kindred  soul. 


THE  POWER  OF  AN  IDEA 

The  world  owes  all  great  achievements  to  dreamers,  for 
men  who  lack  vivid  imaginations  are  incapable  of  conceiving 
big  enterprises.  No  matter  how  practical  the  thing  accomp- 
lished, it  requires  this  faculty,  no  less  than  a  poem  or  a  pic- 
ture. Every  bridge,  every  skyscraper,  every  mechanical  in- 
vention, every  great  work  whicli  man  has  wrought  in  steel  and 
stone  and  concrete,  was  once  a  dream. 

THE  IRON  TRAIL,  Rex  Beach. 
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KITCHEN  IN  THE  SKY 

WHEN  a  wife  looks  at  a  prospective  new  home,  one  of  her 
first  moves  is     into     the     kitchen.     Airline   executives 
and  other  visitors  who  have  viewed  the  mockup  of  the  CW-20 


Hostess  Serving  a  Food  Treat  to  Passengers  on  the  Commando. 


in  St.  Louis  have  about  the  same  reaction  when  they  step  into 
the  fascinating  galley  of  the  giant  transport.  It  has  those 
assets  to  culinary  efficiency  which  gladden  the  heart  of  any  one 
who  enjoys  fine  food.  The  Commando  galley  literally  has 
everything. 

Entrance  to  this  most  modern  of  sky  kitchenettes  is  through 
a  specially  designed  Dutch  door.     It  has  a  collapsible  tray  top 
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7w  the  Commando  G<iUeij,  Hostess  Withdrawing  a  Tray  From 
Tray  Container.  A  Tray  is  Provided  for  Each  Passenger. 


140     ST.  JOSEPH   LILIES 

Avhich  converts  a  portion  of  the  galley  into  a  serving  pantry 
■which  might  be  well  termed  a  20th  century  version  of  the 
once-essential  butler's  pantry  of  the  Gay  Nineties.  This  serv- 
ing pantry  is  particularly  useful  when  there  are  two  attendants 
serving  the  air  travelers.     It  is  a  step  saver  of  merit. 

The  interior  of  the  galley  is  finished  in  polished  metal  and 
adds  a  brightness  to  the  sky  kitchen  that  delights  all  who  appre- 
ciate spotless  cleanline-ss  where  food  service  is  concerned.  It 
is  easy  to  keep  the  interior  spick  and  span.  The  skilled 
designers  of  the  galley  have  arranged  each  accessory  so  that 
there  is  arm.s-length  access  to  all  of  the  numerous  food  and 
liquid  containers.  The  storage  space  for  the  needed  equipment 
is  arranged  in  the  same  time  and  labor-saving  manner. 

The  tasks  of  the  stewardesses  are  made  light  by  the  service 
equipment.  There  are  15  two-quart,  automatic-dispensing 
thermos  bottles  for  hot  and  cold  liquids  clamped  in  racks  above 
the  cup  and  saucer  trays  or  drawer  compartments.  There  are 
five  of  the  compact  food  tray  containers  and  above  these  con- 
tainers at  a  handy  height,  are  serving  shelves  upon  which  the 
trays  may  be  readily  placed.  Forty  trays  may  be  accommodated. 
Arrangements  are  so  flexible  that  they  can  be  designed  for 
varying  airline  needs  and  conditions. 

For  hot  and  cold  foods  served  on  the  Commando  flights 
thei'e  are  eight  one-gallon  giant  thermos  jugs.  These  keep 
the  pre-co(  ked  foods  sizzling  hot  or  properly  chilled  for  correct 
serving.  Tliere  is  an  electric  grill,  hotplates,  toaster,  mixer,  and 
even  a  baby-bottle  warmer,  in  addition,  which  make  the  sky 
galley  a  completely  equipped  department  of  astonishing 
capacity.  Provision  has  been  made  so  that  the  latest  of  elec- 
trically heated  units  may  be  installed. 

All  non-perishable  foods,  dishes,  silverware,  trays,  napkins 
and  other  accessories  are  housed  in  special  compartments  of  the 
pantiy.  For  intermittent  service  Avhen  full  meals  are  not 
required,  there  is  a  special  counter  which  serves  as  a  snack  bar. 
One  of  the  numerous  exclusive  features  of  the  Commando 
galley  is  a  special  compartment  built  into  the  snack  bar  which 
may  be  easily   i-emoved   from  the   airplane  for  caterer   service. 
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This  may  be  used  as  a  refrigerator  or  Dutch  oven.  In  cases 
where  two  attendants  are  serving,  there  is  a  convenient  folding 
seat  for  the  flight  chef. 

The  galley  is  lighted  by  the  gleaming  metal  interior  and 
the  three  fluorescent  light  units  as  well  as  window.  One  of  the 
light  units  is  on  the  forward  bulkhead  and  two  on  the  aft  bulk- 
head, and  they  are  so  located  as  to  furnish  a  light  for  each 
work  table.  The  galley  air  is  exhausted  through  grills  in  the 
ceiling,  and  these  special  exhaust  ducts  prevent  the  intrusion 
of  food  odors  into  the  passenger  cabin.  There  are  appropriate 
waste  disposal  units  as  aids  to  cleaning  up  after  meals  have 
been  served. 

No  refinement  which  might  contriI)ute  to  ease  of  service  and 
assurance  of  food  perfection  for  the  passengers  has  been 
omitted.  There  is  no  wa.ste  space  but  an  amazing  number  of 
innovations  have  been  incorporated  into  the  galley  which  are 
in  keeping  with  the  other  outstanding;'  features  of  the  largest, 
fastest,  most  comfortable  and  most  luxurious  of  twin  engine 
air  transports,  the  Curtiss  Commando.  When  all  war  needs 
lessen  and  the  CW-20  can  uo  into  air  commerce,  the  air 
travelers  will  find  new  food  enjoyments  which  hitherto  have 
been  deemed  impossible  aloft.  Who  does  not  look  forward  to 
a  trip  in  a  Commando  CW-20? 


The  \vorld's  tallest  tree,  a  giant  redwood,  370  feet  in  height, 
stands  in  North  Dyerville  Flat,  Humboldt  County,  California, 
dedicated  to  the  inspiration  of  mankind.  The  tract  is  really  a 
Cathedral  of  Trees  reared  by  the  hand  of  the  Creator.  It  seems 
like  a  fragment  of  the  Garden  of  Eden  coming  to  us  directly 
from  God. 
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THE   POET-PRIEST  LAYS  DOWN   HIS  PEN 

By   RIGHT   REVEREXD   MICHAEL   CLIXE,   D.P. 

BY  the  death  of  Monsio-nor  Dollard.  pastor  of  Our  Lady  of 
Lourdes,  on-e  of  the  last  surviving  veterans  ordained  in 
the  nineties  has  fallen  into  the  hollow  of  the  stricken  glen  and 
will  be  seen  no  more  in  the  community  that  loved  and  admired 
him  as  an  Irish  Soggarth  arcon.  His  departure  from  the  ranks 
of  the  clergy  marks  the  loss  of  a  scholar-pastor  and  poet-priest, 
who  had  for  many  years  given  lustre  to  Canadian  letters,  and 
the  removal  of  a  kindly  shepherd  who  preferred  the  tender  to 
the  hard  sayings  of  the  gospel  and  strove  to  temper  the  wind 
in  favour  of  the  shorn  lamb. 

The  deceased  came  of  Xorman-Irish  stock  and  inherited 
from  that  ancestry  brains  and  poetic  genius.  In  pose,  gait,  fea- 
tures and  build  he  could  not  be  mistaken  for  anybody  else  or 
unrecognized  in  the  passing  throng.  In  general  appearance 
he  was  as  distinct  as  the  blood  steed  is  from  the  nondescript 
variety.  The  late  Monsignor  was  by  nature  and  temperament 
shy.  solitary  and  detached.  Outside  the  limited  circle  of  close 
friends  he  could  be  aloof  and  to  some  extent  uncongenial. 
Like  most  geniuses  he  lacked  the  showier  traits  of  a  public 
favourite. 

Yet  in  the  Parnassian  world  of  his  dreams  he  arose  to  full 
so)ig  and  that  perfect  happiness  Peter  experienced  on  the 
slopes  of  Thabor.  His  assistants  never  found  him  depressed 
or  weary  of  heart;  on  the  contrary  he  was  invariably  bright 
and  g'.adsome  as  Tennyson's  running  Brook  that  sang  its  way 
to  the  sea. 

Monsignor  DoKard  was  in  many  respects  an  ardent  Canad- 
ian. He  pridefully  watched  Canada  grow  from  the  green  sap- 
ling into  a  tree  of  timber  size  and  emerge  from  colonialism 
into  full-orbed  nationhood.  During  a  priesthood  of  fifty  years 
he  lived  under  five  Popes,  five  Archbishops  and  held  three  pas- 
torates who^e  flocks   he  numbered  with   the  friends  he  loved 
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best.  In  the  long'  stretch  of  fifty  ordination  anniversaries  he  gave 
to  the  Archdiocese  of  Toronto  the  labours  of  his  first  and  second 
prime  and  the  rich  harvest  of  his  autumn  days.  During-  this 
long  period  of  time-  he  remained  on  the  gold  standard,  a  true 
and  faithful  witness  of  Christ. 

To  him  it  was  always  a  matter  of  regret  that  Canada  had 
so  few  correspondents  at  Olympus  and  that  the  Muses  so  rarely 
visited  our  shores.  He  once  revealed  to  the  writer  that  Canada 
needed  a  thousand  poets  to  emblazon  the  beauty  of  mountain, 
lake  and  river  and  unfold  her  diversified  natural  charms. 

But  why  did  not  this  poet-priest  enrich  the  story  of  Can- 
ada with  verse  and  rhyme?  His  bardic  robes  were  woven  in 
Ireland  and  his  ^luse  spoke  in  the  dialect  of  the  ancient  Gael. 

Though  he  lived  more  than  two-thirds  of  his  life  in  Can- 
ada the  land  that  gave  him  his  first  welcome  into  the  world 
continued  to  hold  a  special  place  in  his  affection.  He  dreamily 
talked  of  Ireland  as  a  land  of  enchantment  where  nature  is 
more  kindly  and  intimate  than  it  is  anywhere  else.  In  his  long 
sojourn  of  over  fifty  years  in  Canada,  he  was  never  unmindful 
of  the  land  of  his  birth.  He  sang  her  virtues  when  she  was 
emaciated  and  in  rags  as  well  as  in  the  day  of  her  triumph 
when  she  wore  her  Easter  robes.  It  was  the  democracy  of  his 
patriotism  that  included  all  levels  of  Irish  life  from  the  tinker, 
the  piper  and  the  still-owner  to  the  chieftain  and  the  king  that 
inspired  the  handsome  tribute  paid  to  Sliav-na-mon  by  William 
O'Brien  of  the  Irish  Party,  himself  a  poet  and  an  author. 

"Two  Irish  i)riests  are  at  this  moment  setting  the  example 
of  what  men  who  combine  literary  ardour  with  a  passionate 
love  of  their  people  can  do  to  give  the  world  some  glimpse  of 
the  charms  of  the  true  Irish  temperament,  horizon,  and  spirit- 
world.  Father  P.  A.  Sheehan's  famous  book,  'My  New  Curate' 
gives  perhaps  the  boldest  as  well  as  the  truest  picture  ever 
painted  of  the  Irish  priest  and  his  people,  in  habit  as  they  live. 
Father  Bollard,  the  author  of  this  book  of  lyrics  treats  Irish  life 
and  sentiment  through  the  more  glowing  medium  of  verse,  and 
with  the  intensified  passion  of  an  exile  from  his  native  land. 
The    grass-grown    Irish    villages,    whose    very    names    set   his 
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tliouglits  to  niusic.  appear  to  liim  through  an  enchanted  at- 
mosphere of  recollections  and  regrets  which  gives  a  touch  of 
consecration  too  often  lost  for  those  to  whom  the  dull  realities 
suggest  no  more  than  the  yellow  primrose  did  to  Peter  Bell. 

Here  and  there  a  verse  may  be  as  frankly  unadorned  as  the 
peasant  cabins  themselves  in  their  homely  cloaks  of  thatch, 
but  every  line  rings  true  to  life  and  home  and  with  the  tone  as 
heart-moving  as  the  Angelus  which  holds  Millet's  peasants  in 
its  spell.  Father  Dollard  moreover  possesses  the  quality  which 
alone  is  wanting  among  the  perfections  of  the  'New  Curate,' 
namely,  a  wholehearted  sympathy  with  the  national  yearning 
of  his  people.  The  simple  explanation  to  me  at  least  of  the 
dismal  fate  (  f  all  the  more  or  less  Anglified  'New  Curate's' 
projects  for  con(|uering  the  inveterate  stagnation  of  the  village 
life  around  him  is  his  failure  to  appreciate  the  aspirations 
which  are  the  peojile's  terrestrial  breath  of  life  and  the  politi- 
cal conditions  which  set  young  men  either  tipping  with  Jem 
Deady,  or  learning  the  goose-step  by  moonlight  under  the  com- 
mand of  the  village  tailor.  Father  Dollard  understands  well 
these  two  types  of  Irish  character,  and  sees  perfectly  how  a 
healthy  national  enthusiasm  could  regulate  the  excesses  of 
both  and  render  Irish  life  as  full  of  manly  energy  as  it  is  of  na- 
tional charm  and  poetic  sensibility." 

If  the  fondest  wish  of  the  late  pastor  of  Lourd-es  to  return 
to  his  native  Kilkenny  of  which  he  wrote  in  his  Moondharrig 
by  the  Suir : 

The  days  are  slow  to  come 
And  I  longing  to  be  home. 

In  the  County  of  Kilkenny — in  ^lodudharrig  by    the    Suir, 

was  not  to  be,  yet  his  resting  place  was  not  ill-chosen.  He  sleeps 
with  the  anointed  dead  of  former  companions  within  speaking 
distance  of  St.  Augustine's  Seminary  in  a  grave  overlooking  the 
blue  waters  of  Lake  Ontario,  where  the  .sun  beams  rest  in  the 
hope  of  a  glorious  morrow. 
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BRIEF  TRIBUTE  TO  AN  HONOURED  PRIEST 

(The  Laie  Right  Rev.  J.  B.  Dollard,  Litt.D.) 
By  FREDERICK  B.  FENTON 

KTXD.  gifted  priest,  too  soon  vour  pen 
Is  laid  down,  when  the  world  needs  most 
Minds  of  yonr  calibre  and  ken ; 

Too  soon  your  sun  sets  on  Life's  coast. 

And  yet  its  light's  not  wholly  fled ; 

Upon  Time's  burnished  scroll  you  leave 
The  impress  of  your  thoughts,  there  shed, 

To  long  out-last  the  loss  we  grieve. 

The  harp  you  trained  rang  Irish  strains; 

Much  more,  where  Beauty  wandered  wide, 
Its  chords  were  heard  in  rich  refrains 

That  touched  the  heart  on  every  side. 

And  Canada  gives  tribute  due 

To  you  for  your  impassioned  rhyme, 
Wlience  frequent  inspiration  drew 

The  poets  of  our  northern  clime. 

In  stoi'ied  honour  shall  endure 

Your  fervent  themes  —  each  noble  trait 

That  make  your  star  fixed  and  secure, 
Uphold  the  name  we  venerate. 
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THE   SEA    OF  GALILEE 

By  RIGHT  REV.  JAMES  B.  DOLLARD.  Litt.D. 

ALL  DAY  in  weary  pilgrimage  we  toiled 
Along  the  rough  and  thorny  road  that  winds 
Down  the  bleak,  sterile  .step})es  from  Thabor's  height, 
And  sad  were  we  and  spent.     Then  suddenly 
As  tlie  sun  neared  his  setting,  we  beheld 
The  Koman  tower  of  Tiberius 
Builded  by  Ilerod  Antipas  to  mark 
The-  fame  of  Drnsius.     Soon  all  the  town 
Sprang  into  view,  and  clear  behind  its  roofs 
In  sun-lit  pomp,  and  splendour  opaline, 
Shone  the  white  reaches  of  the  lake  oft-named 
Genesereth — but  wliieh  the  Apostles  called 
The  Sea  of  Galilee — a  glorious  sight 
That  all  our  dreary  journeying  repaid 
And  raised  our  thoughts  to  Heaven!    To  the  north 
Bethsaida  and  Capernaum  were  seen 
And  more  remote  Charazin,  all  decayed. 
And  Dalmanutha — villages  where  Christ 
Worked  many  miracles.    ]\Iore  near  to  view 
Appeared  the  little  town  of  ^lagdala 
Where  Mary,  who  became  a  saint  of  God. 
Was  born.    And  straight  from  out  the  pebbled  shore 
Arose  a  mountain  beautiful  to  see 
With  slight-indented  summit,  where  a  road. 
All  white  and  smooth,  wound  thro'  the  fragrant  glass 
And  vari-coloured  flowers.     This  is  named 
In  the  Arabic  language,  ]\Iount  Mattine, 
But  known  to  Christians  by  a  title  grand — 
"The  Mount  of  the  Beatitudes,"  where  Christ 
Spoke  deathless  words!   The  hush  of  evening  fell 
Over  the  holy  lake,  and  sunset  hues 
Tinted  the  sleeping  wave,  wdiose  molten  fires 


148 ST.  JOSEPH  LILIES 

The  skies  out-rivalled.    Ah  I  in  such  an  eve 

Of  old  He  walked  upon  the  waters  here, 

Or  with  His  loved  disciples,  in  a  boat 

Passed  out  from  land.     The  soul  doth  faint  to  think 

He  gazed  upon  these  places !    Even  now 

INIayhap  He  walks  ag-ain,  with  Peter,  here 

And  James  and  John!    I  see  a  form  that  moves 

Clad  in  white  raiment  on  the  further  shore  I 

What  wild  and  rapturous  fancy  thrills  my  soul! 

Be  still,  my  heart! — "If  thi.s — if  this  were  Christ!" 


THE  SWEET  RIVER  SUIR 

By  RIGHT  REV.  JAMES  B.  BOLLARD.  Litt.D. 

" The  gentle  Shure  that  making  way 

By  sweet  Clonmel,  adorns  rich  Waterford." 
Spencer's  Faerie  Queen,  Book  IV,  Canto  XI. 

FRO^I  Devil's  Bit  to  Tuurles.  from  Ci-olden  unto  Cahir. 
By  castle-crowned  Ardfiuan  running  pure 
Past  Carrick  and  Kilsheelan,  ever  sparkling',  ever  wheeling 
Flow  the  waters  of  the  sweet  river  Suir. 

The  Galtees  and  Sheveardagh  send  their  tributes  to  its  flood 
The  Anner  comes  from  storied  Sliav-na-mon 

The   sunshine    and    the    shadows   follow    fast    across    the 
meadows 
Till  the  dews  o'  the  morn  are  gone. 

By  rich  flowery  fields  of  the  pleasant  goldeu  vale 
By  broken  Norman  tower  and  hamlet  white 

The  waters  of  the  Suir  saddest  bosom  would  allure 
As  they  dance  in  the  sun's  meUow  ligiit. 

The  winds  croon  and  sob  thro'  ruined  abbey  walls 
Low  music  floats  from  every  fairy-mound 

And  wierd,  haunting  rhymes  of  long-forgotten  times 
In  the  flowing  of  the  Suir  resound. 
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In  cool,  sheltered  glens  where  frlossy  hazels  nod 

The  wild  linnet  thrills  a  joyful  lay 
The  thrush  and  blackbird  singinp-.  .sweetest  melodies 
are  flinging 

Thro'  brier-scented  groves  all  day. 

"Tis  there  now  I'd  be.  for  my  heart  is  ever  there, 
Where  Tippreary  and  Kilkenny  plains  stretch  out 

Whei-e  the  rival  Gaels  are  dashing,  and  the  stalwart 
hurlers'  clashing 
Is  heard  above  tlie  tlirong's  great  shout. 

Ah  fair  is  Killarney.  whei'e  the  smile  of  God  is  seen 
And  dear  to  me  thy  woodlands  Glenmahire 

But  when  this  life  is  ended  and  dust  with  dust  is  blended 
Let  me  rest  bv  the  sweet  river  Suir. 


SUMMER    IN    IRELAND 

By  RIGHT  REV.  JAMES  B.  BOLLARD,  Litt.D. 

THE  white  roads  curve  "neath  banks  which  over-lean, 
Laden  with  woodbine  and  the  pink  sweet-brier; 
A  lark,  above  the  gorseland,  soaring  higher 
Trills  melody,  and  gladness,  too,  I  ween  I 
Gold-crested  bees  invade  the  pastures  green ; 
AVild  thyme  and  scent  of  violets  conspire 
To  make  the  place  a  land  of  Heart's  desire. 
While  sun  and  flying  shade  traverse  the  scene ! 

Like  sentinels  around,  the  brooding  hills. 

Heavy  with  portents  from  the  mournful  Past 
Look  down  all  day.    Their  glamorous  presence  fills 

With  pleasant  sadness,  till  the  tears  fall  fast ; 
And  fairy  music  from  their  bosom  thrills 

And  fairy  spells  whose  joys  all  pain  out-lasts! 
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FORTY    HOURS 

THE  clustering  altar-lights  are  all  ablaze. 
Like  winter  stars  that  throng  the  studded  sky; 
Their  lustre  o'er  the  golden  monstrance  plays, 
And  o'er  the  brazen  lamps  that  flicker  .nigh. 
Each  flower,  white  and  red. 
And  purple,  bows  its  head. 
Distilling  faint,  sweet  perfumes  to  the  Lord 

Who  sits  enthroned  now,  our  hope  and  high  reward! 
Peace  lingers  here,  like  Heaven's  gracious  smile. 

And  odour  of  frankincense,  since  the  ]\Iass. 
AYhen  canopied  adown  the  adoring  aisle. 
']^Iid  sighs  of  love  and  jH'ayer  He  did  pass  I 
Xo  jarring  note  or  sound 
Doth  shock  the  quiet  round. 
But  breathless  worship  and  that  holy  dread 

That  thrilled  the  prostrate  Three  on  Thabor's  tranced 
head ! 
That  incense-breath,  dear  Jesus,  doth  it  call 

Remembrance  of  the  Temple's  gorgeous  fane, 
AVlien  first  (Thy  Father's  voice  o'er  mastering  all) 
Thou  three  long  days  there  teaching  didst  remain? 
Those  blossom  odours  sweet. 
Remind  Thee  when  Thy  feet 
At  Nazareth  did  tread  the  flowery  lea, 

And  thou  didst  glimpse  afar  the  blue  of  Galilee? 
Sweet  Jesus,  from  The  Heavens  blazoned  fair. 

Where  guarding  stand  the  blinding  seraphim, 
All  earthly  jiomps  to  Thee  shows  poor  and  bare. 
And  all  our  vaunted  lights  obscure  and  dim; 
But  sinless  souls  that  love 
Are  grace-lit  from  Above, 
And  sinner's  tears  are  what  Thy  Heart  desires. 

Balm  to  its  throbbing  wound — suaging  its  love-born 
fires ! 

Rev.  James  B.   Dollard,  Litt.   D. 
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FEAST  OF  THE  PALMS 

II  7 AY  for  the  Lord  and  King 
"»  Who  rul-es  the  earth  and  sky; 

Let  your  Hosannas  ring- : 
Tlie  Lord.  He  passeth  by  I 

"Where  be  your  lord  and  king? 

There  comes  not  troop  nor  train, 
Nor  distant  seen,  liis  lances  sheen. 

To  tiash  like  sunkissed  rain." 

"Where  be  his  camels,  decked 

In  gold  that  flames  afar? 
Or  khans  that  ride  in  Orient  pride 

Behind  his  scimitar-?" 

Our  King  is  not  of  eartli. 

He  needs  not  guarding  spears ; 
His  whisper  thrills  the  seas  and  hills 

His  mandate  shakes  the  spheres ! 

He  Cometh  not  in  pomp. 

And  hides  His  Glory's  rays; 
But  when  shall  sound  the  vibrant  Trump 

Who  then  shall  bear  His  gaze? 

Way  for  the  Lord  and  King 
Who  rules  the  earth  and  sky; 

Let  your  Hosannas  ring; 
The  Lord  He  passeth  by ! 

Rev.  J.  B.  Bollard.  Litt.  D. 


ffiommunitg 


Tlie  i-eremonies  of  Reception  and  Profession  were  held  on 
March  19th. 

At  9  :30  a.m.  the  Chapel  and  vestibule  were  filled  with  re- 
latives and  friends  of  the  eight  young  ladies  who  were  to  re- 
ceive the  Habit.  The  inspiring  procession  of  white-robed  brides 
with  their  dainty  little  attendants,  preceded  by  the  Cross  Bear- 
er and  followed  by  the  Clergy,  made  its  way  to  the  front  of 
the  Chapel.  The  officiant.  Right  Reverend  AV.  A.  McCann,  as- 
sisted by  Rev.  F.  C.  Robinson,  blessed  the  Habits.  The  sermon 
was  delivered  by  Rev.  J.  F.  MeCaft'rey,  S.J.,  who  spoke  elo- 
quently and  forcefully  of  the  characteristics  of  "true  love."  He 
stressed  tlie  reality  of  the  sacrifice  implied  by  the  visible  act 
and  reminded  his  audience  that  those  who  follow  Christ  closely 
must  necessarily  sacrifice  self  continually. 

The  ceremony  proper  was  quickly  over  and  when  the  "new 
Sisters"  stood  before  the  Officiant  they  were  given  their  names 
in  Religion.  Rev.  M.  Allen,  brother  of  one  of  the  newly  re- 
ceived, then  celebrated  Holy  Mass. 

Those  who  were  received  with  their  names  in  Religion  are: 
Miss  Mary  Bering.  St.  Catharines,  Ont.,  Sister  Mary  Claudia; 
Miss  Teresa  Sheelian.  St.  Catharines,  Out.,  Sister  Mary  Peter; 
Miss  Teresa  O'Brien,  St.  Catharines.  Out.,  Sister  James  Marie; 
Miss  Marie  Allen.  Toronto,  Sister  Martha  Ann ;  Miss  Camilla 
Kelly,  Toronto.  Sister  Mary  Michael  Vincent ;  Miss  Kathleen 
Carey.  Toronto,  Sister  ]\Iary  Richard  ;  ]\Iiss  Inez  ]\IaeDonald, 
Estevan,  Saskatchewan,  Sister  ^lary  Leonard;  ^liss  ]\Iildred 
Conway,  Toronto.  Sister  Mary  St.  Patrick. 

The  same  morning  before  the  Community  Mass,  Rev.  P. 
Mueller  presiding  at  the  Ceremony,  the  following  novices  pro- 
nounced their  first  Annual  Vows :  Sister  Mary  Terrenee  Murphy, 
Kerrobert,  Saskatchewan;  Sister  M.  Teresa  MacDonald,  Plato, 
Saskatcliewaii :  Sister  ]\I.  Columba  ^latheson,  Sudbury,  Ontario; 
Sister  Jeanne  Mai-ie  De  Luca.  Toronto;  Sister  ]\Iary  Jane 
Trimble.  Toronto;  Sister  'SI.  Dympna  Conway.  Toronto;  Sister 
]\Iary  Michael  Codarini,  Toronto;  Sister  Paul  Marie  Killora)i, 
Sudbniy;  Sister  ^I.  St.  Fi-ancis  Hayes,  Toronto. 
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On  Laetare  Sunday,  March  24.  Sister  Norberta  celebrated 
the  Diamond  Anniversary  of  her  entrance  to  Religious  Life. 
At  St.  Joseph's  on  the  Lake,  where  Sister  resides,  it  was  a  daj^ 
of  double  rejoicing  and  quiet  happiness.  High  Mass  was  cele- 
brated by  Reverend  Father  Lyons.  S.F.M.  Sisters  and  friends 
came  to  offer  sincere  congratulations  to  our  Reverend  Sister. 

From  London,  Ontario,  greetings  of  special  warmth  were 
recf^ived  from  her  sister.  Reverend  Mother  Constance,  Superior 
General  of  St.  Joseph's  Community.  An  unexpected  visit  from 
her  brother,  Reverend  Father  Dunn,  S.J..  added  another  and 
deeper  joyous  note  to  the  beautiful  anniversary. 

Our  Lady  of  Mercy  Hospital,  March  19,  was  the  scene  of 
Sister  Helen's  Diamond  Anniversary.  Solemn  High  Mass  was 
celebrated  in  the  beautiful  convent  chapel  by  her  nephew.  Rev- 
erend Leo  Toomey.  assisted  by  Reverend  Thomas  Toomey, 
brother  of  the  celebrant.  Rt.  Rev.  Msgr.  Fraser  and  Rt.  Rev. 
]\Isgr.  Brennan  were  present  for  the  joyous  occasion.  Relatives, 
friends  and  former  pupils  came  to  offer  congratulations  to  the 
happy  Jubiliarian.    It  was  a  day  of  rejoicing. 

St.  Joseph's  Lilies  tenders  greetings  and  sincere  congratu- 
lations to  our  esteemed  Jubilarians.  AVe  wish  them  many  more 
years  of  prayerful,  joyous  service. 


St.  Jo.seph  Lilies  tenders  sincere  congratulations  to  a  valu- 
ed contributor,  the  Right  Rev.  Roy  Me-Donald.  D.D..  on  the  oc- 
casion of  his  Silver  Jubilee  of  the  priesthood  and  of  his  investi- 
ture as  Domestic  Prelate  by  His  Excellency  Most  Rev.  Norbert 
Robichaud  in  St.  Bernard's  Church.  Moncton,  New  Brunswick, 
Mav  fifteenth. 


On  June  ninth  in  St.  Patrick's  Church.  Columbus,  Ohio,  a 
Solemn  Mass  of  Thanksgiving  was  offered  by  the  Rev.  Edmond 
C.  McEniry,  O.P.,  on  the  twenty-fifth  anniversary  of  his  ordin- 
ation. Rev.  McEniry  is  a  valued  literary  contributor  of  St. 
Joseph  Lilies.     Sincere  congratulations! 


' '  Our  Lady 's  Digest ' '  appeared  for  the  first  time  in  May  and 
is  edited  by  Rev.  Stanley  Matusewski  of  the  Missionary  Fathers 
of  La  Salette.  It  is  devoted  to  Marian  articles  chosen  from 
Catholic  periodicals,  books  and  magazines. 
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"Laetatus  sum  in  liis  quae  dicta  sunt  mihi."  It  is  no  small 
cause  of  joy  to  us,  as  to  all  the  friends  of  Rig-ht  Rev.  ]\Ionsignor 
Edward  Brenuan,  Vicar  General  of  the  Archdiocese  of  Toronto, 
to  learn  of  the  new  dignity  conferred  on  him,  in  his  being  nam- 
ed Protonotary  Apostolic  at  the  recent  Consistory  in  Rome-. 
And  our  hearts  rejoice  with  you  too,  Right  Reverend  ^lonsig- 
nors,  who  have  recently  swelled  the  number  of  Domestic  Pre- 
late-s  of  the  Archdiocese.  It  is  then  with  most  sincere  senti- 
ments and  justifiable  pride  that  St.  Joseph  Lilies  offer  to  Rt. 
Rev.  J.  M.  Castex,  DP.;  Rt.  Rev.  AY.  J.  Egan,  DP.;  Rt.  Rev.  J. 
O'Connor,  D.P. ;  Rt.  Rev.  :\I.  AV.  Cullinane,  D.P. ;  Rt.  Rev.  C.  W. 
James.  D.P. ;  Rt.  Rev.  G.  J.  Kirbv,  D.P. ;  Rt.  Rev.  T.  J.  Manlev, 
D.P.;  Rt.  Rev.  W.  T.  Davis.  D.P.;  Rt.  Rev.  J.  A.  McDonagh, 
D.P.;  Rt.  Rev.  F.  Y.  Allen.  D.P.  heartfelt  congratulations. 
May  this  crowning  of  your  years  of  service  to  the  Church  in 
Toronto  be  a  prelude  of  what  the  future  holds  for  you. 


The  many  friends  of  ^lonsignor  Joseph  A.  McDonagh  have 
d<iuble  cause  for  joy  these  Spring  days  as  glad  tidings  of  his 
election  a.s  a  Domestic  Prelate  mingle  with  the  silver  chiming 
as  the  bells  ring  out  the  twenty-fifth  anniversary  of  his  ordina^ 
tion  to  the  priesthood. 

Monsignor  McDonagh  has  often  been  a  contributor  to  the 
Lilies  and  contributions  from  so  gifted  a  pen  are  welcome 
indeed  in  our  pages.  It  is  with  the  warmest  sincerity  that  we 
offer  him  our  felicitations  on  both  his  new  appointment  and  his 
Silver  Anniversarv.       Ad  ]\Iultos  Annos! 


Another  friend  and  contributor  to  the  Lilies,  Father 
Francis  C.  Young,  of  St.  Juliana's  Parish,  Chicago,  also  cele- 
brated his  Silver  Anniversary  in  ]\Iay.  Father  Young  is  well 
known  as  a  poet  and  a  man  of  letters.  The  Lilies  offer.s  him 
sincere  congratulations  and  the  earnest  wish  that  he  may  hap- 
pily see  the  silver  years  turn  to  gold  as  he  continues  to  employ 
heart  and  hand  in  the  service  of  his  Beloved. 


The  Lilies  offers  heartfelt  congratulations  to  Father  P.  J. 
IMcGrath.  O.M.I.,  on  the  occa.sion  of  the  Golden  Anniversary  of 
his  ordination  to  the  priesthood.  The  Sisters  of  St.  Joseph  have 
particular  cause  to  enter  into  Father  McGrath's  jubilation, 
since  Father  was  Pastor  in  Prince  Rupert  when  their  first  con- 
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vent  was  opened  there,  and  many  were  the  kindnesses  which 
they  experienced  from  his  thoupht  and  care.  We  understand 
Father  McGrath  is  to  spend  his  oolden  day  with  his  brother, 
Bishop  McGrath,  in  Baker  City,  Oregon.  May  God  bless  that 
dav  and  jjive  him  many  more  in  the  service  of  his  Master. 


Seventy-five  delegates  of  Niagara  Peninsula  attending  the 
Sodality  Convention  were  guests  at  St.  Miehael's  Hospital  for 
luncheon  served  by  the  sodalists  in  Assembly  Room. 

St.  Michael's  nurses  cabled  greetings  to  our  Cardinal  ile- 
Guigan  in  Rome. 

On  February  l.^th.  Reverend  Mother  St.  Brigid.  spoke  to 
the  Student  Sodalists.  ]\Iiss  Patricia  Kennedy  replied  on  behalf 
of  the  nurses. 

On  March  15th,  the  preliminary  students  entertain-ed  the 
graduates,  and  on  17th  a  playlet,  musical  numbers  and  refresh- 
ments made  the  evening  a  happy  one. 

This  vear  Lectures  in  Religion  were  given  by  a  member  of 
the  faculty  of  S.M.C. 

On  the  eve  of  St.  Joseph's  Day.  Sister  Superior  gave  a  re- 
sume of  the  history  of  St.  Michael's  from  the  coming  of  the 
Sisters  to  Toronto. 

"Hamlet"  given  by  th-e  Senior  Class  on  April  12th,  was 
followed  by  initiation  of  24  preliminary  students. 

Rev.  Hugh  McGettigan.  S.F.M..  was  guest  speaker  at  the 
Sodality  Meeting,  April  15th. 

The  graduates  had  a  closed  week-end  Retreat  ^May  4  and 
5th. 

Graduates  and  student  nurses  attended  the  May  rededi- 
cation  devotions  in  St.  Michael's  Cathedral. 

Graduation  of  83  nurses  (the  largest  class  in  fifty-four 
vears)  was  held  June  4th  at  Convocation  Hall. 


OBITUARY 

Sister  M.  Cyrilla 

After  an  illness  of  a  few  we-eks.  Sister  Cyrilla  died  at  St. 
Joseph's  Hospital,  ]\Iay  5th.  The  deceased  Sister,  formerly 
INIargaret  Merrigan,  was  born  in  Tipperary.  Ireland,  a  daught- 
er of  the  late  AYilliam  Merrigan  and  Johanna  Quirk.  She  was 
educated  in  Ireland  and  came  to  Canada  in  1888,  entering  the 
Sisters  of  St.  Joseph  that  year.       Seven  years  ago,  on  the  oc- 
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easioii  of  her  Golden  Jubilee  she  returned  to  her  native  land  to 
visit  her  loved  family, — a  visit  of  real  joy  in  spite  of  the  inevit- 
able changes  of  fifty  years. 

For  the  greater  part  of  her  religious  life  of  almost  fifty- 
eight  years.  Sister  Cyrilla  laboured  at  the  House  of  Providence, 
holding  the  position  of  Assistant  for  some-  time  and  later  that 
of  Superior.  She  Avas  Superior  at  JNIount  St.  Joseph,  Richmond 
Hill,  for  the  past  decade  was  bursar  at  St.  Joseph's  Hospital. 
Not  only  did  she  give  invaluable  service  to  her  Community,  but 
her  worth  was  appreciated  by  all  who  knew  her,  and  so  whole- 
some was  her  influence  that  even  a  chance  meeting  made  one 
glad  to  have  crossed  her  path,  and  gave  a  renewed  sense  of  the 
beauty  of  simple  goodness.  Her  spirit  of  faith,  applied  to  the 
routine  happenings  of  daily  life,  often  found  expression  when 
difficulties  arose  in  the  quiet  assurance,  "God  will  provide !" 
Her  deep,  sincere  faith  found  its  true  outlet  in  charity,  for  she 
had  the  secret  of  being  "all  things  to  all  men," — a  cheerful 
greeting  and  a  warm  smile  were  the  preludes  of  a  kind  and 
sometimes  motlierly  interest  in  those  with  whom  she  came  in 
contact.  The  residents  of  the  House  of  Providence,  employees 
of  the  Hospital,  business  men  with  whom  she  dealt,  all  found 
Sister  Cyrilla  a  good  friend  and  after  her  death  many  gave  evi- 
dence of  a  lasting  gratitude. 

The  celebrant  of  the  Solemn  Requiem  ]\Iass  was  Reverend 
W.  P.  ]\Ieagher,  Lindsay,  formerly  of  Emily,  Tipperary  and 
life-long  friend  of  the  deceased  Sister's  family.  Rev.  E.  J. 
Ryan  was  Deacon;  Rev.  J.  Keelor,  Sub-deacon. 

Of  Sister  Cyrilla's  immediate  family  there  survive  two 
brothers,  James  Merrigan,  Tipperary,  Ireland,  and  John,  a 
member  of  the  Brothers  of  the  Holy  Ghost,  Blackrock  College, 
Co.,  Dublin ;  two  sisters,  Mrs.  J.  Purcell,  Emily,  Tipperrary, 
and  Sister  M.  Elizabeth.  Mercy  Hospital,  Cashel,  Tipperary; 
three  nephews  are  priests  in  England.  A  cousin,  Miss  Mary 
Glavin,  Albanv,  X.Y.,  attended  the  funeral.      R.I. P. 


Sister  M.  Lutigarde 

Although  in  failing  health  for  some  years.  Sister  M.  Luti- 
garde had  been  attending  to  her  duties  until  a  week  previous 
to  lier  entry  into  St.  ^Michael's  Hospital.  Early  on  the  morning 
of  June  5th  she  suffered  a  coronary  thrombosis,  received  the 
Last  Sacraments  and  died  a  few  liours  later. 

The  deceased  Sister,  formei'ly  Bertha  Lapp,  daughter  of  the 
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late  Mr.  and  Mr.s.  George  Lapp,  was  born  in  Cobourg\  Ontario. 
At  an  early  age  she  entered  St.  Joseph's  and  was  privileged  to 
have  almost  forty-nine  years  of  service — years  in  which  to 
give  back  to  God  all  his  gifts  to  her.  For  more  than  four  de- 
cades she  taught  with  marked  success  in  Toronto  schools,  in 
St.  Catharines,  Merriton  and  Oshawa.  When  unable  to  return 
to  the  classroom  she  gladly  assumed  lighter  duties  at  the 
Mother  House  and  availed  herself  of  countless  opportunities  to 
practise  charity  and  kindness  towards  her  more  active  Sisters. 
Throughout  Sister  Lutigarde  accepted  her  cross  with  patience 
and  that  cheerful  resignation  which  bespeaks  a  simple  faith 
and  childlike  confidence  upheld  by  a  spirit  of  prayer. 

Of  the  deceased's  immediate  family  there  survive  one 
brother,  Mr.  Edward  Lapp,  St.  ]\Iary's,  Ontario,  and  two  sisters, 
Mrs.  Mina  Leonard,  Cobourg,  and  ]\Irs.  Irene  Byres.  Toronto, 
to  whom  we  offer  sincere  sympathy. 

Solemn  ]\Iass  of  Requiem  was  celebrated  in  St.  Joseph's 
Convent,  June  seventh,  bv  Rev.  L.  A.  McCann  C.S.B.,  assisted 
by  Rev.  J.  McLaughlin,  C.S.B..  and  Rev.  T.  M.  Miller.  C.S.B.. 
as  Deacon  and  Sub-Deacon. 


STARS  IN  KINGSWAY 

Stars  in  a  summer  sky. 
And  in  the  pavement  grey 
There  twinkle  granite  stars 
All  the  way. 

And  so  stars  shine  in  Heaven 
And  twinkle  underneath   .... 
....  Yea,  strewn  with  stars  the  road 
To  death. 

V.  Davrell. 
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111  the  evening  of  May  thirty-first  in  the  Common  Room, 
the  Executive  of  the  Alumnae  held  a  reception  and  tea  for  the 
graduates  of  '46.  Mrs.  J.  A.  Thompson  and  Mrs.  F.  Pujolas 
poured  tea. 

We  regret  two  active  members  of  our  executive  have  mov- 
ed out  of  town,  Mrs.  Bruce  Wright  to  Montreal  and  ]\Irs.  P.  H. 
Payette  to  Detroit.  They  have  been  and  will  be  missed  in  our 
work. 

Our  sincere  sympathy  is  offered  to  Miss  Viola  Lyon  of  our 
P^xecutive  Committee  on  the  d^eath  of  her  mother.  Holy  ]\[ass 
lur.  been  offered  for  the  repose  of  her  soul. 

Mable  Abrev,  President. 
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St.  Joseph's  Alumnae  has  nominated  Miss  Mable  Abi'ey, 
President  of  the  Alumnae,  as  their  delegate  to  the  Canadian 
Federation  of  Convent  Alumnae  Convention  to  be  held  in  Mon- 
treal next  August. 

Mrs.  Shirley  McDonald  has  returned  to  Oslo,  Norway, 
with  her  husband,  who  is  in  diplomatic  Service. 

The  Editor  from  OUR  VIXEYARD  "Vinayalya"  Andheri, 
Bombay,  wrote  and  asked  to  be  put  on  the  Exchange.  They 
enjoy  the  Lilies  and  we  are  pleased  the  magazine  is  appreci- 
ated. 

»       *       * 

Visitors  to  St.  Joseph's,  Toronto : 

Gerry  Kane  who  was  in  Toronto  visiting  her  new  niece, 
Donna  ]\Iarie.  C4erry  tells  us  of  seeing  Mrs.  Haffey  (Freda 
Ilorgan)  in  Valleyfield,  and  Marion  her  sister. 

Miss  Marion  Ball  with  her  grandparents,  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Ball, 
to  spend  a  month  in  Toronto  with  Mrs.  A.  J.  Thompson. 

Mrs.  McDonald  (Irene  Richard)  down  on  a  visit  from  Sud- 
bury, Ontario. 

*       *       # 

CONGRATULATIONS 

To  Mrs.  J.  A.  McDonagh  on  the  appointment  of  her  son 
Frank  to  the  position  of  Countv  Court  Judse  of  the  County  of 
York. 

To  Mrs.  M.  0 "Grady  on  the  ordination  of  her  son  Rev.  Mart- 
in E.  0 'Grady  to  the  priesthood.  Rev.  Martin  0 'Grady  cele- 
brated his  first  mas,s  in  his  parish  church.  St.  Vincent  de  Paul, 
Toronto. 

Congratulations  to  Colleen  Sadler,  a  young  gifted  pianist, 
on  her  recent  recital  when  she  presented  a  program  of  taxing 
technical  requirements.  Colleen  penetrated  the  complexities  of 
Chopin's  Sonata  in  B  Minor,  with  rare  skill  and  intelligent 
conception  of  its  rich  poetic  content.  Throughout  the  recital 
the  audience  was  impressed  not  only  with  the  artist's  finger 
technique  and  her  keen  sense  of  values  in  several  numbers,  but 
also  her  rhythmic  verve  and  sprightly  rendition.  Colleen  ex- 
hibited imagination  and  a  definite  flair  in  the  numbers  on  the 
program  which  needed  a  romantic  and  imaginative  mood. 
"NAVARRA"  by  Albeniz  concluded  the  recital  and  showed 
great  promise  ahead  of  this  youthful  musician. 

Colleen's  groundwork  at  St.  Joseph's  Convent,  and  her  in- 
.struction  under  Alberto  Guererro  have  borne  results  in  abund- 
antly rich  promises.    Again,  Congratulations,  Colleen ! 
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MARRIAGES 

Miss  Catherine  Ellen,  daughter  of  Mr.  and  Mrs.  C.    B. 
Estabrook,  to  Mr.  Charles  Vaydik,  Detroit,  Michigan. 

Miss   Monica    Flynn     (daughter    of    Isabel    McLaughlin 
Plvnn)  in  St.  Marv's  Church,  Barrie,  Ontario,  to  Captain  Paton, 

m'c. 

Miss  Estell-e  Tipping  to  ^Ir.  Alan  Graham  Thompson,  on 
June  15  in  St.  Vincent  de  Paul  Church,  Toronto. 

]\Iiss  Gabrielle  Dobias  to  ^Nlr.  Joseph  Neubauer  on  June  3 
in  St.  Mary's  Church,  Toronto. 

Miss  Prances   Clare   McBride  to   Mr.  Michael   Havey    of 
Arnprior,  Ontario,  on  June  3,  in  St.  Anthony's  Church. 


CONGRATULATIONS 

To  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Norman  Dobie  (Margaret  Kane)   in  St. 
Michael's  Hospital,  Toronto,  a  daughter,  Donna  Marie. 

To  ]Mr.  and  Mrs.  H.  K.  Fox  (Alice  Baechler)  Powassan,  a 
son,  in  St.  Joseph's  Hospital,  North  Bay,  Ontario. 


SYMPATHY  TO 

]\Irs.  Bernard  Mercer  (Albertine  Gravelle)  and  to  Peter 
on  the  death  of  a  husband  and  father. 

Mrs.  W,  J.  Seitz  (Margaret)  and  Joan  on  the  death  of 
their  mother,  Mrs.  Larkin  Maloney. 

Misses  Zita  and  Connie  Hurley,  Sister  St.  Cyril  and  Sister 
Mary  Inez  on  the  death  of  their  father. 

Sister  Mary  Gabriel,  Sister  Mary  of  the  Five  "Wounds,  and 
Dorothy  Meyer  on  the  death  of  their  father. 

Mrs.  A.  McDonagh  on  the  death  of  her  daughter,  Rhona 
McDonagh  Swift,  and  to  Mrs.  Kelly  (Aileen)  and  Mrs.  Shirley 
IMcDonald  (Pauline)  in  their  recent  bereavement. 

To  Sr.  St.  Peter  and  Mrs.  Bernard  Gravelle  Mercer,  on  the 
death  of  their  father,  Mr.  Peter  Gravelle. 

To  Sr.  M.  Celestine  on  the  death  of  her  sister.  Miss  Mary 
Kennedy. 

To  Sr.  Mary  Blanche  on  the  death  of  her  brother,  Mr. 
Stanlev  Watts. 
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EXTRACTS  FROM  LETTERS 

....  You  know,  I  have  practically  no  time  to  myself,  as  I  have 
had  the  pr-esidency  of  the  Catholic  Junior  League  for  the  past 
year,  and  if  the  President  is  not  a  good  worker  she  cannot  ex- 
pect her  executive  and  other  members  to  be  good  ones.  The 
position  was  certainly  wished  on  me  on  my  return  from  a  three 
month's  vacation.      I'll  tell  you  about  it  later 

Hilda  Sullivan 

....  I  had  the  pleasure  of  having  lunch  with  Edna  Mulqueen 
Warde,  her  husband,  father,  mother,  and  brother  Ed.  They 
were  here  for  her  brother's  we-dding  at  the  lovely  Gothic 
Church  of  the  Ascension,  Westmount.  I  loved  seeing  Edna 
again  and  meeting  her  charming  husband.  Paul.  The  years 
have  dealt  kindly  with  ^Ir.  and  Mrs.  Mulqueen  and  ^Irs.  Mul- 
queen is  still  very  pretty. 

Jo  Marion  Eraser 

*       *       * 

....  I  wish  you  could  have  been  with  Carol  and  me  last  Sat- 
urday evening.  There  was  a  wedding  in  our  church  at  seven 
o'clock,  and  I  took  Carol  to  see  it,  as  she  has  been  very  anxious 
to  see  one  and  our  service  is  very  short.  We  were  home  by  a 
quarter  to  eight.  She  was  thrilled  to  the  marrow !  Her  eyes 
nearly  popped  out.  and  she  didn't  miss  a  single  detail  of  the 
bride's  or  the  bridesmaid's  dresses,  which  were  very  beautiful. 
She  talked  in  whispers  while  the  wedding  party  retired  to  the 
vestry  to  sign  the  register.  "I  think  I'll  marry  Billy  when  I 
grow  up."  she  told  me.  (Billy  is  a  small  errand  boy  who  comes 
to  the  door  occasionally  from  the  corner  druggist's,  with  par- 
cels). I  urged  her  not  to  make  up  her  mind  just  yet.  as  there 
was  lots  of  time  and  she  would  probably  be  meeting  a  great 
many  people,  both  boys  and  girls,  before  it  was  time  for  her  to 
be  married.  "Can  you  pick  your  own  man?"  was  her  next  anx- 
ious question ;  and  her  face  cleared  when  I  assured  her  she 
could,  definitely.  "And  must  he  belong  to  your  Church?"  was 
her  next.  I  answered  in  the  negative.  "I'll  have  Bev  (her  best 
friend)  for  my  bridesmaid."  she  mused,  "in  blue,  I  think-or 
pink;  whichever  she  wants;  and  I  think  I'll  have  Clarke  (Car- 
ol's twenty  month  old  brother)  for  best  man."  The  idea  of 
our  rotund  and  noisy  Clarke  as  best  man  almost  finished  me, 
but  I  managed  to  whisper  that  choosing  the  best  man  would  not 
be  her  province;  the  groom  would  do  that.  ''Yes,  I  know,"  she 
said,  "but  I  think  maybe  he  would  be  willing  to  have  Clarke, 
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and  I  think  Clarke  would  make  a  lovely  best  man."  I  Avas  much 
entertained.  She  told  lier  Mummie  and  Daddy  all  about  it; 
also  about  her  plans  for  her  own  wedding.  Herb  (Carol's  fath- 
er) threw  his  hands  up.  "I  ask  you,"  he  moaned,  "what  chance 
have  we  poor  chaps  got.  when  they  begin  making  their  plans 
at  seven  vears  of  age?"     She  was  so  SAveet  and  earnest  about 

it  all.        '  M.C. 

*  »       * 

....  You  remember  visiting  the  Sacred  Heart  Church  where 
Father  Coakley  is  pastor?  Well,  recently  there  was  installed 
in  the  Church  a  very  large  new  window  in  the  clerestory  of  the 
church.  It  is  of  jeweled  glass,  and  the  story  it  tells  marks  a 
double  epoch  in  the  history  of  the  Catholic  Church.  The  spark- 
ling precious  medallion  of  rich  cobalt  blue  show^s  Pope  Leo 
the  Great,  meeting  Attila  some  1500  years  ago,  preventing  him 
from  over-running  Italy,  and  thus  saving  Rome  and  civilization. 

The  window  is  installed  to  commemorate  a  similar  action 
of  Pope  Pius  XII.  who  by  his  own  unaided  efforts  again  saved 
Rome  when  many  of  the  cities  of  Europe  lay  in  ruins  as  the 
result  of  artillery  and  air  bombing.  Had  not  this  traditional 
pi'otective  quality  of  the  Pope  been  exercised  when  Rome  was 
threatened,  it  would  today  be  at  least  in  ruins  as  irreparable 
as  are  Vienna,  Berlin,  Stalingrad,  Warsaw,  London,  Hamburg, 
Naples,  Palermo,  and  Genoa. 

The  new  Sacred  Heart  window  is  12  feet  in  width  and  26 
feet  in  height  and  it  forms  one  of  the  group  of  clerestory  win- 
dows depicting  the  salutary  influence  of  the  Popes  upon  civil- 
ization. The  emphasis  is  placed  on  a  large  medallion  of  pre- 
dominantly blue  glass,  thus  tying  it  in  with  the  aisle  window 
beneath,  which  is  predominantly  blue.  There  is  not  a  drop  of 
paint  on  the  window,  all  the  color  being  a  part  of  the  glass  it- 
self as  it  was  being  made.  The  remaining  medallions  are  of 
magnificently  conceived  geometric  patterns,  of  pearl  gray 
Xorman  slabs  of  glass,  with  the  designs  worked  out  in  colors 
running  through  the  whole  range  of  tones. 

The  fourteen  huge  clerestory  windows  are  all  of  different 
designs,  no  two  patterns  being  repeated.  The  windows  are  kept 
very  light,  to  i)ermit  the  church  to  be  used  at  all  hours  of  even 
the  darkest  days  without  any  artificial  light. 

H.  Mugele 

*  *       * 

....  We  had  the  happiness  of  a  short  visit  with  Mrs.  Ball. 
fJoan  Thompson)  the  daughter  of  the  National  President  of 
the  Women's  Auxiliary.  ]\Irs.  J.  A.  Thompson.     The  fine  mod- 
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ern  home  in  which  they  live  with  its  living-room  and  fire-place 
may  be  t^'pieal  of  the  district.  So  close  is  the  orchard  to  the 
house  that  you  might  lean  out  of  the  upstairs  bed-room  and 
pick  a  peach,  or  maybe  if  your  eyes  are  a  little  fruit  amateurish, 
it  may  be  one  of  those  peach  apricot  combinations  which  grow 
without  the  bothersome  fuzz.  The  views  from  here  a  little 
down  the  road  were  sweeping  in  their  grandeur  and  the  sur- 
roundings have  that  certain  Texan  quality  of  vast  proportions 
which  breed  a  race  with  sterling  bigness  in  it.  Yes,  this  is  quite 
a  place! 

^Mission  Page  in  Register. 

*       *       * 

....  The  National  President  of  Catholic  Church  Extension 
Societies  of  Canada  for  the  past  two  years  has  been  Mrs.  J.  A. 
Thompson,  wife  of  the  popular  vice-president  of  Seiberling's 
of  Canada.  During  her  term  of  office  there  has  been  unprece- 
dented expansion  and  activity  in  their  very  great  field  of  ac- 
complishment. Under  her  regency  the  work  of  Extension  lad- 
ies has  grown  apace.  We  think  that  no  one  has  any  idea  of  the 
vast  amount  of  nation-wide  missionary  duty  they  are  beginning 
to  take  over.  The  recent  formation  of  new  councils,  especially 
in  Winnipeg,  Victoria  and  three  sections  of  Toronto  demon- 
strates the  vitality  of  this  growing  movement.  Mrs.  Thompson's 
column  on  this  page  reflects  that  warm-hearted  love  of  the 
Church  which  unconsciously  translates  itself  into  the  greatest 
accomplishment  literary  minds  forever  seek — intimacy  with 
the  reader.  She  has  been  a  good  president.  Her  term  of  office 
has  produced  a  scintillating  succession  of  triumphs.  May  her 
work  velut  arhor  dcvo — grow  like  the  green  bay  tree. 

Canadian  Register. 

....  Have  you  read  Father  E.  C.  McEniry's  new  book  "THE 
SINNER'S  GUIDE  .'"  Maybe  it  has  not  reached  you  yet.  but 
I  am  enjoying  it  and  you  must  get  it.  It  is  a  translation  from 
the  Spanish  of  the  Venerable  Father  Louis  of  Granada,  O.P. 
You  remember  Father  McEniry's  "GOD  CARES  FOR  YOU" 
a  translation  from  the  same  author.     This  latest  book  is  even 

better  and  is  a  book  for  Saint  or  sinner The  procession 

at  St.  Dominic's  (Detroit.)  was  somewhat  different  from  the 
May  processions  in  St.  Joseph.  The  Boy's  Choir  led, 
ararnged  from  the  tallest  to  the  smallest.  Four  boys 
in  white  soutanes  and  skull  caps,  white  gloves,  deep 
gold  coloured  capes  and  girdles  Avere  in  front.  Three 
marched   abreast    with    candles    and     cross,     one,     alone,     be- 
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hind  them  with  his  Rosary,  then  two  by  two  came  a  great  many 
more  boys  in  w^hite  soutanes  with  scarlet  capes  and  girdles  and 
a  scarlet  button  on  their  caps,  next  came  the  girls  starting  w^ith 
the  smallest  and  finishing  with  the  maids  of  honour  in  long 
pastel  coloured  gowns  and  then  the  girl  who  crowned  Our 
Blessed  Lady.  She  (the  girl)  had  a  white  lace  dress  with  a 
long  train,  carried  by  a  tiny  boy,  a  small  girl  carrying  the 
crown  of  flowers  w^nt  ahead.  Then  came  the  altar  boys  in 
white  and  five  priests,  three  in  gold  vestments,  two  in  white 
robes.  Hvmns  were  sung,  Rosarv  and  Litanv  Novena  prayers 
to  St.  Jude  were  recited  and  after  the  "CORO'XATIOX"  a  dedi- 
cation prayer  preceded  Solemn  Benediction. 

Florence  ^Martin 

*  *       * 

"VVe  attended  evening  devotions  at   the  Shrine   of 

Good  St.  Anne  de  Beaupre  held  every  day  of  every  year,  rain 
or  shine,  fire,  flood  or  famine.  The  people  of  the  village  are 
not  numerous  but  at  least  two  hundred  attend  faithfully  each 
evening.  The  devotions  consist  of  the  Rosary,  a  folk  lore  hymn 
(brought  from  Brittany  by  shipwrecked  sailors  who  were 
stranded  on  the  banks  of  the  St.  Lawrence  river  at  this  Holy 
Spot)  a  sermon  of  ten  minutes,  closing  with  Benediction  of  the 

Blessed  Sacrament 

Alumna 

*  *       # 

....  Our  trip  from  Toronto  to  Saskatchewan  began  when  a 
cheerfully  inebriated  taxi-driver  called  for  us.  lender  his  guid- 
ance the  car  staggered  through  the  town  and  careened  to  dizzy 
stop  with  a  shrieking  of  angry  brakes  in  front  of  the  Station. 

As  the  bright  lights  of  the  City  faded,  we  could  scarcely 
convince  ourselves  that  we  were  truly  travelling  once  more  to- 
ward western  horizons — "out  where  the  west  begins."  In  the 
morning  the  rugged  northern  shoreline  of  northern  Lake  Su- 
perior rapidly  unfolded  itself  in  picturesque  panorama  as  our 
trans-Canada  train  sped  by,  and  before  we  had  awakened  to 
the  reality  of  the  trip  we  were  in  Winnipeg. 

From  there  a  few  hours'  journey  brought  us  into  the  wheat- 
fields  of  the  prairies.  The  flat,  rolling  countryside  was  covered 
with  a  green  carpet  of  growing  wheat.  How  thrilling  it  was 
to  see  the  far-distant  horizons  and  the  wide  open  spaces  of  the 
middle  west !  Here  was  that  strangely  irresistible,  inexplic- 
able charm  of  the  west — that  curious  attraction  that  makes 
those  who  know  it  not  ask,  "Whatever  CAN  be  the  appeal  of 
a  land  where  there  are  neither  trees  nor  lakes?"    Charm  there 
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is^  nonetheless,  provoking  in  its  elnsiveness  and  defiant  in  its 
resistance  to  analysis. 

We  had  intended  to  travel  west  to  Edmonton  and  north  to 
the  Peace  River  district,  bnt  not  one  step  beyond  Rosetown  did 

we  take In  1928.  when  the  corner-stone  of  the  Convent 

was  laid,  the  presiding  prelate  at  the  ceremony  prophesied  that 
in  years  to  come  the  non-Catholics  of  Rosetown,  a  Protestant 
town,  would  one  day  come  begging  the  Sisters  to  educate  their 
children. 

Then  the  convent  fell  upon  evil  days.  The  Sisters  of  the 
Sacred  Hearts  of  Jesus  and  ]\Iary,  (sister  congregation  of  the 
Order  to  which  Patlier  Damien  belonged)  came  to  Rosetown, 
some  from  sunny  France,  some  from  tropical  Honolulu.  The 
rigours  of  the  harsh  Avijiter  climate  coupled  with  the  financial 
difficulties  of  depression  years,  forced  the  good  Sisters  to 
withdraw.  For  a  long  period  the  convent  stood  empty  on  the 
outskirts  of  the  town,  a  lean,  gaunt  building,  far-  from  fulfilling 
the  destiny  prophesied  for  it. 

As  you  know,  in  1935,  the  Sisters  of  St.  Joseph  Avere  per- 
suaded to  take  over  the  convent.  Like  Cinderella's  fairy  god- 
mother, they  waved  a  magic  wand  over  the  place,  transform- 
ing it  from  an  ugly,  bleak  barracks  in  the  middle  of  a  wind- 
swept plai]i,  into  a  cozy  convent  school  surrounded  by  thriving 
poplar  and  maple  trees.  Moreover,  through  the  Sisters  the 
prophecy  has  been  realized.  There  is  no  rooni  in  the  school  for 
all  those  Catholics  and  non-Catholics  for  miles  around  the  town 
who  seek  admission  for  their  children 

In  Saskatoon  we  visited  St.  Thomas  ]\Iore  College  which  has 
made  rapid  progress  since  its  inception  in  1936.  You  would 
never  have  time  to  read  of  our  many  amusing  adventures  in 
Winnipeg,  of  the  interesting  people  we  met  along  the  w^ay. 
But,  believe  it  or  not,  one  of  the  nicest  features  of  the  journey 
was  our  home-coming,  for  we  realized  that 


"East  is  east  and  west  is  west 
And  here  the  twain  do  meet." 


Alumna 


■^ip^ 


tollefte 


BIOGRAPHIES 

MURIEL  ARTHUR  (Pass  Arts)— Muriel  came  to  us  from 
''across  the  way"  upon  graduation  from  St.  Joseph's  College 
School.  Enrolled  in  the  Pass  Course  she  has  devoted  to  it  all 
her  energies  and  talents.  Blest  as  she  is  with  a  deep  appreci- 
ation of  the  finer  things  of  life,  in  the  future  she  intends  to 
take  designing  and  music  more  seriously. 

ALICIA  BALZAC,  (Modern  Languages)— We  first  re- 
member Alicia  as  a  "Westerner"  in  '41.  Xow  she  is  graduating 
in  ^Modern  Languages  with  a  brilliant  scholastic  record.  At 
St.  Joseph's  she  has  taken  an  active  part  in  college  affairs.  This 
year  she  was  head  girl,  prefect  of  the  Sodality,  and  president 
of  the  Le  Cercle  Franeais.  We  hope  Alicia  will  pursue  gradu- 
ate work;  we  want  to  keep  that  cheerful  disposition  and  those 
powers  of  entertainment  nearer  than  Puerto  Rico. 

PATRICIA  FRANCES  CLARKE.  (Pass  Arts)— Patricia, 
the  "cherub"  of  our  College,  arrived  from  Bowmanville  in  1943 
and  after  three  full  years  of  debating,  school  work  and  many 
outside  activities,  she  still  has  her  youth  and  rosy  cheeks.  Pat, 
a  graduate  of  no  mean  ability,  regardless  of  her  nineteen  years, 
has  O.C.E.  looming  before  her. 

EVELYN  CRITELLI.  CModein  Language)  —  Evelyn 
graduated  from  Niagara  Falls  and  came  to  Varsity  in  Septem- 
ber '42.  Here  she  tempered  social  activities  with  the  tasks  of 
a  iModern  Language  Course.  As  president  of  St.  Joseph's  De- 
bating Congress  in  her  second  and  third  years,  she  revitalized 
this  society  by  drawing  up  the  constitution.  She  looks  forward 
to  a  future  in  the  business  world. 

ROSE-MARIE  CUNNINGHAM  (Pass  Arts) -Rose-Marie, 
the  "^Mighty  Mite"  of  the  Lower  Lecture  Hall,  has  taken  an  ac- 
tive i)art  in  Pass  Arts,  in  Athletics  and  in  Debating.     An  up- 
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TOP  ROW    (Left  to  Right) — Muriel  Arthur,  Alicia   Balzac.  Patricia 
Clarke,  Rose-Marie  Cunningham. 

MIDDLE     ROW — Evelyn     Critelli,     Mary    McEvenue.     Vera     Norry, 
Mary  O'Brien. 

BOTTOM  ROW — Carol  Riley,  Mary  Claire  Seitz.  Eileen  Slyne,  Claire 
Marie  Wall. 
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holder  of  St.  ^Miohaers  in  tennis  and  badminton,  Rose-Marie 
has  starred  in  basketball  each  y^ar, — this  year  a  Captain  of  the 
team  and  holder  of  the  Senior  "  T  ",  an  avid  member  of  Newman 
Club,  an  enthusiast  in  all  activities. 

MARY  McEVEXUE.  (Pass  Arts) -The  tall  brunette,  naive 
graduate,  the  ingenious  questioner  in  Religious  Knowledge 
classes. — that  is  Mary  McEvenue.  Since  Mary  came  to  Col- 
lege in  '43  from  the  College  School  she  has  been  a  favorite.  Her 
sense  of  humour  and  cheery  personality  have  enlivened  many 
a  dull  hour. 

VERA  XORREY.  (Pass  Arts) -Vera  Norrey?  She's  the 
dark-haired  girl — our  drama  rep — comes  from  "Woodstock — 
likes  Pass  Arts.  Avants  to  go  into  journalism.  But  we  can  never 
quite  know  where.  There  is  quiet  practicality  with  more  than  a 
dash  of  romance  in  her  make-up ;  there  is  gay  sociability  with 
a  large  measure  of  steadiness.  She's  Vera — because  she  smiles 
that  certain  way — because  we  like  to  tell  her  things — because 
she  makes  good  coffee. 

MARY  PATRICIA  O'BRIEX.  (Pass  Arts)— Mary  ''Se- 
cunda,"'  came  to  us  from  the  College  School  with  the  Alumnae 
Scholarship.  In  her  first  and  third  years  she  was  class  Presi- 
dent and  in  her  second,  St.  Joseph's  representative  on  the 
X^ewman  Club  executive.  She  can  easily  be  identified  by  her 
ingenious  combinations  of  double  blue,  knee  socks,  and  a  con- 
stant companion,  Pegis. 

CAROL  RILEY.  (Pass  Arts)— Our  Social  Directress  and 
the  "live-wire"  of  the  graduates,  Carol  Riley!  A  graduate  of 
the  College  School.  Carol  enrolled  in  the  Pass  Course  in  *43. 
Since  then  she  has  shown  an  active  interest  in  all  College  ac- 
tivities, especially  in  the  line  of  sports.  Her  winning  personal- 
ity and  friendly  manner  have  endeared  her  to  all.  The  future 
holds  O.C.E.  and  a  teaching  career. 

MARY  CLAIRE  SEITZ,  (Pass  Arts)— A  graduate  of 
S.J.C.S. — a  veteran  of  two  years'  service  in  the  WREXS — a 
tall,  red-haired  lass — a  favourite  with  all — that  is  ]\Iary  Claire. 
In  September,  '40,  she  came  to  College ;  in  September,  '43,  joined 
the  WREXS,  but  came  back  last  fall.  In  her  second  year  she 
Avas  President  of  Athletics  and  Vice-President  of  the  College 
S.A.C.  Tlie  Diplomatic  Service  will  claim  her  abilities  in  the 
future. 
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EILEEN  CLARE  SLYNE,  (Modern  Languages)— In  Sep- 
tember, 1942,  by  the  grace  of  God  and  the  Fontbonne  Scholar- 
ship from  S.J.C.S.,  Eileen  enrolled  at  College.  The  wonder  of 
all.  graduating  at  nineteen,  Eileen  has  spent  her  four  years 
imbiding  French,  German  and  Spanish.  Enthusiastic  and 
interested  in  College  activities,  she  was  the  zealous  president 
of  the  Debating  Congress  in  1945-46.  The  immediate  future 
of  this  "all-round"  graduate — post-graduate  work. 

CLAIRE  MARIE  WALL,  (Pass  Arts)— In  spite  of  her 
passion  for  Maths  and  Physics.  Claire  Marie  maintains  a  nor- 
mal a])pearance  among  her  schoolmates.  As  able  representative 
of  St.  Michael's  Women  on  U.S.A. C.  she  is  always  dashing  ofif 
to  meetings  or  banquets,  even  to  one  witli  General  Eisenhower. 
Claire  Marie  was  vice-president  of  the  College  S.A.C.  in  '45  and 
president  in  '46.  St.  Joseph's  is  proud  of  their  "genius 
executive." 

MARY  MILLER.  Toronto— Mary  is  the  member  of  our 
class  who  works  in  an  office  by  day  and  studies  third  year 
Pass  by  night.  But  three  years  "honourably"  completed  in 
English  Language  and  Literature,  have  taught  her  precision 
and  resourcefulness  so  that  she  knows  HOW  to  study.  Our 
admiration  and  felicitations  will  ever  wend  her  way ! 


COLLEGE  NOTES 


.One  of  the  great  intellectual  treats  of  the  Easter  term  was 
the  Course  of  Lectures  given  at  St.  Michael's  by  the  famous 
French  philosopher,  Dr.  Etienne  Gilson,  who  was  in  Paris 
during  the  entire  German  occupation,  and  was  thus  prevented 
from  civinfr  his  vearlv  lectures  at  the  College. 


The  Bancpiet  in  honour  of  the  Graduating  Class  was  held 
on  Thursday  evening,  April  4.  and  judging  by  the  happy  faces, 
merry  laughter  and  pleasant  chatter,  it  was  a  thing  of  delight 
to  both  hostesses  and  guests.  The  program  appended  gives  no 
idea  of  the  very  wonderful  affair  it  proved  to  be.  The  toast- 
mistress,  Pat  Dewan.  excelled  her  usual  witty  and  charming 
self,  while  the  speeches,  both  of  the  priests  and  the  graduates 
were  filled  with  serious  thought  well-seasoned  with  wit  and 
happy  reminiscences.  The  prophecy  by  Kathleen  Cahill  was  an 
extremely  clever  and  original  piece  of  work  in  Kathleen's  most 
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S.J.C.  STUDENTS  ADMINISTRATIVE  COl  N(  IL 

STANDING:      Alice  Breunan.  Maureen  Hickey,  Mary  O'Brien. 
SITTING:      Claire  Marie  Wall,  Patricia  Dewan. 


ST.  JOSEPH  LILIES 


171 


S.J.C.  OFFICERS 

STANDING:      Lois  Garuer.  Eileen  Slyne.  Ann  Ovevend. 
SITTING:       Rose   Marie   Cunningham.   Alicia   Balzac 
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American  vein  ;  and  the  Freshies  added  an  amusino-  note  with 
their  song-hits  composed  for  the  occasion  about  each  p-radnate. 
It;  was  in  all  a  very  pleasant  affair,  but  the  Staff  and  under- 
graduates were  nevertheless  mindful  that  they  were  saying  an 
official  farewell  to  a  group  of  girls  they  had  come  to  know  and 
love,  while  the  graduates  were  all  too  well  aware  that  for  them 
it  meant  "Farewell."' 


Lois  Garner  will  be  our  Head  Girl  in  Residence  for  the 
coming  year.  Lois  is  now  completing  Third  Year  English 
Language  and  Literature,  a  good  student  and  a  general  favour- 
ite in  the  College.    AVe  know  shell  make  a  splendid  Head  Girl. 


AVe  should  like  to  take  this  opportunity  of  publicly  express- 
ing our  thanks  to : 

Rev.  Father  John  Ruth.  C.S.B..  our  chaplain,  who  has  been 
everything  a  chaplain  could  or  should  be,  punctual  (he  puts 
us  to  shame!),  obliging  and  most  helpful,  even  to  the  point  of 
securing  extra  tickets  for  the  Hockey  series  for  us. 

Dom  Idelfonse  for  his  excellent  instructions  in  Plain  Chant 
and  for  his  patience  with  those  of  us  who  cannot  sing. 

Alicia  Balzac  for  her  generosity  and  capability  in  fulfill- 
ing the  duties  of  Head  Girl,  especially  for  her  intercession  when 
late  leaves  Avere  at  a  premium. 

Claire  ]\Iarie  Wall,  who  represented  us  so  well  in  the  Stu- 
dents' Administrative  Council  of  the   University. 


A  Galway  statue  dated  1557  provides  foi"  the  education  of 
four  choir  boys  to  sing  at  the  daily  "Marye  Mass."  This  Mass 
Avas  common  in  all  Ireland  in  the  Days  of  Faith,  sung  at  dawn  so 
the  working  folk  might  assist  and  cai'ry  away  the  help  of  ]\Iary 
and  ]\Iary's  S(n.  Many  a  high  official's  dying  request  was  that 
his  body  be  laid  under  the  ]\Iary  chapel,  there  to  "await  the 
Resuri'ection. 
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Parent*!'  Davs  "^^'^  ^^^  *^  PcU'ents'  Days  afforded  teachers  and 
parents  an  opportiinitj'  of  getting  to  know  one 
another.  Both  groups — "senior  parents"  and  "junior  parents" 
— began  with  a  classroom  parley  and  from  there  went  to  the 
auditorium  to  witness  the  senior  one-act  comedy  and  the  junior 
full  length  play.  Afternoon  tea  in  the  cafeteria  followed,  and 
Benediction  in  chapel  ended  the  afternoons. 


Grade  Eleven  Play 


First  for  their  fellow  students  (and  for 
a  price)  and  then  for  the  senior  Parents' 
Day  (gratis)  Grade  ll-D  presented  "The  Pampered  Darling," 
a  one-act  comedy,  in  auditorium.  Particularly  outstanding  in 
the  ca.st  were :  Rita  Patenaude,  in  the  title  role ;  Joyce  Simms  as 
Dudley-f  rom-next-door ;  Mary  Jane  Radey  and  Kathleen  Wall- 
ach  as  Janet  and  Connie  Gibbons,  and  Denise  Unser  as  the 
young  medical  student.  The  proceeds  of  the  first  showing 
together  with  mite  box  collections,  amounted  to  the  price  of  a 
chalice  for  St.  Margaret's  in  the  West. 


And  More 

Entertainment ! 


Grade  10-E  presented  a  half-hour  of  religious 
drama  "At  Ileaven's  Gate"  in  the  auditorium 
for  the  other  Grades  10  during  the  religion 
period. 

Grades  Twelve  too  were  right  on  hand.  'Twas  St.  Patrick's 
Day  they  chose  for  the  revels !  We  surmised  that  Sheila  Dug- 
gan  was  generally  responsible  for  the  success  of  the  Variety 
Concert.  In  any  case  the  laughs  were  much  to  the  fore — four  B ! 


Grades  Nine  Play 


"The  Donkey  and  the  Star,"  a  short  play, 
had  its  premiere  for  the  Parents  of  the 
Junior  students.  Its  outstanding  characters  were:  Barbara 
Markle  as  the  Boy  Christ;  Shirley  Marsden  as  the  little  son  of 
an  Egyptian  Princess;  ]Mary  Sue  McGee  as  his  mother;  Joan 
Brafield  as  Our  Lady,  and  Patricia  McRae  as  St.  Joseph. 
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Grades  Nine  have  given  evidence  of  varied  talent  in  their 
midst.  It  "came  about  thus  ;"  the-  Wednesday  before  the  Easter 
holidays,  Grades  nine  betook  themselves  to  the  Auditorium  for 
the  first  three  periods  of  the  morning.  Each  form  selected  two 
or  three  to  entertain.  Among  the  best  were  songs  by  Genevieve 
Nantais  of  9-E  and  a  recitation  by  Mary  Sue  McGee.  Mary 
Palumbo  and  Lorraine  Dietrich  showed  talent  at  the  piano. 


Retreats  '^'"^  Retreat  had  a  junior  and  senior  facet.  Father 

Clarke,  S.J.,  conducted  the  two  of  them  and.  judg- 
ing by  the  outward  signs,  all  emerged  from  the  "desert"  strong- 
er and  more  stalwart  members  of  our  Catholic  Faith.  One  of 
the  highlights  of  the  confer-ence  matter  was  Father's  reading 
of  and  coramentarv  on  "Walter  Winchell's""  "Broadway 
Alien." 


Frances  Brunck.  ^.^^^^  rarely  comes  so  unexpectedly  as  it 
did  to  Mary  Frances  Brunck  of  10-A.  She 
had  been  in  school  all  year,  and,  during  the  few  weeks  im- 
mediately preceding  her  sickness,  had  been  especially  faithful 
to  studies,  disciplining  her  fun-loving  self  during  the  Lenten  days 
so  that  she  might  give  to  her  parents  the  joy  of  knowing  that 
she  had  been  on  the  honour  roll,  and  to  her  God  a  generous  re- 
turn for  His  abundant  gifts  to  her.  But  there  are  many  Hon- 
our Rolls  and  a  wider  scope  for  praise  and  love  was  to  be  hers. 
On  Passion  Sunday  Finances  became  ill.  By  Monday  evening 
the  sad  news  of  her  death  was  ringing  in  our  startled,  numbed 
awareness. 

To  her  parents  we  offer  deep  sympathy  in  their  great  loss, 
and  to  her  many  friends,  and  especially  her  loving  classmates 
in  10-A.    May  she  rest  in  peace. 


Parties  ^^^  ^^^^  ^^^^  ^^'  ^^^  days  preceding  Ash  Wednesday 
so  many  classes  celebrated  that  not  only  the  gym  and 
the  cafeteria  but  even  the  Art  Room  and  some  classrooms  were 
ringing  with  "sounds  of  revelry"  ....  in  the  late  afternoon. 
The  Record  Club's  amplifier  was  much  in  demand  those  days — 
vea,  a  bone  of  contention! 


Cardinal's  Reception      ;\  J/^^*  ^^^"^   ^is  Eminence,  Cardinal 

McGuigan  and  the  recently  apponited 

Monsignori  highlighted  the  week  of  school's  reopening,  after 


178 ST.  JOSEPH  LILIES _ 

Easter.  As  th-e  Cai'dinaTs  procession  entered  the  school  the 
first  notes  of  Aveleome  were  sounded  by  the  pupils  (Grades  5 
to  9)  who  lined  the  music  hall  and  corridors  and  stairs  sing- 
ing the  "Ecce  Sacerdos"  as  His  Eminence  passed  between  their 
ranks.  The  other  High  School  forms,  occupying  the  body  of 
the  auditorium,  greeted  our  distinguished  guests  with  the 
"Sacerdos  and  Pontifex,"  following  it  with  Handel's  "He  Shall 
Feed  His  Flock"  and  "The  Keeper."  Mary  Lou  Hodgins 
graciously  spoke  the  words  of  Avelcome  and  congratulations  to 
His  Eminence :  and  Cardinal  ]McGuigan  replied  with  his  usual 
kindliness  and  eloquence,  speaking  particularly  about  the  great 
kindly  warm-heartedness  of  Our  Holy  Father,  Pope  Pius.  Avhose 
photographs  do  not.  His  Eminence  insisted,  do  justice  to  that 
warmth  of  expression.  His  Holiness,  our  Cardinal  assured  us, 
asked  him.  in  words  and  tone  that  betrayed  a  real  and  eager 
interest,  about  the  school  children  of  this  Diocese. 

The  reception  in  the  School  ended  with  the  singing  of  the 
"Hail  to  Thee  Joseph,"  and  the  Cardinal  left  our  midst  to  at- 
tend, together  with  the  ]\Ionsignori,  a  banquet  given  them  by 
the  Sisters. 


Fashion  Show. 


On  the  evening  of  ^lay  17th,  the  Senior  girls 
in-esented  a  Fashion  Show  and  ]Musicale,  dis- 
playing to  some  five  hundred  guests  in  our  auditorium  what 
Toronto's  smartest  young  women  will  be  wearing  this  spring 
and  summer.  Evening  clothes,  day  time  togs,  afternoon  en- 
sembles and  suits  lent  through  the  courtesy  of  The  T.  Eaton 
Company,  were  modelled  by  twenty-two  of  the  senior  girls. 
Among  the  models  were:  Barbara  Monahan.  ]\Iary  Adele  Coz- 
ens, Inez  Laws,  Denise  O'Leary,  Mary  Lou  Hodgins,  ]\Iary  Lou 
Harris,  Agnes  Charlton  and  Dorothy  Gilchrist. 

The  Musicale,  a  delightful  addition  to  the  evening's  inter- 
est, included  vocal  selections  sung  by  Cecilia  Wallace;  three 
piano  solos  by  Betty  Foley,  two  Chopin  numbers  and  Debussy's 
''Reflections  in  the  "Waters;"  a  piano  duo,  Rakoczy's  jMarch, 
played  by  Mary  Baran  and  Mareta  McLean  ;  and  a  recitation 
bv  Marv  Sue  McGee. 


Martyrs'  Shrine     l,^,'''  ,>'*"^  T'^''"  f''   "''    ^  Pi'-'^i'-pilj^'-i'i^'i-^^^^ 
^  That's    what    the     Kesulent     Students     dul 

]\Iay  18th.      The  picnic  i)art  suffered    a    little    by   a    dampening 

from    tile   weather   man,   but   the  pilgrimage   part   was   an   un- 

ecpialled    success.     Fatlier    Lally,    S.J..    introduced    us    to    the 
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Canadian  Martyrs  immediately  after  our  two  bus-loads  arrived 
at  the  Shrine,  and  as  the  day  progressed,  we  learned  to  know 
them  better  through  the  actual  scene  of  their  labours,  through 
a  moving  picture  story  of  them,  and  through  the  lovely  Church 
so  full  of  memorials  of  them.  Who  could  question  our  happi- 
nes.s  as  we  sang  our  way  home  on  that  memorable  Saturday 
evening?    Many  thanks  to  Father  Lally  for  his  kindness. 


GRADUATION— ST.  JOSEPH'S  COLLEGE  SCHOOL 

One  of  the  loveliest  of  St.  Joseph's  College  School  gradua- 
tions— and  they  are  always  lovely — took  place  at  Convocation 
Hall  at  four  o'clock  on  Tuesday.  May  28. 

The  stage  and  galleries  were  a  study  in  navy  and  w'hite, 
the  uniformed  student  body  of  the  High  School  forms;  the 
hall  itself  was  a  pageant  of  varying  colour,  the  gala  Spring 
ensembles  of  the  guests;  and  separating  the  two  parts — or 
rather  linking  them — a  lovely  white  meridian  spanned  the  hall 
— the  graduates  themselves,  fifty-two  in  all. 

From  the  first  provocative  tones  of  the  Processional 
Mareh  which  heralded  the  entry  of  the  graduates  to  the  last 
roll  of  God  Save  the  King,  the  afternoon  was  one  of  idyllic 
beauty.  The  t-horal  selections,  conducted  by  ]\Ir.  Albert  "W. 
"Whitehead,  and  accompanied  on  the  organ  by  Mr.  Quentin 
^IcLean.  were  sung  with  a  precision  which  spoke  well  for  the 
student  training,  and  with  a  certain  esprit  and  lighthearted- 
ness  which  tallied  delightfully  with  the  mood  of  the  joyous 
day.  The  first  group  included  the  Veni  Creator  Spiritus  by 
Thomas  Attwood,  the  School  Hymn.  '"Hail  to  Thee  Jose^ph", 
and  Handel's  "He  Shall  Feed  His  Flock".  After  the  gradu- 
ates had  been  jiresented  with  their  medals  and  diplomas,  the 
school  sang  again;  this  time  it  was  "Twilight"  by  Anderson 
(words  by  Duncan  Campbell  Scott)  and  the  rollicking  "Little 
Jack  Horner"  arranged  by  ^lichael  Diak  with  apologies  to 
Handel.  The  Valedictory  separated  these  two  from  the  final 
number.  "The  Kee]")er"  arranged  by  Cecil  Sharp. 

]Miss  Helen  Boehler  was  the  Valedictorian  of  her  class. 
Her  farewell  address  expressed  on  behalf  of  herself  and  hei' 
classmates  their  gratitude  to  their  parents  and  teachers  whose 
self-sacrifice  had  made  po'-sible  the  attainment  of  this  Gradua- 
tion Day;  and  of  the  aspirations  that  filled  the  hearts  of  all 
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the  graduates  that  day — aspirations  to  be  valiant,  great 
hearted  Catholic  women,  women  whose  Catholic  action  and 
principles  would  be  the  guaranteed  dividends  accruing  from 
the  trust  and  sacrifice  invested  in  them  by  parents  and 
teachers.  The  closing  paragraph  of  the  Valedictory  looked  to 
the  future  and  the  need  of  trust  in  God's  guidance  and  help, 
and  ended  with  the  words  which  IMarjorie  Pickthall  puts  into 
the  lips  of  St.  Gabriel  Lalemant  in  her  poem  "Pere  Lalemant" : 

"Whither  I  go  I  know  not,  nor  the  way, 

Dark  with  strange  passions,  vexed  with  heathen  charms. 

Holding  I  know  not  what  of  life  or  death, 

Only  be  Thou  beside  me  day  by  day. 

Thy  rod  my  guide  and  comfort,  underneath 

Thy   everlasting  arms. 

Father  V.  L.  Kennedy.  C.S.B.,  M.A..  L.  es  L.  of  the  Insti- 
tute of  Mediaeval  Studies,  spoke  to  the  students  and  graduates 
and  guests  of  the  ideal  of  Catholic  education.  Taking  as  his 
motif  St.  Bernard's  recurrent  (and  sometimes  disturbing) 
question:  ''Why  camest  thou  hither.  B-ernard?",  Father  Ken- 
nedy urged  that  a  sincere  awareness  of  the  Christian  "where- 
fore's" imderly  all  Catholic  learning  and  teaching.  Father's 
address,  so  full  of  deep  religious  thought,  so  simply  and  finely 
worded  and  so  ably  and  sincerely  delivered,  formed  a  fitting 
close  to  a  truly  Catholic  Graduation  ceremony. 

The  young  ladies  who  graduated  were :  Lorraine  Ambler, 
Helen  Boehler,  ^Marguerite  Bourgeois,  Jean  Clancy,  Adele 
Cozens.  Barbara  Dilworth,  Joan  Dowding,  Ellen  Doyle.  ]\Iary 
Gilmore,  ]\Iary  Giuffre,  Mary  [Margaret  Glaab,  Catherine 
Greenhill,  Catherine  Gregoire,  Catherine  Habasinski,  Dorothy 
Harrison,  Mary  Louise  Hodgins,  ^Marian  Izzo,  Mary  Joan 
Kavanagh.  Mary  Frances  Keating,  Lyla  Kennedy.  Xancy  Le- 
mire.  Audrie  Lowrie.  Eileen  ilacdonald.  Marguerite  ]Mac- 
Millan.  Virginia  MeCabe.  Ann  ^McCarthy,  Alice  ]\IcGovern, 
Anne  McKenna,  Betty  Mellroy,  Bernadette  Mclsaac,  Mareta 
McLean,  Barbara  May,  Wilma  ]\Iay,  Joan  Morris,  Xoreen 
Mothersill,  Vivian  Mulhall,  Betty  Xobert,  Patricia  O'Hearn, 
Joan  Pape,  Mary  Price,  Doris  Raines,  Larraine  Roy.  Helen  St. 
Marie,  Sue  Scarlett,  Betty  Smith.  Jean  Spicer,  jNIarie  Stables, 
Barbara  Staley,  Ann  Watson,  Irene  Weaver.  ]\Iary  Janet 
Wesson,  Madeline  Wood. 
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VALEDICTORY 

We  are  glad  that  our  Graduation  day  comes  in  May;  for 
these  are  days  over  which  a  special  benediction  seems  to  rest. 
To  all  of  Mary's  children  they  are  consecrated  days,  having  Our 
Lady's  own  loveliness  in  them ;  to  most  of  us  they  are  hallowed 
still  further  by  the  precious  memories  of  other  Mays — first 
Communions.  Sodality  Processions,  and  ^Mothers'  Days. 

And  because  it  is  Our  Lady's  month  and  all  St.  Joseph's 
girls  are  Our  Lady's  too.  we  turn  first  to  her  to  ask  her  to  say 
to  those  we  love — farewell  and  thank  you. 

The  years  that  we  have  lived  at  St.  Joseph's  are  crowding 
'round  us  now — happy,  happy  years  they  have  been,  years 
spent  in  working  and  studying  to  gain  knowledge  to  enrich  our 
lives,  in  coming  to  know  and  love  our  Faith  more  deeply,  in 
striving  to  accjuire  all  the  virtues  and  graces  of  Christian  wo- 
manhood. And  in  these  years  we  have  been  friends  together, 
Sisters  and  students,  and  the  friendships  of  school  days  are 
eternal  wonderful  things.  Together  we  have  studied  in  our 
classrooms,  together  we  have  played  hard  and  fair,  united  with 
enthiisiasm  in  our  ^Mission  activities;  together  we  have  dis- 
covered the  loveliness  of  our  convent  grounds,  lovely  with  the 
peace  and  beauty  of  so  many  springs,  lovelier  than  ever  this  last 
spring.  Together  Ave  have  prayed  in  our  chapel,  prayed  as 
hard  as  we  played.  Indeed  they  have  been  happy,  beautiful 
years. 

Can  thanks  be  given  for  such  beauty  and  such  joy?  Words 
are  sadly  inadequate.  They  cannot  say  how  very,  very  grateful 
we  are.  But  we  do  thank  you — you.  our  dear  parents,  who  have 
given  us  so  much :  happy.  Catholic  homes,  happy  Catholic  school- 
days, gifts  invaluable,  the  most  precious  pre.sent.s  in  the  world. 
We  thank  you,  our  teachers,  who  have  been  so  kind  and  tirelessly 
helpful  to  us.  May  our  Lord  say  our  thanks  to  you  for  all  of 
this,  blessing  you,  dear  parents  and  teachers,  making  us  worthy 
of  your  sacrifices  for  us.  your  pride  and  confidence  in  us. 

And  now  on  this  May  day.  we  leave  you  and  all  the  shelt- 
ered happiness  you  signify.  The  day  that  five  years  ago  seemed 
so  far  away  and  unattainable  is  here.  The  years-to-come  are 
beckoning.  And  there  is  in  us,  what  Francis  Thompson  calls, 
"the  pang  of  all  the  partings  gone,  the  partings  yet  to  be."  AYe 
feel  "all  the  sadness  in  the  sweet,  the  sweetness  in  the  sad." 
Yet  we  are  aglow  with  hope>  for  the  future,  the  shining  future 
that  beckons  us  to  the  great  adventure  of  life.  We  pi'ay  that 
we  will  meet  whatever  it  holds  in  store  for  us.  with  fearless 
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faith,  courage  and  unflinching  trueness  to  the  principles  which 
St.  Joseph's  has  implanted  so  deeply  in  us.  ]\Iy  fellow  gradu- 
ates join  with  me  in  the  prayer  that  a  Canadian  poetess  puts 
into  the  mouth  of  that  Jesuit  martyr,  Father  Lalemant : 

"Whither  I  go  I  know  not,  nor  the  way, 
Holding  I  know  not  what  of  life  or  death, 
Only  be  thou  beside  me  day  by  day. 
Thy  rod  my  guide  and  comfort,  underneath 
Thy  everlasting  arms." 

Helen  Bcehler 


GRADUATES   BIOGRAPHIES 

LORRAINE  AMBLER:  A  "bright  spot"  in  13-A  is  tlie  second 
seat  in  the  first  row  where  sits  Lorraine  Ambler  of  the  bright  eyes, 
golden  freckles  and  hair  the  colour  of  a  shiny  new  penny.  Lorraine 
has  managed  in  her  sixteen  years  to  skid  through  the  thirteen  grades 
and  to  master  music.  Her  hobbies  are  knitting,  skating  and  playing 
with  her  lovely  five  year  old  sister.  Helen  Marie. 

HELEN  BOEHLER:  That  Helen's  academic  interest  hasn't 
turned  her  into  a  lustreless  bookworm  is  evidenced  in  her  enthusiasm 
for  hockey.  Skating  too  Helen  takes  in  her  stride — and  that  liter- 
ally— and  she  herself  claims  that  she  is  a  holy  terror  at  hooking  fish 
and  other  objects  out  of  the  briny.  Her  forte  is  writing  and  she 
has  won  prizes  for  her  stories.  Helen  was  prefect  of  her  form  in  her 
second  year,  a  feature  writer  for  the  Hummer  and  its  Editor  this 
last  year.  We  wish  her  luck  at  the  University  and  in  the  journal- 
istic world. 

MARGUERITE  BOURGEOIS:  After  travelling  about  in  Marcelin. 
Saskatchewan,  and  Sudbury,  Ontario,  for  some  years,  Marguerite 
settled  down  in  Toronto.  She  spent  three  years  at  Jarvis  Collegiate, 
then  "smartened  up"  and  came  to  St.  Joseph's.  Her  spare  time  is 
taken  up  with  little  brothers,  sisters,  nephews  and  nieces,  though 
she  does  find  time  to  draw,  and  draw  exceedingly  well.  She  intends 
to  be  a  pilot  and,  with  this  in  view  is  at  present  taking  a  preliminary 
course  at  Barker's  Airport. 

JEAN  CLANCY:  Petite  and  sweet.  Jean  is  the  embodiment 
of  elfin  gi'ace  and  carefree  good  spirits.  She  came  to  St.  Joseph's 
from  Holy  Rosary  School  and  is  leaving  us  for  Toronto  University 
where  she  intends  to  study  Household  Economics.  Outside  of  school 
Jean  enjoys  swimming,  basketball  and  takes  a  keen  interest  in  music. 

MARIE  ADELE  COZENS:  Adele  has  been  at  St.  Joseph's  for 
ten  years  and  has  taken  an  active  part  in  all  school  interests.  She 
was  class  Prefect  in  12-B  and  this  year  is  fashion  editor  for  the 
Hummer  and  representative  for  the  school  in  Simpson's  Junior  Fash- 
ion Council.  Her  favourite  sport  is  skating.  Adele  intends  to  enter 
University.     And  then?     Best  of  luck  for  the  "then,"  Adele  I 

BARBARA  DILWORTH:  Barbara  brought  her  sunny  self  from 
St.  John's  Separate  School  to  St.  Joseph's  five  years  ago.  She  spends 
her  spare  time  knitting — mostly  sweaters  for  next  year's  skiing  part- 
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ies,  for  skiing  is  one  of  Barbara's  favourite  occupations.  That  it 
isn't  her  only  occupation,  is  sliown  in  tlie  consistently  good  marks 
which  are  registered  on  the  Dilworth  File  card. 

JOAN  DOWDING:  Joan  comes  to  us  from  Corpus  Christi 
parish  and  school.  She  has  many  school  interests  and  out  of  school 
finds  dancing,  skating  and  playing  tennis  most  enjoyable,  though  she 
does  enjoy  a  good  book  and  a  bit  of  knitting.  Joan  hasn't  quite 
decided  yet  whether  the  University  or  the  business  world  will  claim 
her  attention  next  year. 

MARY  ELLEN  DOYLE:  Take  two  sparkling  blue  eyes,  add  a 
happy-go-lucky  grin,  drop  in  a  pinch  of  Irish  humour  and  sprinkle 
liberally  with  a  wonderful  personality.  What  have  you?  The  wit 
of  the  graduating  class  of  1946:  Mary  Ellen  Doyle.  For  five  years 
the  halls  of  St.  Joseph's  have  supported  her  dancing  feet,  and  her 
renditions  of  the  latest  hit  tunes  have  made  the  gym  ring  through 
the  noon  hour.     Ellen's  happy  nature  will  win  her  many  friends. 

MARY  GILMORE:  Mary,  who  is  a  "suburbanite,"  coming  in 
every  day  from  Port  Credit,  spent  her  younger  days  at  Lakeview 
Park  School.  She  came  to  St.  Joseph's  in  Grade  Nine  and  has  ever 
since  shown  herself  interested  in  Latin  and  swimming  and  boating 
and  Latin  and  hockey  and  the  R.C.A.F.  and  especially  Latin!  She 
has  been  in  Commercial  this  last  year. 

MARY  GIUFFRE:  Began  her  educational  career  at  Holy  Ros- 
ary School;  came  to  St.  Joseph's  at  the  early  age  of  13.  and  since 
then  she  has  enjoyed  the  school  life  here.  Mary's  main  social  inter- 
ests are  dancing,  and  hockey.  Next  year  she  will  share  busiues? 
responsibilities  with  her  father.  Mary  will  be  an  ideal  business 
woman. 

MARY  MARGARET  GLAAB:  Mary  Margaret  came  from  Sarnia 
two  years  ago  to  enrol  at  St.  Joseph's,  where  her  winsome  ways  and 
staunch  principles  have  won  her  many  friends.  Outside  of  school, 
she  is  fond  of  skating  and  swimming:  inside  of  school  she  revels  in 
English  classes.  Margaret  intends  to  take  the  Secretarial  Science 
Course  at  Western  University.     Good  luck,  Mary  Margaret. 

CATHERINE    GREENHILL:       Tall,    dark,    vivacious.         That's 

Catherine    Greenhill,    known    as    Kitty,   or .      But    never    mind! 

This  captivating  girl  ow'es  her  early  vim,  vogue  and  virtues  to  men- 
tal gymnastics  at  Holy  Name  School,  which  she  left  six  years  ago. 
German  and  Geometry  are  her  school  favourites,  but  these  fade  when 
swimming,  dancing,  tennis  and  golf  are  in  the  sportlight.  So  gang- 
way— for  the  Secretary  of  the  Dramatic  Club,  and  (lest  we  forget!) 
the  sole  owner  of  an  ''open-house"  locker.  Intentions?  To  knit  her 
gay  way  through  Normal. 

CATHERINE  GREGOIRE:  Better  known  to  her  many  friends 
as  Kitty,  has  been  at  St.  Joseph's  since  her  first  year  High  School, 
having  come  to  us  from  Holy  Name  School.  Kitty  is  quite  famous  for 
her  skill  in  softball,  which  she  plays  during  the  summer  at  Sunnyside. 
She  hopes  to  enter  Normal  School  this  fall. 

CATHERINE  HABASINSKI:  Catherine  Habasinski.  a  member 
of  Corpus  Christi  parish  finds  her  chief  enjoyment  in  music  of  all 
kinds  especially  piano.  Catherine  is  a  popular  girl  around  St.  Jose- 
ph's, being  vice  prefect  on  the  Student  Council,  and  secretary  of  the 
Music  Club.  Catherine  hopes  to  attend  University,  and  later  to 
travel. 

DOROTHY   HARRISON:      Gay,   witty,  good-humoured   Dot   at- 
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tended  Holy  Rosary  and  St.  Cecilia's,  before  St.  Joseph's.  She  has 
been  outstanding  in  basketball,  playing  for  two  years  on  the  school 
team.  She  is  Treasurer  of  the  Student  Council,  and  is  President  of 
form  13-B.  Dot  in  her  spare  time  sews  no  mean  seam,  and  makes 
many  classy  sweaters,  reading  between  stitches.  Record  collecting 
is  her  main  hobby.  Is  there  anyone  who  doesn't  know  about  Dot 
and  the  immortal  "Intermezzo." 

MARY  LOUISE  HODGINS:  Mary  Lou  is  a  girl  St.  Joseph's  is 
proud  to  claim.  She  has  spent  all  her  school  life  here,  bringing 
laughter  and  happiness  to  all.  She  has  always  been  a  good  student, 
ranking  well,  but  caring  less  for  marks  than  for  the  acquiring  of 
knowledge,  or  rather  of  wisdom;  for  Mary  Lou  has  an  eye  to  the 
truer  values  of  life.  She  has  always  held  office  on  class  committees. 
Mary  Lou  is  fond  of  sports,  playing  forward  on  the  school  Basket- 
ball team,  and  is  interested  in  swimming  and  tennis.  Recently  she 
was  the  winner  of  a  Religion  oratorical  contest. 

MARION  IZZO:  Marion  has  been  at  St.  Joseph's  since  First 
Form.  Kind  and  courteous  at  all  times,  those  who  know  her  know 
that  she  is  one  on  whom  they  can  depend — and — dependability  is  a 
front  rank  quality  in  a  woman. 

MARY  JOAX  KAVANAGH:  Introducing  Miss  Mary  Joau 
Kavanagh,  who  has  tried  a  number  of  schools,  but  finally  reached 
her  goal  at  St.  Joseph's.  Mary  Joan  excels  both  in  sports  and  in 
classroom  activities.  She  has  won  medals  for  swimming  and  in  the 
last  two  years  has  been  sports  representative  for  her  class,  and  last 
year  was  vice-prefect  as  well.  This  year  she  is  secretary  for  the 
Student  Council  and  next  year  Mary  Joan  hopes  to  attend  college 
and  take  one  of  the  Therapies. 

MARY  FRANCES  KEATING:  Mary  Frances  Keating  attended 
St.  Anthony's  Separate  School.  During  her  five  years  at  St.  Joseph's, 
she  has  ranked  among  the  highest  in  her  classes.  A  lover  of  sports 
is  she,  never  missing  a  hockey  or  rugby  game  if  it  can  be  helped.  In 
the  summer,  she  can  be  seen  frequently  among  the  spectators  at 
baseball  games.  Her  ambitions  are  directed  at  a  business  career, 
and  knowing  Mary  Frances,  we  have  no  doubt  that  she  will  make 
good. 

LYLA  KENNEDY:  Lyla,  tall,  brown  eyed  and  genial,  is  one 
of  Ottawa's  proud  daughters  who  came  to  us  from  there  three  years 
ago.  Outside  of  school  hours  Lyla  likes  most  to  read  although  now 
and  then  a  game  of  bowling  makes  fair  diversion.  She  intends  to 
train  to  be  a  nurse  next  year  and  we  know  she  will  be  a  kindly  and 
efficient  one. 

NANCY  LEMIRE:  Nancy  is  one  of  the  students  St.  Joseph's 
is  proud  of.  She  combines  in  her  personable  self  academic  ability, 
an  appreciation  of  music  and  art,  an  enthusiasm  for  school  activity 
and  a  poise  and  chai'm  of  manner  that  endear  her  to  all.  Associate 
editor  of  the  Hummer  this  last  year,  she  fulfilled  her  duties  capably 
and  well.     Nancy  is  planning  for  a  course  at  Normal  next  year. 

AUDRIE  LOWRIE:  Holy  Rosary  Parish  can  be  justly  proud  of 
Audrie!  Dramatics  play  an  important  part  in  Audrie's  life.  That  she 
excels  in  the  art,  is  witnessed  by  her  fine  performance  in  "If  "Wishes 
were  Horses,"  on  our  own  stage  and  her  present  position  as  President 
of  the  Dramatic  Society.  Her  hobby  is  language  study.  Her  inter- 
ests— sports,    sports    ad    infinitum — swimming,    riding    and    skiing. 
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Yes,  this  lass  with  the  smiling  eyes  and  the  cute  feather  cut  will 
surely  succeed. 

EILEEN  MacDOXALD:  Eileen  originally  hails  from  Philadel- 
phia and  is  still  a  staunch  supporter  of  American  thought  and  tra- 
dition, as  evidenced  in  our  history  periods.  She  is  interested  in 
music  but  intends  to  make  dietetics  her  pursuit  for  the  next  few 
years,  enrolling  in  the  Household  Economics  Course  at  Toronto  Uni- 
versity next  fall. 

MARGUERITE  MacMILLAX:  Chestnut  curls,  a  quiet  manner 
and  a  friendly  smile  characterize  Marguerite,  who  came  to  us  five 
years  ago  from  St.  Mary's.  Outside  of  class  she  takes  an  active  inter- 
est in  hockey  (St.  Mike's!  )  music,  cycling  and  dancing.  Marguerite 
intends  to  train  to  be  a  nurse. 

BARBARA  MAY:  Since  coming  to  St.  Joseph's  from  St.  James', 
Barbara  has  excelled  in  all  subjects  all  her  years,  a  fact  which  au- 
gurs well  for  her  future  in  the  field  of  Pharmacy.  Skiing  and  ten- 
nis interest  Barbara  outside  of  class;  inside  of  class,  of  course,  the 
responsibility  of  having  a  younger  sister  also  in  that  class  must  have 
been  wearing,  though  Barbara  and  "Wilma  seem  to  have  stood  the 
five  years  of  it  fairly  w'ell. 

WILMA  MAY:  "Billie"  fits  nicely  before  May,  forms  alliter- 
ative harmony  when  linked  with  "Barb,"  which  is  usually  the  case, 
and  was,  once  upon  a  time,  an  easier  mouthful  for  a  baby  tongue. 
For  correct  name,  early  schooling  and  family  standing,  see  above; 
for  interests  and  intentions  see  Billie.  She  is  interested  in  school, 
skating  and  tennis  and  plans  to  become  a  nurse.  Can't  we  just  im- 
agine her  bustling  about  St.  Michael's  in  white  starched  uniform, 
neat  as  a  pin.  and  twice  as  precious? 

VIRGINIA  McCABE:  Virginia  received  her  early  education  at 
St.  Leo's  School,  Miniico.  went  to  St.  Joseph's  High  School  for  two 
years  and  then  came  here  to  finish.  Virginia  has  a  few  interests 
outside  of  class,  such  as  Hockey,  cycling  and  dancing:  her  hobby  is 
reading  mystery  stories.     Her  intentions  are  Varsity  or  Nursing. 

ANN  McCarthy:  Ann  hails  from  Winnipeg  where  she  at- 
tended St.  Mary's  Academy.  By  the  time  Ann  w'as  ready  for  high 
school,  she  was  in  Toronto,  and  came  (of  course!)  to  St.  Joseph's. 
Her  chief  interests  outside  of  class  are  sketching  and  swimming.  She 
has  served  on  the  Hummer  Staff  for  some  time  as  illustrator  and 
will  attend  the  Ontario  College  of  Art  next  year. 

ALICE  McGOVERN:  Alice  has  been  a  capable  Head  Prefect 
of  our  school  this  last  year.  Her  artistic  leanings  have  almost  sw'ayed 
her  from  her  intention  of  enrolling  in  Household  Economics  at  the 
University;  but  such  a  course  leaves  one  numerous  opportunities  of 
making  practical  application  of  one's  artistic  talent.  This  has  been 
a  happy  year  in  which  we  have  had  "A  .  .  Mc  .  .  .  Govern  us,"  as 
her  pesters  put  it,  and  St.  Joseph's  wull  miss  her  tallest  prefect.  Her 
keen  sense  of  humour  and  sparkling  personality  have  made  her  a 
favourite. 

ELIZABETH  McILROY:  Betty  has  been  at  St.  Joseph's  three 
years  now —  long  enough  to  grow  in  our  friendship  and  admiration. 
She  has  a  fund  of  good  sense,  a  flair  for  organization  and  a  merry 
wit  and  sense  of  humour.  Betty  is  gcing  to  St.  Joseph's  Hospital 
to  train  for  a  nurse. 

BERNADETTE  McISAAC:  Bernadette  came  to  St.  Joseph's  from 
Uptergrove  four  years  ago  and  has  been  "making  the  basket"  ever 
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since.  She  makes  good  marks  too,  and  a  host  of  friends.  The  bas- 
kets have  put  lier  on  the  school  team,  tlae  marks  have  taken  her  to 
the  end  of  Fifth  Form  and  the  friends  (on  the  flat)  have  made  her 
their  Resident  Prefect  in  her  senior  year. 

ANNE  McKENNA:  Anne  McKenna  is  one  of  our  out-of-town 
girls.  She  hails  from  Loretto.  about  forty-five  miles  north  of  Tor- 
onto. Anne  attended  Loretto  school  and  Alliston  High  until  she 
came  to  St.  Joseph's  four  years  ago.  Next  year  will  see  Anne  in 
training  at  St.  Michael's. 

MARETA  McLEAN:  Mareta  came  to  us  from  Kirkland  Lake 
two  years  ago.  She  lias,  since  then,  spent  lier  days  in  class,  her 
evenings  in  the  music  hall  and  her  nights  on  the  flat,  filling  seven 
days  of  every  week  top-full  of  successful,  purposeful  activity.  She 
ranks  well  in  13-B,  excels  in  the  music  hall  (obtained  her  A.T.C.M. 
witli  honours  a  year  ago)  and  has  a  host  of  resident  friends  to  testi- 
fy to  her  good  sportsmanship  and  worth  while  character.  She  in- 
tends to  enrol  in  tlie  Honour  Music  Course  at  the  University. 

JOAN  MORRIS:  Joan  Morris,  Commercials'  talented  pianist 
came  from  St.  Jolin's  to  St.  Joseph's  College  School,  where  she  has 
been  a  promising  student.  Her  main  interests  are  dancing,  music, 
hockey  and  all  sports.  Joan  intends  to  take  her  place  next  year  in 
the  business  field  and  we  know  she  will  be  a  success. 

•  NOREEN  MOTHERSILL:  Noreen  attended  Toronto  Model 
School  for  her  early  education  until  she  came  to  St.  Joseph's  in  Grade 
Nine.  An  all-round  sport.  Noreen  has  taken  an  active  interest  in 
badminton,  archery,  basketball  and  riding,  and  has  represented  St. 
Joseph's  at  Northway's  for  the  last  three  years.  Noreen's  aim  is 
journalism. 

VIVIAN  MULHALL:  It  was  a  much  smaller,  more  timid  Vivi- 
an that  entered  the  Grade  Nine  some  five  years  ago  and  started  on 
the  Road  to  Education — a  little  wistful  too,  not  knowing,  of  course, 
how  friends  would  always  be  hers  and  knowledge  could  always  be 
mastered  by  the  Vivians  of  the  world.  Vivian  is  going  to  continue 
her  studies  at  the  University. 

BETTY  NOBERT:  Five  years  ago  Betty  Nobert  came  to 
S.J.C.S.  from  St.  Joseph's  School.  Since  coming,  she  has  disting- 
uished herself  in  all  school  sports,  and  was  elected  Sports  Represent- 
ative of  12-C.  Her  specialties  are  basketball,  skating,  swimming, 
and  riding.  Betty  intends  to  take  a  Business  course  and  we  are  sure 
that  S.J.C.S.  will  be  proud  of  her  during  her  business  career. 

PATRICIA  O'HEARN:  Pat  is  the  blonde  femme  of  13-B.  who 
came  here  four  years  ago.  Previously  Pat  attended  Corpus  Christi 
and  St.  Patrick's  Schools.  She  has  no  favourite  subject,  but  her  high 
grades  prove  she  likes  them  all.  Pat  has  been  class  secretary  many 
times  and  is  now  the  secretary  of  St.  Patrick's  Sodality.  One  of  her 
interests  is  learning  to  play  bridge.  She  hopes  to  begin  training  as 
a  nurse  in  September. 

JOAN  PAPE:  Joan  Pape.  who  once  attended  Our  Lady  of  Per- 
petual Help  School,  joined  the  excited  throng  in  the  gym  one  Sep- 
tember morn  five  years  ago  I  Since  she  came  slie  lias  distinguished 
herself  by  nearly  always  standing  first,  and  never  lower  than  second 
Besides  her  academic  ability  she  is  outstanding  in  basketball.  Joan 
is  interested  in  music  and  is  now  studying  for  her  A.T.C.M.  She 
is  a  reporter  for  the  Hummer,  and  physiotherapy  is  her  immediate 
ambition. 


ST.  JOSEPH  LILIES 187 

MARY  PRICE:  Mary  is  a  tall,  dark  haired,  sweet-natured  de- 
moiselle who  attended  Holy  Cross  School.  Loretto  Brunswick  and, 
finally,  St.  Joseph's.  Her  main  interests  are  dancing,  tennis,  swim- 
ming and  skating.  Next  year  she  enters  the  business  world  and  we 
know  how  helpful  and  dependable  she  will  be  in  some  office.  May 
her  business  associates  appreciate  her  as  we.  her  school  chums,  do. 

DORIS  RAINES:  Never  a  dull  moment!  That's  Doris,  and 
the  way  she  has  always  been  since  she  arrived  here  in  Grade  Five 
nine  years  ago.  Besides  a  mischievous  nature.  Doris  has  qualities 
that  bring  her  many  friends,  and  true  regard.  As  is  evidenced  in  the 
fact  that  she  is  Class-prefect  of  Commercial  this  year.  Her  outside 
interests  are  dancing,  bowling,  skating  and  riding,  all  she  does  ex- 
tremely well.  She  is  also  looking  forward  to  her  secretarial  position 
in  the  fall. 

LORRAINE  ROY:  Lorraine  was  born  in  Grand  Falls.  New 
Brunswick,  and  received  her  early  schooling  at  Sacred  Heart  School 
there.  Lorraine,  a  small  parcel  of  vitality,  excels  in  tennis,  skating, 
(ice  and  roller)  and  bicycling.  Her  hobby  is  knitting,  and  she  is 
adept  at  it.  Lorraine  intends  to  take  a  course  in  Dental  Nursing 
in  the  University  cf  Toronto. 

SUSAN  SCARLETT:  Sue  is  a  green-eyed,  black-haired  damsel. 
who  has  spent  four  flourishing  years  at  our  fair  establishment.  One 
of  St.  Joseph's  versatile  students,  she  enjoys  cooking,  loves  dancing, 
excels  in  swimming,  relishes  skating  and  makes  a  brave  attempt  at 
skiing.  Sue  recently  distinguished  herself  by  having  her  appendix 
extracted  at  a  time  coinciding  (surprisingly)  with  the  Christmas 
exams.  She  informs  us  that  the  School  of  Nursing  at  the  U.  of  T.  will 
receive  her  in  September. 

BETTY  SMITH:  Betty  is  a  native  of  Blind  River,  a  boarder 
at  St.  Joseph's  College  School,  a  lover  of  books,  a  favourite  with  her 
pals,  a  glowing  red  head  and  a  future  student  at  Western  University, 
where  she  intends  to  take  a  course  in  Business  Administration. 

JEAN  SPICER:  Tall,  dark,  and  bright  eyed.  Jean  joined  the 
ranks  of  St.  Joseph's  students  in  Grade  Nine.  Since  she  has  become 
known  for  her  scholastic  achievements  and  literary  ability.  This 
last  quality  has  been  shown  on  the  Hummer  of  which  she  is  now 
Assistant  Editor.  Jean  plays  l)asketball  en  the  school  team,  is  fond 
of  all  sports,  and  counts  dancing  among  her  favorite  amusements. 

MARIE  STABLES:  Marie  Stables,  who  comes  from  "way  out 
in  the  sticks" — St.  John's  parish,  received  her  early  education  at 
Corpus  Christi.  At  St.  Joseph's  Marie  became  prefect  of  12-C  in 
her  fourth  year,  played  on  the  school  Basketball  team  for  two  years, 
and  has  done  well  in  her  school  work  every  year.  (How  we  envy 
those  ninety-eight  marks  in  Trig!)  Besides  excelling  in  trigonome- 
try, she  is  fond  of  skiing,  and  swimming.  Her  future  is  vague  at 
present. 

BARBARA  STALEY:  Barbara  Staley  has  since  the  tender  age 
of  six,  strolled  up  and  down  the  halls  of  St.  Joseph's.  The  main  out- 
side activities  in  Barb's  life  are  swimming,  riding  and  skiing  and 
cooking.  Though  we  have  never  tasted  any  of  her  "delicious  en- 
trees." we  have  been  assured  that  Barbara  is  quite  skilled  in  this 
last  named.  Barbara  intends  to  go  to  Varsity  to  specialize  in  House- 
hold Science. 

HELEN  ST.  MARIE:  Helen  came  to  St.  Joseph's  from  Holy 
Name  School.     Outside  of  her  school  life,  her  main  interests  are  skat- 
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ing,  dancing,  dramatics,  tennis  and  liockey.  She  intends  to  spend 
the  next  few  years  doing  office  worlt,  and  has  spent  the  last  in  Com- 
mei'cial  preparing  for  such. 

ANN  WATSON:  Dark-eyed,  dusky,  and  diffident  Ann  came  to 
St.  Josepli's  five  years  ago.  She  is  still  dark-eyed  with  soft  dusky 
waves  framing  her  pensive  face.  If  she  is  still  diffident,  it  is  not 
because  she  need  fear  any  inability  to  make  and  keep  friends  or  at- 
tain high  marks.  Ann  intends  to  take  a  course  in  dress  designing, 
and  we  know,  from  what  we've  seen  of  her  artistic  ability,  that  styles 
will  find  a  new  high  when  Anne's  career  begins. 

IRENE  WEAVER:  Irene  has  been  at  St.  Joseph's  for  five 
years,  coming  to  us  in  Grade  Nine.  Tall  and  slight  and  smartly  trim 
— that's  Irene.  A  laige  share  of  God-given  intelligence  has  enabled 
Irene  to  do  well  in  all  her  classes  and  still  have  time  for  merriment 
aplenty. 

MARY  JANET  WESSON:  Mary  Janet  is  the  little  girl  you  al- 
ways see  in  the  library.  Her  favourite  hobby  is  reading,  with  writ- 
ing poetry  and  sketching  as  close  seconds.  Mary  Janet  came  to  St. 
Joseph's  in  1938.  Her  favourite  subjects  are  History  and  English: 
and  her  favourite  classtime  occupation  is  embellishing  the  margins 
of  text  books  with  drawings.  Out  of  school  her  chief  interest  is  the 
C.Y.O.  Glee  Club.  Mary  Janet  has  been  on  the  staff  of  the  Hum- 
mer since  its  beginning  and  has  had  several  poems  published.  Though 
she  intends  to  be  a  teacher,  we  hope  Mary  Janet  will  become  a  some- 
body in  the  literary  world. 

MADELINE  WOOD:  Madeline  has  been  at  St.  Joseph's  since 
Grade  VI,  and  she  is  a  typical  St.  Joseph's  girl.  Quiet,  neat,  well- 
mannered  and  well-behaved,  she  has  a  sense  of  humour  and  a  cheer- 
ful nature  that  keeps  her  always  smiling.  Her  interests  are  knitting 
and  reading.  She  has  won  high  marks,  with  reading  and  a  little 
study.  Her  favourite  subjects  are  History  and  English.  Outside 
of  school,  Madeline  visits  various  C.Y.O.'s  and  she  is  the  vice- 
president  of  her  parish  sodality.  St.  Patrick's. 


IN  DEFENCE  OF  RED  HAIR 

I'm  a  red-head.  The  origin  of  the  red  hair  is  unknown  since 
all  relatives  of  mine  vie  with  the  crow  for  inky  plumage.  But  despite 
the  circumstantial  evidence,  here  I  am,  red  as  an  Irish  Setter. 

A  red-head  can  never  pass  unnoticed,  or  at  least,  I  have  found 
it  that  way.  When  I've  uttei'ed  a  blundering  remark — the  kind  that 
leaves  a  terrible,  end-of-the-world  pocket  of  silence  in  its  wake — 
I'm  unable  to  slink  away  unobtrusively  because  of  the  beacon  north 
of  my  forehead  and  south  of  my  hat. 

But  red  hair  has  its  advantages  too.  If  the  street-signals  were 
ever  to  cease  to  work,  I  can  always  stand  at  the  busy  intersection, 
and  could,  by  nodding  my  head  this  way  and  that,  pretend  to  be  a 
led  light.  But  my  beacon  can't  change  colour — it's  red  and  red  it 
has  to  stay.  Of  course  there  are  many,  many  advantages  in  having 
strawberry  coloured  hair  such  as  ...  .  and  ....  and  besides, 
red  hair  is  only  given  to  one  in  ten  and  I  was  number  ten. 

LORRAINE  AMBLER,   13-A,  S.J.C.S. 
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THE  RED  HAT 

The  church  was  dark,  that  mid-March  afternoon  in  nineteen 
forty-three.  Dark,  that  is,  except  wliere  the  sun  came  streaming, 
varicolored,  through  the  stained  glass  window  to  where  Pfc.  Hugli 
Byrnes  and  his  tiny  wife  Moira  knelt.  The  sun  glinted  on  the  fresh 
crisp  straw  of  Moira's  red  hat.  Tlie  young  couple  genuflected  and 
went  out  slowly: — Hugh  looked  around  him  as  he  walked  to  the 
church  door,  past  the  window  telling  of  the  Annunciation,  past  the 
empty  pews,  the  wliite  marble  holy  water  font  bearing  the^  words 
"Resurrexit  sicut  dixit,  Alleluia."     Hugh  took  a  long  look. 

The  sun  shone  warmly  and  the  clouds  blew  high  in  the  blue 
that  day  in  March,  as  Hugh  and  Moira  walked  to  the  station — talk- 
ing quietly,  laughing  now  and  then.  Moira  knew  that  Hugh  was  go- 
ing over  this  time;  it  was  a  military  secret  but  war  regulations  can't 
control  the  heart.  And  so  she  talked  happily  as  she  always  had — 
but  she  said  a  few  serious  things  too — about  God's  will,  about  their 
children,  and  a  better  world,  not  as  a  result  of  the  war,  but  in  spite 
of  it.  The  train  came  in  and  it  was  time  to  go.  Hugh  turned  to 
look  back  once,  and  a  gust  of  wind  caught  the  impudent  ribbon  on 
Moira's  red  hat  and  tossed  it  down  the  platform.  It  landed  at  Hugli's 
feet  and  he  caught  it  up  to  give  to  her,  but  the  train  was  pulling  out; 
there  was  no  time  to  run  back. 

Hugh  kept  that  bit  of  red  ribbon  all  through  the  campaign  in 
France.  It  reminded  him  of  the  church  back  home,  of  Moira's 
smile  and  her  encouraging  words  to  him  that  day.  This  red  ribbon 
was  a  symbol  of  life  to  him — the  only  kind  of  life  that  would  save 
the  world. 

August  fourteenth — nineteen  forty-three — killed  in  action  some- 
where in  France.  The  German  soldiers  went  over  his  body  to  find 
what  they  could. 

"Find  anything  of  importance,  Karl?"  snapped  tlie  first. 

"Nothing  worth  our  while,"  said  Karl.  "A  letter  or  two, 
emergency  rations,  a  piece  of  red  ribbon  .  .  .  looks  like  it  came  off 
a  lady's  hat." 

SUE  DECKER,   13-A 


MY  YOUNG  BROTHER 

If  a  friend  should  ask  the  name  of  my  youngest  brother  I  would 
say  "Tom,"  for  although  the  eldest  of  my  three  brothers,  he  seems 
the  most  youthful. 

With  his  tawny  hair  topped  by  an  unpredictable  cowlick,  and 
his  laughing  blue  eyes  marked  by  crowsfeet,  he  is  a  type  of  the 
youth  of  Canada.  His  agile  body  has  lost  the  lean  grace  of  his  teens 
but  taken  on  a  husky  vigor  whicli  is  complimentary. 

His  real  charm  is  in  his  carefree  innocent  soul.  He  is  still  "a 
child  of  God"  and  this  youtlifulness  will  be  his  forever,  'though  his 
hair  turns  white  and  his  muscles  become  flabby. 

So  when  I  speak  of  my  "young  Brother,"  I  think  not  of  age, 
nor  of  appearance  but  rather  that  eternal  youth  of  soul  which  be- 
longs to  those  who  are  close  to  God. 

ALICE  McGOVERN,   13-A.  S.J.C.S. 
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THERE'S  POETRY — AND  POETRY 

I  like  poetry.  Now  that  is  a  broad  and  comprehensive  state- 
ment. It  means  that  I  like  the  rugged  lines  of  Kipling's  "By  the  liv- 
ing God  that  made  you.  You're  a  better  man  than  I  am,  Gunga  Din," 
And  the  tender  dreams  of  L.  M.  Montgomery's  "Seven  slim  poplars 
on  a  windy  hill."  It  means  that  I  have  a  healthy  appetite  for 
Shakespeare's  "This  is  the  noblest  Roman  of  them  all"  as  my  main 
dish  with  an  equal  zest  for  Milne's  "Winnie  the  Pooh,  why  what  did 
he  do?"  as  dessert. 

Ah,  you  see,  there's  poetry — ^and  poetry.  And  in  the  "and 
poetry"  class  comes  with  glory  of  phrasing  and  fanfare  of  music  the 
poetry  of  Marjorie  Pickthall  was,  to  our  everlasting  glory,  a  Canad- 
adian.  What  was  more,  she  was  the  gentle  discoverer  of  vast  stretch- 
es of  untapped  wealth — the  wonder  and  the  beauty  and  the  wild 
virgin  majesty  that  is  Canada's  natural  heritage.  Marjorie  Pickthall 
discovered  this  and  she  was  not  content  with  thrilling  to  the  haunt- 
ing beauty  of  water — she  sang  about  it  in  "Dream  River."  She 
woke  up  one  morning  a-flame  with  the  breathlessness  of  daybreak, 
and  she  carolled  foith  in  mighty  fragility,  "O  Keep  the  World 
Forever  at  the  Dawn."  Her  soul  was  alive  with  the  glory  of  God — 
she  sang  of  it,  "The  strength  and  the  beauty  of  God  outrolled  in  a 
fiery  screed."  And  listen  to  this  for  sheer  exquisiteness:  "A  scent 
of  lilies  on  the  cold  sea  wind,  a  thin,  white  blaze  of  wings,  a  face  of 
flame  over  the  gateway,  and  the  vision  passed".  And  if  you  want  to 
discover  a  world  of  beauty  haunting  melody  and  compelling  surging 
glory,  read  "The  Bridegroom  of  Cana."  Marjorie  Pickthall's  power 
of  music  and  colour  and  exquisite  diction  was  used  tenderly.  She 
loved  poetry  and  poets.  "Our  Lord  made  Peter  the  head  of  His 
Church,"  she  once  remarked,  "but  John,  a  gentleman  and  a  poet 
was  the  disciple  whom  Jesus  loved." 

HELEN  BOEHLER,  13-A,  S.J.C.S. 


ALAS  THE  HOURS 

In  our  fast  moving  world  what  would  be  more  welcome  than 
an  extra  ten  hours  a  day.  With  our  brilliant  scientists  discovering 
daily  the  wheres  and  whys  of  hundreds  of  things  surely  they  should 
discover  a  means  by  which  the  twenty-four  hour  day  can  be  length- 
ened. Imagine  the  pleasure  such  a  discovery  would  bring!  No  long- 
er would  people  be  obliged  to  rush  from  morning  till  night  to  ac- 
complish the  impossible.  They  could  spread  their  work  and  play 
evenly  over  twenty-four  hours  leaving  ten  hours  for  rest  in  place  of 
the  usual  seven  or  eight. 

People  from  every  walk  of  life  would  appreciate  this  change. 
Teachers  would  not  be  forced  to  put  up  with  pupils  coming  to  class 
without  their  homework  done.  With  the  extra  ten  hours  students 
could  finish  the  work  assigned  and  yet  enjoy  the  things  which  only 
youth  offer?.  If  everyone  were  to  look  into  this  subject  he  would 
agree  that  the  thirty-four  hour  day  is  what  this  world  needs. 

CATHARINE  HABASINSKI,  13-B.  S.J.C.S. 
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ALLOWANCES? 

Why  did  parents  ever  think  up  such  an  ingenious  means  of  tor- 
ture for  their  children?  For  them  it  may  procure  a  measure  of 
peace;  for  us  it  is  a  big  headache.  If  the  allowance  comes  at  the 
beginning  of  the  week,  how  can  you  stretch  it  out  so  as  to  leave 
enough  for  the  week-end?  If  you  receive  it  on  Friday,  it  is  all  gone 
when  Monday  rolls  around,  and  then  what  are  you  to  do?  Worry  is 
heavy  on  your  heart.  Should  you  borrow,  or  do  without?  If  you 
borrow,  you  must  pay  back,  and  then  again  your  purse  is  empty.  If 
you  do  without, — how  can  you  do  without?  Allowances  are  a 
curse  and  a  blessing  to  the  younger  generation. 

JOX  McLEAX,   12-A,  S.J.C.S. 


CINDERELLA 


From  rags  to  riches  at  the  wave  of  a  wand  —  that's  the  story 
of  "Cinderella."  And  Alice  Duer  Millei',  authoress  of  the  ''White 
Clifff."  has  taken  this  bit  of  airy  fantasy,  given  it  a  modern  twist  and 
set  it  to  word  music — by  the  magic  medium  of  poetry.  In  this  rhy- 
thmical setting,  the  little  fugitive  from  the  chimney-corner,  who  long 
ago  earned  a  warm  spot  in  most  hearts,  lives  again  for  us — as  kit- 
chen queen  and  palace  princess.  We  laugh  and  cry  in  tui-n  over  the 
absurdities  and  cruelties  of  Cinderella's  supercilious  sisters  and  fool- 
ish mother,  and  we  feel  satisfaction  at  the  happy  ending  in  which 
innocence  and  beauty  triumph.  No  one  is  too  young  to  enjoy  this 
enchanting  verse  version  of  Cinderella's  trials  and  winning  wiles — 
no  one  is  too  old.  For  this  delicious  morsel  of  fairy  lore  gives  us  a 
rest  from  reality  at  one  of  the  milestones  in  Fairy  Land.  What 
could  be  better? 

JEAN  SPICER.  13-B.  S.J.C.S. 


ARTS  AND  CRAFTS 

The  natives  of  Mexico  are  experts  in  beautiful  handicrafts.  The 
inhabitants  weave  cloth  in  picturesque  patterns.  The  women  spin 
the  thread  while  husbands  and  sons  work  the  loom.  Weaving  is  a 
family  affair  and  from  the  children  to  the  grandparents,  all  take  part. 
The  women  balance  beautiful  baskets  on  their  heads.  Houses  are 
filled  with  baskets  of  all  types  and  sizes,  many  patterned,  made  from 
rushes  dyed.  Skilled  workers  even  weave  gay  figures  into  the 
basket . 

In  the  south,  in  adobe  huts,  pottery  making  too,  is  a  family 
affair.  The  children  crush  the  clay,  mix  it  with  water  and  then 
knead  it.  The  father  shapes  it  over  a  mould  and  dries  it  in  the  sun. 
^■ome  paint  their  pottery  in  beautiful  intricate  designs. 

In  the  east  the  favourite  occupation  is  glass  blowing.  The  good 
glass  blower  has  years  of  toil  behind  him  and  a  future  of  creative 
work  before  him.  The  glass  is  treated;  the  worker  blows  it  through 
a  long  rod  into  the  molten  mass,  then  he  turns  it  in  a  mould  and 
fashions  the  rim. 

DOROTHY  HARRISON,   13-B.   S.J.C.S. 
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FLVIXG  HIGH 

Let  us  imagine  that  I  am  flying  to  Mexico  in  an  ultra-modern  pas- 
senger aeroplane.  From  the  window  of  the  plane  I  see  flat  plateaus 
where  the  sheep  graze.  The  shepherds,  mere  dots  from  here,  recline 
against  a  shady  tree,  idly  watching  their  sheep.  Let  us  swoop  down  and 
visit.  The  shepherds  are  dressed  in  gaily  coloured,  cape-like  coats 
called  "serapes."  Our  guide,  Fernando,  shows  us  the  processes 
which  result  in  this  cloak.  The  wool  is  sheared  from  the  sheep, 
carded  and  spun  by  hand,  and  then  woven  into  these  cloaks  which 
are  in  one  piece  with  an  opening  for  the  head. 

We  proceeded  by  cars,  through  the  small  Mexican  villages.  In 
the  valleys  we  admired  the  woveia  baskets,  decorated  in  bright  col- 
ours. A  small  boy  slit  reed  in  an  experienced  manner,  to  help  the 
family  in  the  basket  making  occupation.  The  women  w^eave  the 
strands  of  different  colours  to  make  the  geometrical  designs. 

In  the  region  of  Guadalajara,  we  watched  pottery-makers,  and 
each  of  us  carried  away  one  jar. 

A  short  visit  and  soon  we  were  flying  back  to  St.  Joseph's  land- 
ing in  the  Social  room.  Sister  was  rewinding  a  film.  We  looked  at 
the  label  on  the  disc — "Arts  and  Crafts  of  Mexico."  What  a  coinci- 
dence ! 

MARIE  WOLFE,  13-B,  S.J.C.S. 


A  LAYMAN  L<X)K8  AT  THE  ATO>nC  BOMB 

When  we  read  articles  on  the  atomic  bomb  the  tragic  signifi- 
cance of  the  whole  principle  strikes  us.  Man  is  too  frail  to  be  en- 
trusted with  the  power  to  split  the  atom.  During  war  we  entered  a 
race  for  the  means  of  mass  murder  and  destruction.  We  won  that 
race. 

The  power  of  the  bomb.  There  is  enough  energy  in  the  explos- 
ion of  one  pound  of  uranium  to  blow  the  Empire  State  Building 
twenty  miles  in  the  air;  although  as  yet  it  is  only  possible  to  release 
one  per  cent  of  the  potential  energy  contained  in  any  given  amount 
of  the  substance.  One  pound  of  this  death-giving  weapon  is  com- 
parable to  twenty  thousand  tons  of  T.N.T. 

The  United  States,  England  and  Canada  now  hold  the  secrets 
to  this  great  discovery  but  soon  the  whole  world  will  know  of  it. 
Admittedly  the  three  great  powers  have  access  to  as  much  of  the 
materials  as  they  desire  but  of  what  use  is  this  when  five  hundred 
bombs  are  as  effective  as  fifty  thousand?  Even  small  nations  can 
afford  to  manufacture  enough  bombs  to  destroy  any  other  nation 
they  wish.     What  then  will  happen  to  civilization? 

We  see  that  the  world  is  on  the  brink  of  an  atomic  age.  This 
will  change  the  nature  of  things  as  much  in  the  next  hundred  years 
as  electricity  has  in  the  past  century.  If  men  take  this  power  and 
use  it  to  the  betterment  of  mankind,  atomic  energy  can  do  untold 
good;  but  men  are  weak  and  I  wonder  if  they  will  have  the  integrity 
and  strength  to  use  it  properly.  It  is  a  balance  of  good  and  evil; 
wiio  can  tell  which  way  the  scales  will  tip. 

DOROTHY  HARRISON,   13-B,  S.J.C.S. 
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THE  CASE  FOK  THE  Bl  T(  HER  AND  BAKER 

When  I  speak  of  the  butcher  and  baker,  I  mean  Mr.  Like  and 
Mr.  Burns,  who  own  a  thriving  butcher  shop  on  Main  Street  and  the 
French  pastry  artists  M.  Duval  or  Mrs.  Milne  (who  can  make  the 
best  apple-turn-overs  you  ever  tasted)  oi"  even  you  if  you  have  ever 
boiled  water  or  rolled  a  batch  of  cookies. 

Xow,  if  you  think  that  you  are  not  of  first  importance  to  your 
community,  or  even  your  country,  consider  once  again  your  position. 
A  wonderful  French-Canadian  chef  has  given  Mr.  King  a  delicious 
meal.  Having  eaten  it.  he  felt  particularly  pleased  with  life  and  will- 
ing to  be  of  service  to  his  countrymen.  He  struck  upon  a  stupendous 
plan  to  end  strikes,  thus  hastening  reconversion  and  placing  Canada 
before  the  world  as  an  example  of  planned  democracy.  So  I  say, 
three  cheers  for  Monsieur  Charmant,  the  cook  who  directed  the 
nation. 

If  you  are  still  dubious,  look  about  you  for  more  evidence.  From 
the  three  year  old  who  plays  Pat-a-cake.  Pat-a-cake,  Baker's  Man  to 
the  older  children  who  cry  "Butcher,  Baker.  Candlestick  Maker," 
they  sing  your  praises,  loud  and  strong.  You  are  building  up  the 
youth  of  our  country,  by  caring  for  their  tummies  and  by  giving 
them  themes  for  recreation. 

So  pat  yourself  on  the  back  and  celebrate  for  a  day.  We  all 
love  you  and  NEED  you. 

ALICE  McGOVERN',   13-B,  S.J.C.S. 


THE  CASE  FOR  THE  EVERYDAY  3L\X 

Order  claims  the  court  .  .  .  and  the  defendant  takes  the  stand 
in  the  case  of  Artist  versus  Everyday  Man.  Verbal  retaliation  to  the 
unwarranted  attack  on  Mr.  Ordinary  Citizen  is  in  the  offing.  Without 
further  ado-ing  about  little,  the  war  of  words,  the  flash  of  clashing 
wits  is  on! 

Unmindful  of  Milne's  complacent  leer,  the  defending  champ 
begins  punching  holes  in  the  Artist's  wall  of  defence.  But  first  of 
all.  what  exactly  is  the  Everyday  Man?  He  is  definitely  not  the 
millionaire,  but  on  the  other  hand  he  is  not  the  pauper.  Therefore, 
he  must  come  between  these  two  social  extremities.  And  he  does! 
For  he  is  the  man  on  the  street,  he  is  the  butcher,  the  baker,  the 
candlestick  maker  (to  revert  to  kindergarten  size  .  .  .  ) ,  he  is  you 
and  I. 

Whereas  the  Artist  has  to  stop  and  question  his  usefulness  to 
humanity  and  then  convince  himself  that  he  really  is  all  right,  the 
Everyday  Man  merely  looks  about  him  at  the  fruits  of  his  toil  and 
knows  without  mental  persuasion  that  the  world — and  Artists!  — 
could  not  survive  without  him.  Consoling  thought!  '"Tis  love  that 
makes  the  world  go  round,"  proclaims  the  Artist.  But  little  does  he 
know!  For  without  plain  Mr.  Smith  the  earth  would  change  back 
to  its  primitive  state. 

This  Mr.  Milne  graciously  concedes.  But  he  goes  on  to  say  that, 
like  the  never-idle  bee,  the  Everyday  Man  can  spare  no  time  to  en- 
joy the  pleasures  of  the  world.  How  dare  he  compare  the  Ordinary 
Man.  to  a  bee — to  a  bee-ing  without  a  mind,  without  a  soul!     For  it  is 
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the  driving  force  of  instinct  which  makes  the  bee  buzz  ceaselessly 
about  his  perfumed  business.  No  instinct  on  earth  can  drive  man 
to  toil  without  "the  pause  that  refreshes" — as  some  soft  drink,  soft- 
soaper  has  so  aptly  put  it.  On  the  contrary,  only  the  whip-lash  of 
necessity  stirs  man  to  work  at  all.  True,  man  must  work  an  allotted 
time  each  day  at  some  specific  profession — but  this  profession  is 
usually  one  of  his  own  choosing,  and  thus  a  source  of  enjoyment. 
Moreover,  there  is  a  certain  satisfaction  to  be  gained  from  a  job  well- 
done  which  makes  the  Everyday  Man  an  Artist  in  his  own  right.  And 
that  to  you,  Mr.  Milne! ! 

Again,  does  the  Ordinary  Man  really  worry  very  much  about 
the  next  generation — as  the  essayist  in  question  remarks?  Not  at 
all!  When  inventions  are  made,  new  dress  styles  dreamed  up,  edu- 
cation absorbed  and  even  bread  baked,  we — the  Ordinary  Men — are 
not  thinking  of  their  benefits  to  the  next  generation,  we  are  think- 
ing of  their  benefits  to  us. 

Not  the  Artist  and  Explorer  alone,  though,  but  also  the  Every- 
day Man  leaves  behind  for  posterity  worthwhile  achievements.  For 
the  man  on  the  street,  the  butcher,  the  baker,  the  candlestick  maker, 
you  and  I — we  opened  up  America,  we  built  the  great  cities  and  rail- 
ways, we  rule  the  land,  we  make  great  strides  in  science  and  medi- 
cine. Broad  statements,  you  say, — but  taken  at  face  value,  they  are 
true!  It  is  the  Everyday  Man  who  is  making  history,  in  peace  as  in 
war;  the  Artist  merely  records  it. 

But  why  are  we  arguing?  We  are  actually  fighting  ourselves! 
According  to  Milne's  unique  definition  of  the  Artist,  every  individual 
on  the  face  of  the  earth  is  just  that.  For  what  man  has  not  "Penned 
four  lines  on  the  sunset  or  modelled  a  plasticine  Noah's  Ark?"  Con- 
versely then  we  can  say  that  everybody  in  the  world  is  just  a  plain 
ordinary  person — an  Everyday  Man   ....   Court  adjourned! 

JEAN  SPICER,   13-B,  S.J.C.S. 


SPRING  FEVER 

Oh,  life  is  sweet  and  life  is  fair. 

For  I'm  in  love  with  life; 
No  longer  weary  the  daily  care. 

No  longer  bitter  the  toil  and  strife; 
For  love  is  sweet  and  love  is  new, 

And  I'm  in  love  with  love; 
Skies  once  grey  are  shining  blue. 

And  God  is  smiling  from  above. 

Oh,  life  and  love  indeed  are  fair; 

Oh,  life  and  love  are  sweet; 
In  all  the  world  I've  but  one  care — 

That  life  and  love  are  but  too  fleet; 
For  life  is  gay  when  love  is  new. 

And  I'm  in  love  with  life  and  you. 


MARY  JANET  WESSON,   12-A,  S.J.C.S. 
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I'M  GLAD  I'M  XOT  A  BOY 

Did  you  ever  hear  the  fable  of  the  girl  who  kissed  hei'  elbow 
and  was  turned  into  a  boy?  Wouldn't  that  be  terrible?  I'm  glad 
I  never  tried  it.  Imagine  how  boring  to  be  running  around  the 
house  with  a  toy  pistol  yelling  "Now  I  got  you!  You're  dead!"  Or 
at  a  later  age,  the  dirty-faced  age,  with  face  so  covered  with  grime 
that  your  own  mother  would  disown  you!  A  few  more  years  and 
sports  are  all  you  think  of,  day  in  and  day  out.  Hockey,  rugby,  foot- 
ball cause  sprained  ligaments  and  broken  bones.  Later  on,  the  shav- 
ing starts.  Poor  mothers!  How  I  pity  those  who  have  boys!  Girls 
are  always  good,  and  never  troublesome.     Girls  are  so  much  nicer! 

MARY  BRICCO,  12-A,  S.J.C.S. 


COLOUR 


To  the  human  eye  the  most  vivid  and  striking  form  of  beauty 
lies  not  in  the  detail  and  symmetry  of  an  object,  but  in  the  warmth 
and  richness  of  its  colour  values.  Consider  how  completely  drab 
and  tasteless  our  lives  would  become  if  the  wondrous  rhapsody  of 
colour  in  the  universe  ceased  suddenly  to  exist.  Only  by  compre- 
hending what  such  an  existence  would  mean  to  us  can  we  begin  to 
realize  the  part  that  colour  plays  in  our  scheme  of  living.  The  very 
mood  and  tempo  of  each  season  is  made  known  to  us  through  Na- 
ture's changing  apparel.  What  could  reflect  more  strikingly  the 
rich  abundance  of  a  good  harvest  than  the  opulence  of  colour  in 
Autumn  woods  and  fields?  What  could  depict  the  cold  austerity  of 
Winter  better  than  the  virgin  whiteness  of  snow,  or  portray  the  stir- 
ring of  new  life  in  spring  more  aptly  than  the  delicate  green  of  ten- 
der young  shoots?  Thus  it  is  that  all  creation  is  clad  in  beauty,  and 
in  the  splendour  of  its  colour  reflects  the  majesty  of  the  Creator. 

PATRICIA  BORRON,   12-A,  S.J.C.S. 


AVORDS 

Three  hundred  centuries  ago,  after  careful  delilieration.  man 
uttered  his  first  word — "Ugh."  He  used  this  word  to  signify  what- 
ever he  wished  to  express.  Eventually,  tired  of  the  monotony,  he 
invented  new  words.  To  satisfy  ever-increasing  demands,  he  began 
desperately  to  add  prefixes  and  suffixes,  change  forms,  and  borrow 
from  the  languages  of  his  neighbours.  Not  satisfied  with  orthodox 
words,  he  began  to  employ  slang  by  way  of  abbreviation  or  indulged, 
on  the  other  hand,  the  idiosynciasy  of  sesquipedalianism.  Long  be- 
fore the  time  of  Christ,  man  learned  to  write.  Long  before  the 
twentieth  century,  he  needed  a  dictionary  six  and  one  quarter  Inches 
high.  Gigantic  reference  libraries  were  necessary  to  explain  all  his 
words.  If  the  most  primitive  of  primitive  men  could  hear  us  now, 
speaking  fluently,  with  thousands  of  words  at  our  command,  he 
would  probably  feel  ashamed  that  he  could  speak  only  one  woid  . 
Should  we  feel  ashamed  that  we  need  thousands  of  words  to  say 
what  he  could  express  in  one? 

JEAN  MUNRO,  12-C.  S.J.C.S. 
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PRODK  T  OF  NICKELS  AND  DIMES 

"Fifth  Avenue"  conveys  to  us  of  America  thoughts  of  grandeur 
and  might.  On  it  stands  tlie  famous  Radio  City  of  New  York.  Here 
are  located  the  stores  which  lead  the  world  in  styles.  Here  also  is 
St.  Patrick's  Cathedral,  its  twin  spires  dwarfed  by  the  colossal  build- 
ings across  the  Avenue,  but  its  fame  increased  by  the  recently-cre- 
ated Cardinal  Francis  J.  Spellman.  We  stand  amazed  at  the  deli- 
cate beauty  of  its  Gothic  architecture,  enhanced  by  the  modern 
structures  around  it.  Who  built  this  great  Cathedral?  Xo,  not  rich 
or  famous  people!  Everyone  knows  that  this  beautiful  Church  was 
erected  with  the  nickels  and  dimes  of  the  poor  Irish  servant  girls 
of  New  York. 

THERESE  MURPHY,  12-B,  S.J.C.S. 


NEVER  AGAIN 


Two  years  ago  the  family  spent  an  afternoon  at  Crystal  Beach. 
Pointing  to  a  sign  bearing  the  name  "Cyclone,"  my  brother  asked. 
''Do  you  want  to  come?  This  is  the  most  daring  ride  in  the  Park." 
Looking  up  at  the  monstrous  steel  structure,  I  felt  my  knees  quake 
and  my  hands  become  clammy.  "Oh,  sure,  I'd  love  to,"  I  replied. 
Sitting  in  the  front  seat,  we  slowly  ascended  the  steep  incline.  After 
pausing  at  the  top  for  a  minute,  we  suddenly  dashed  downward, 
straight  for  Lake  Erie.  In  a  split  second  the  car  swerved  and  turned 
a  bend  at  a  slant  of  forty-five  degrees.  Next  it  tossed  over  onto  one 
side,  then  onto  the  other.  I  was  gasping  for  breath.  Up  one  in- 
cline we  tore  and  down  another  at  the  rate  of  what  seemed  a  hund- 
red miles  an  hour.  For  one  awful  moment,  I  looked  at  the  pave- 
ment below.  Then  everything  went  blank.  But  the  next  moment 
the  ride  was  finished — and  so  was  I.  Not  for  twenty  minutes  could 
I  speak,  and  then  only  two  shaky  words — "Never  again!" 

RITA  O'CxRADY.   12-C,  S.J.C.S. 


MINDING    THE    BABY 

On  Saturday  afternoon  I  was  keeping  house  for  the  woman  next 
door.  The  baby  was  asleep  and  I  felt  quite  capable  of  handling 
the  situation.  In  a  short  while,  however,  the  silence  was  shat- 
tered by  a  loud  howl.  I  ran  upstairs  and,  taking  Junior  in  my 
arms,  received,  for  my  kindness,  a  chubby  little  foot  in  my  face. 
i  tried  singing  to  him,  but  it  seemed  he  was  used  to  good  music, 
and  yelled  louder  than  ever.  Just  then  the  door  bell  rang.  With 
Junior  kicking  and  screaming  in  my  arms,  I  managed  to  reach  the 
door,  and  heard  a  familiar  voice  saying,  "Sis,  is  that  you?"  There 
stood  my  younger  brother  and  into  his  protesting  arms  I  thrust  the 
baby.  Somehow  the  latter  had  managed  to  get  hold  of  an  ash- 
tray and  with  this  he  proceeded  to  thump  Tommy  on  the  head.  My 
brother  objected  to  this  and  began  to  spank  the  baby.  You  can 
imagine  the  din!  Then  Tommy  put  the  baby  down,  and  suddenly 
the  baby  laughed  and  they  became  the  best  of  friends.  "You  know, 
Sis,"  said  Tommy,  "it   takes  a   man  to  handle   these  matters." 

KAY   BOZICH,   12-C,   S.J.C.S. 


ST.  JOSEPH  LILIES  197 


ELEVATORS — AS  SEEN  BY  A  SMALL  BOY 

Elevators  elevate  people  who  are  too  lazy  to  walk  upstairs. 
How  they  work  I  don't  know,  but  some  day  I'll  find  out.  Those 
who  operate  them  say  that  life  has  its  ups  and  downs.  Emily  Post 
has  said  nothing  on  the  question  of  elevator  etiquette  yet.  and  so 
there  is  no  disagreement  on  the  subject.  My  father  belongs  to  the 
"hats-off-if-a-lady-is-present"  school.  It  has  its  drawbacks.  FLOOR 
ONE — a  lady  enters — hats  off.  FLOOR  TWO — lady  leaves — hats 
on.  FLOOR  THREE — two  ladies  enter  —  well,  by  FLOOR 
TWENTY-FIVE,  my  dad's  arm  is  semi-paralyzed!  The  ruost  dis- 
agreeable type  of  elevator  I  ever  encountered  was  on  April  the  first, 
two  years  ago,  when  a  classmate  put  a  tack  on  my  seat.  As  an 
elevator,  it  was  eft'ective  and  speedy,  but  painful. 

HELEN  O'CONNOR.   12-A.  S.J.C.S. 


TRUNKS 


Little  trunks,  big  trunks,  old  trunks,  new  trunks!  I  like  old 
ones  which  are  found  in  attics,  locked,  with  no  key,  and  very  hard 
to  open.  Wishful  thinking  demands  that  when  they  are  opened,  they 
contain  old-fashioned  costumes.  (But  they  rarely  do).  When  I 
travel,  I  like  new  shiny  trunks  with  my  initials  on  the  side  engraved 
in  gold.  Elephants  also  have  trunks,  but  how  different!  They  do 
not  open  with  a  key,  nor  are  they  shiny  metal.  Boys  have  trunks — 
swimming  trunks.  Why  are  they  called  trunks?  They  are  not  even 
like  tree-trunks.  If  anyone  ever  talks  to  you  about  trunks,  be  sure 
you  know  the  kind  to  which  he  is  referring. 

MARY  LOU  O'LEARY,  12-C,  S.J.C.S. 


I  USED  TO  THINK 


But  I  don't  any  more.  I  have  thought  better  of  the  matter 
and  have  left  it  off  completely.  Of  course  in  my  tender  years  I  fol- 
lowed the  accepted  ways  of  society,  and  thought  just  as  much  as  any- 
one. But  now  I  ask — what  is  thinking,  other  than  a  form  of  un- 
necessary exertion?  Does  it  do  anything  besides  get  us  somewhere? 
And  who  wants  to  get  somewhere?  Aristotle  got  somewhere  by 
thinking,  but  perhaps  he  envied  those  who  got  nowhere.  Of  these 
I  could  tell  him  much.  I  could  tell  him  how  gratifying  it  is  to  ab- 
stain from  thinking  and  get  nowhere.  But  I  hope  I'm  the  only  one 
who  could  give  him  the  information! 

ANTOINETTE  PENNELLI,  12-C,  S.J.C.S. 


HOW  MY  AUNT  GOT  HER  NAME 

W'hen  my  uncle  was  a  very  little  boy  he  had  a  realistic  baby 
doll  which  he  loved  very  much.  It  got  lost.  Everybody  had  to  look 
for  his  '"Dolly."  He  tottered  into  the  nursery  where  the  new  baby 
lay  asleep  and  picked  her  up  by  the  feet  gurgling:  "Dolly,  Dolly." 

The  baby  was  rescued  and  the  small  boy  scolded  but  the  name 
was  never  lost. 

MARY  SHILLING,  11-B,  S.J.C.S. 
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FEET 

Feet  are  invaluable  gifts  to  man.  Their  importance  can  be 
judged  from  the  fact  that  the  tiny  baby  is  taught  "This  little  piggy 
went  to  market"  at  such  an  early  age,  and  soon  after  encouraged  to 
show  Auntie  how  he  can  put  his  little  foot  in  his  mouth.  What  a 
wonderful  day  when  Junior  takes  his  first  faltering  steps!  Could 
he  do  it  without  feet?  Feet  aid  in  conversation:  we  describe  people 
"from  top  to  toe,"  and  slangy  persons  speak  of  "putting  their  foot 
in  it."  People  say  that  feet  get  in  the  way.  That's  hardly  true. 
The  foot  that  steps  on  somebody's  toe  is  taking  friendly  revenge  for 
a  previous  kick  received  from  somebody  else.  Remember  this — 
feet  are  dependable.  As  long  as  the  legs  stand,  the  feet  remain 
firm  and  resolute  on  the  ground. 

MARY  FLYXX,  12-B,  S.J.C.S. 


MY  MISTAKEN  CHILDHOOD 

When  I  was  a  pupil  in  Elementary  School,  I  used  to  think,  as 
I  watched  the  boys  and  girls  going  to  Humberside  Collegiate,  that 
the  most  wonderful  thing  in  the  world  would  be  to  go  to  High  School. 
Whoever  said  "Ignorance  is  bliss"  certainly  knew  what  he  was  talk- 
ing about.  How  little  did  I  foresee  all  the  subjects  you  have  to 
"take"  in  High  School,  and  the  hours  to  be  spent  on  homework!  All 
I  could  visualize  was  sports,  school  dances  and  smart  collegiate 
clothes  and  being  able  to  speak  French,  Spanish  and  German  with 
fluency.  Now  I  realize  that  I  have  time  for  few  sports,  that  school 
dances  come  "few  and  far  between,"  and  I  am  attired  in  a  school 
uniform.  What  wonderful  day-dreamers  children  are!  When  I 
think  what  I  used  to  think.  I  think  I  must  have  been  a  crazy  thinker. 

DENTSE  O'LEARY.  12-C,  S.J.C.S. 


BABY  LOSES  HIS  TEMPER 

Life  is  very  peaceful  in  our  house  until  Baby  loses  his  temper. 
Johnny  is  three  years  old  with  fiery  red  hair  and  the  quick  temper 
that  goes  with  it.  When  he  doesn't  get  his  own  way,  you  would 
think  the  world  was  coming  to  an  end.  He  backs  up  against  the 
wall  and  stares  at  you  for  about  a  minute,  his  face  getting  whiter 
and  whiter.  Then  he  seems  to  let  go  his  hold  on  himself,  and  the 
tears  come  fast.  He  stamps  his  feet  and  screams  at  the  top  of  his 
voice,  until  he  finally  has  in  his  grasp  the  object  he  wants.  When 
I  see  him  backing  up,  my  first  move  is  to  get  him  what  he  wants. 
Mother,  however,  just  lets  him  scream,  until  finally  he  knows  it 
is  all  in  vain,  and  his  tears  dry  quickly.  Then  he  runs  to  Mother, 
and  looks  up  at  her  with  sheepish  grin,  trying  in  his  own  way, 
I  believe,  to  tell  her  that  he  is  sorry.  The  sudden  fit  of  temper  is 
all  gone. 

MARGARET  HORAHAX,  11-A,  S.J.C.S. 
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DREAMS  COME  TRUE 

If  you  ask  anyone  if  dreams  come  true,  you'll  receive  tlie 
answer — "No,  dreams  go  by  contraries."  But  one  night  I  dreamt 
that,  as  I  was  walking  along  the  street  about  dusk,  I  heard  a  man 
yell  at  me  and  begin  to  run  towards  me.  I  ran  too,  but  the  faster 
I  ran,  the  faster  ran  he.  After  covering  several  blocks,  unable  to 
go  farther,  I  ran  into  a  dark  doorway  and.  as  I  hoped,  he  ran  i>asL. 
I  gave  a  sigh  of  relief,  but  at  that  moment  he  turned  and  saw  me. 
I  was  going  to  scream,  but  no  sound  came  from  my  mouth.  Instead, 
I  woke  up.  The  next  day  I  had  the  very  same  experience  in  reality. 
As  the  man  came  closer,  I  tried  to  scream  but  then  I  recognized  him. 
He  was  my  father  bringing  me  my  hat  which  I  had  forgotten  on 
leaving  home! 

MARGERY   CURRAX.    11-A.   S.J.C.S. 


BAIxLS 

The  word  "balls"  can  mean  different  things.  During  a  base- 
ball game,  you  hear  the  Umpire  say  that  the  batter  has  three  balls 
and  two  strikes  on  him.  To  some  uninformed  sightseer  that  sentence 
would  be  alarming.  Imagine  the  poor  batter  loaded  down  with  three 
balls  at  one  time! 

In  by-gone  years,  the  soldier  reloaded  his  gun  with  balls  of 
shot.  These  meant  much  more  to  him  than  the  balls  of  wool  grand- 
mother uses  for  knitting. 

Big  sister  could  tell  you  much  about  the  balls  she  has  attended. 
They  mean  more  to  her  than  little  Johnnie's  favorite  tennis  balls. 

And  so,  although  balls  to  play  with,  balsl  to  shoot  with,  balls 
to  knit  with,  balls  at  which  you  dance,  all  have  the  same  name,  each 
means  something  very  different. 

ANN  DURLIXG.   11-B.  S.J.C.S. 


HORSE-SHOES  ARE  LUCKY 

You've  often  heard  it;  horse-shoes  bring  luck.  I  can't  say  that 
is  my  opinion.  Have  you  ever  been  put  to  sleep  by  a  horse-shoe  fall- 
ing on  ycur  head;  or  heard  the  crunch  and  felt  the  stabbing  pain  of 
one  striking  your  shin  bone?  I  have  experienced  both,  and  that  is 
not  w-hat  I  call  being  lucky. 

Many  people  have  nailed  up  a  horse-shoe  over  their  doors,  only 
to  have  it,  that  same  day,  quite  unexpectedly  fall  down  and  break 
Joe's  toe. 

Now  I  do  not  want  to  seem  pessimistic,  not  at  all.  Mrs.  Brown 
pinned  horse-shoes  on  little  Herbert's  mittens  expecting  him  to 
grow  up  to  be  a  great  pianist.  He  became  one  of  the  most  skilled 
pickpockets  in  the  world.  It's  not  that  I'm  prejudiced  against  horse- 
shoes, but  just  to  be  safe,  I'll  stick  to  my  rabbit's  foot. 

BARBARA  CLANCY,  11-B.  S.J.C.S. 
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THE  SONG  OF  HONOUR 

This  poem  describes  the  feelings  of  a  man  lost  in  solitude,  on 
the  crest  of  a  hill  at  sun-down.  He  imagines  that  the  whole  universe 
is  giving  honour  to  God.  Voices  from  forests  and  fields,  from  towns 
and  deserts,  from  earth  and  from  heaven,  from  time  and  from  eter- 
nity, unite  to  give  praise  to  their  Maker.  These  thoughts  fill  his 
mind  and  soul,  and,  when  the  glorious  hymn  dies  out,  he  is  left 
breathless,  completely  satisfied. 

ELIZABETH  BOYLE,  11-A,  S.J.C.S. 


SPRING  HOUSE-CLEANING 

Spring  House-Cleaning  is  a  sign  of  spring.  The  first  sunny  day 
everyone  glows  with  ambition. 

The  windows  are  washed,  the  furniture  is  brushed  and  cleaned, 
the  floors  are  scrubbed,  waxed  and  polished.  Winter  has  its  charms 
but  spi'ing  is  like  a  resurrection;  everything  comes  to  life  again.  The 
house  takes  on  a  new  beauty. 

Some  people  consider  house-cleaning  a  heavy  task.  They  think 
of  sore  backs,  aching  heads,  and  never  of  what  they  have  accomp- 
lished. We  can  make  house-cleaning  an  adventure.  Chesterton 
says,  "An  adventure  is  an  inconvenience  rightly  considei'ed." 

AGNES  CHARLTON,   11-A,   S.J.C.S. 


SCHOOL  DAYS 


There  is  a  saying  that  school-days  are  the  happiest  days  of  one's 
life.  But  with  Christmas  and  Easter  exams  finished,  and  cramming 
for  the  all  important  finals  already  begun,  to  many  the  saying  is 
open  for  debate.  However  there  are  the  so  called  "brains"  of  the 
class  who,  without  effort,  get  ninety  for  their  lowest  mark. 

There  is  one  consolation  and  that  is  the  friendships  made  dur- 
ing our  school-days.  There  is  the  annual  ball,  hockey  games  and 
the  other  activities  of  a  modern  school.  Last  is  the  graduation 
which  we  attend  annually  hoping  that  some  day  we  will  be  the  mem- 
bers of  the  graduating  class  and  our  school-days  will  have  ended  all 
too  soon.  MARGARET  GASKIN,  11-B,  S.J.C.S. 


NURSING 


There  are  many  careers  a  girl  can  choose  to-day.  One  I  like  is 
nursing. 

Nursing  is  one  of  the  noblest  careers.  The  nurse  is  needed 
everywhere  in  the  world.  She  eases  pain,  brightens  the  lives  of  the 
helpless  by  her  smile,  and  makes  little  children  laugh  by  her  quick 
humour.     To  be  a  nurse  one  should  have  the  desire  of  helping  others. 

The  nurse  may  never  become  great  in  the  eyes  of  man,  but  be- 
fore God  she  will,  for  she  is  helping  His  creatures. 

FAITH  LEE,  11-C.  S.J.C.S. 
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A  TEACHER 

I  should  like  to  become  a  school  teacher.  There  is  something 
about  teaching  little  children  that  gives  satisfaction. 

I  would  like  a  country  school,  where  I  could  be  close  to  nature, 
and  teach  the  children  to  be  closer  to  God.  Yet  to  teach  in  a  small 
place  is  difficult.  There  I  would  be  in  close  contact  with  parents 
and  children,  necessitating  a  life  of  good  example  to  all. 

There  are  several  Old  Testament  quotations  concerning  teach- 
ing the  fear  and  love  of  God,  which  I  am  at  a  loss  to  quote  here  and 
now.  Teaching  has  many  drawbacks,  outweighed  by  the  love  of 
children;  and  so,  I  have  decided  that  I  should  like  a  career  in  teach- 
ing. MARY  WARXIER.   11-C,  S.J.C.S. 


OOXVERiSATIOX  OVERHEARD  ON  A  STREET  CAR 

"Did  she  really." 

A  voice  broke  the  tranquility  of  a  street  car  ride.  There  were 
only  a  few  occupants  beside  myself. 

"Well,  it  sounds  convincing  Ann,  but  she  was  sneaking  around 
the  doors  peering  at  me."     ''Michael  brought  her  home  you  know." 

Who  could  it  be  I  wondered!  Again  the  conversation  continued. 

"She   eats    practically   nothing   and   her   back    humps    terribly. 

Then  too  her  hair  is  falling  out  and  when  her    (?) gets 

mad  she  growls  and  spits.     Of  course  we  can  chain  her  up  for  that." 

Poor  creature.  How  I  pitied  a  poor  girl  who  would  come  un- 
der a  cruel  woman  like  that.  I  gave  her  a  look  of  disdain,  but  she 
kept  right  on. 

"You  know  my  little  niece  came  over  the  other  evening  and  at 
the  table  she  passed  her  a  piece  of  meat  and  she  nearly  bit  the 
child's  hand  off.  Of  course  my  dinner  was  ruined.  Then  she  climbs 
into  my  bed,  and  is  so  sneaky.  I  wouldn't  want  Michael  to  know, 
but  confidentially  I'm  soon  going  to  have  her  gassed." 

At  this  I  gasped.  Why,  I  was  breathing  the  same  air  as  two 
murderers.  Horrors!  I  must  get  off  the  car  and  inform  a  police- 
man of  what  I  had  overheard.  It  was  my  duty.  Then  suddenly 
I  heard — - 

"You  couldn't  do  that — why,  you've  raised  her  since  she  was 
a  tiny  kitten." 

I  felt  foolish  and  it  was  their  turn  to  be  amazed  because  I  went 
into  a  long  spasm  of  laughing. 

CATHERINE  STINSOX,  Grad  II,  S.J.C.S 


BOOKS  AS  MAGIC  CARPETS 

Did  you  ever  wish  that  you  could  travel  around  the  world?  Or 
did  you  ever  have  a  desire  to  live  when  Shakespeare  walked  over 
London  Bridge  or  Cicero  addressed  the  Roman  senate?  If  such 
thoughts  have  been  yours  at  one  time  or  another,  you  have  millions 
of  friends,  fictional  and  non-fictional.  They  are  ever  ready  to  take 
you  at  least  in  spirit  to  the  lands  and  times  of  your  dreams. 

Let  us  suppose  it  is  Sunday  afternoon.      Outside  the  skies  are 
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raining  the  familiar,  "cats  and  dogs."  But  inside  a  cosy  house  you 
are  in  the  library  seated  comfortably  before  a  blazing  fire.  A  book 
is  held  in  your  hands.  As  you  open  the  first  page  you  see  it  is  a 
book  or  rather  a  magic  carpet  waiting  to  take  you  on  a  visit  to  Eng- 
land during  the  reign  of  Queen  Elizabeth.  After  you  have  read  the 
first  few  pages  you  find  yourself  in  imagination  leading  their  life, 
an  ordinary  girl  of  that  period.  Not  very  outstanding,  just  another 
English  girl  with  a  long  skirt  and  aucklin  shoes.  Your  main  occupa- 
tions are  sewing  and  embroidery,  and  to  venture  an  opinion  on  pol- 
itical matters  would  be  out  of  the  question.  If  you  happen  to  be- 
long to  the  so  called  "Upper  Class"  you  will  probably  attend  a  for- 
mal function  every  night.  But  of  the  nobility  or  not  you  will  en- 
joy your  five  o'clock  tea  with  cinnamon  cakes  every  and  any  day 
of  the  week.  But,  alas,  the  sun  is  peeping  through.  The  magic 
carpet  has  come  to  earth  once  more  and  you  jump  off  with  a  few 
more  pleasant  thoughts  about  this  old  world  of  yours,  after  your 
ride  on  a  magic  carpet. 

PAT  McGARRITY,  Grade  11-C,  S.J.C.S. 


WISHING 


I  wish  I  were  the  little  man 
Who  colours  all  the  leaves, 
I'd  dip  my  brushes  in  the  pan 
And  then  roll  up  my  sleeves. 
For  painting  leaves  is  truly  gay 
In  red  and  orange  and  gold. 
Then  I'd  produce  a  gallant  spray 
Of  colours,  all  untold. 

BARBARA  ROBINSON,  Grade  9, 

St.  Patrick's,  Vancouver, 


A  QUILL  PEN 

I  live  in  the  attic  of  a  large  house  in  a  small  trunk,  wrapped  in 
a  piece  of  rich  yellow  satin.     Let  me  tell  you  the  story  of  my  life. 

I  was  on  the  back  of  a  white  duck  with  many  brothers  and  sist- 
ers. One  day  a  tall  man  came  to  our  farm  and  pointing  me  out  to 
the  Master  I  heard  him  say: 

"That  is  a  beautiful  duck.  May  I  take  one  of  his  feathers.  I've 
always  wanted  a  white  quill  pen." 

The  master  plucked  me  out. 

"Oh,  that  is  a  beautiful  feather,"  the  stranger  remarked,  "I 
shall  have  it  sharpened  at  once." 

The  Master  wrapped  me  in  an  old  newspaper.  I  fainted.  When 
I  woke  up  again,  I  was  on  a  mahogany  desk.  The  tall  stranger 
was  kind  to  me. 

One  morning  the  maid  picked  me  up.  She  was  going  to  throw 
me  away  for  I  had  grown  old  and  was  no  longer  useful  or  beautiful. 
But  the  kind  stranger  told  her  to  put  me  in  the  trunk  with  his  trea- 
sured objects,  and  to  this  day  I  still  remain  here. 

MARY  THERESA  FATTORI.  Grade  9-A,  S.J.C.S. 
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THE   BIRTH   OF  THE  SAVIOUR 

By  REV.  PATRICK  TEMPLE,  S.T.D. 

THE  GOSPEL  narrative  is  sileut  concerning  the  nuptials  of 
the  Blessed  Virgin  and  St.  Joseph  but  we  are  free  to  be- 
lieve that  they  were  carried  out  with  all  possible  simplicity,  dig- 
nity and  restraint.  Old  customs  would  have  been  followed  close- 
ly enough  to  cause  no  comment  among  the  people  of  the  villages. 
We  can  imagine  that,  arrived  at  their  home,  Mary  and  Joseph 
led  a  secluded  life  of  work  and  prayer  taking  little  or  no  part 
in  village  activities,  seen  in  public  only  on  some  mission  of 
kindness  or  charity.  The  Virgin  Mother  would  have  made  her 
home  a  veritable  Holy  of  Holies,  a  fit  dwelling  place  for  the 
Lord.  Diligently  she  would  have  spun  and  woven  the  ''swadd- 
ling clothes,"  the  loug^  narrow  sitrip  of  cloth  that  was  wont  to 
be  wound  around  the  new-born  Babe  from  head  to  foot.  This 
not  only  protected  the  infant  from  the  element-s  but  served  as 
a  support  for  its  back.  That  which  the  Blessed  Mother  prepar- 
ed must  have  been  of  the  finest  and  softest  cloth  obtainable. 
As  she  worked,  her  mind  would  have  been  filled  with  the  ex- 
alted thoughts  of  the  Magnificat.  The  ancient  prophecies  con- 
cerning the  Messiah  would  now  have  new  meaning  for  her.  Ac- 
cording to  one  He  was  to  be  born  in  Bethlehem.  Again  Mary 
waited  patiently  for  God  to  bring  this  about,  which  He  did  in 
His  own  way  through  obedience  to  the  civil  aaithorities. 

Outside  of  the  Gospel  we  have  no  extant  record  of  the  de- 
cree issued  by  Emperor  Augustus  for  a  registration  of  all  of  his 
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empire.  But  such  a  decree  is  consonant  with  all  that  we  know 
of  that  ruler  and  of  his  desire  for  statistical  records.  Then,  as 
St.  Luke  mentions  (act:  1,  37),  while  Publius  Sulpicius  Quirin- 
ius  was  governor  of  Syria  there  was  a  registration  in  Palestine, 
7  A.D.,  which  caused  a  revolt  discribed  by  Josephus.  Now  in 
the  year  8  B.C.,  toward  the  end  of  which.  Our  Blessed  Lord 
was  born.  King  Herod  reigned  over  Judea,  Rome  having  only 
what  may  be  called  a  "mandate"  over  this  province.  Thus  some 
scholars  render  the  difficult  Greek  passage  of  the  Gospel: 

"This  registration  was  prior  to  that  which  took  place 
when  Quirinius  was  governor  of  Syria." 

However  an  inscription  found  in  Antioch  in  1812  indicates 
that  Quirinius  had  been  a  legate  of  Syria  pi-eviously,  from  10 
I      B.C.  to  8  D.C.    Also  papyrii  lately  discovered  in  Egypt 
^      pre-supposes  a  census  there  every  fourteen  years  and 
are  witness  to  the  fact  that  it  was  conducted  there  as 
the  Gospel  narrates,  according  to  faniil}'  for  tribe.  Per- 
haps the  census  mentioned  by  St.  Luke  was  the  first  of 
this  series',  the  second  of  which  he  mentions  in  the  Acts 
of  the  Apostles.     The  Emperor  could  order  his  decree 
to  apply  to  Herod's  kingdom  because  he  was  contem- 
])latiug  its  incorporation   in   the   Roman   province    of 
Syria  which  took  place  in  7  A.D.    The  carrying  out  of 
the    decree    according    to   tribe  pandered   to   Jewish 
])atriotism. 

When  the  decree  of  universal  registration 
w  as  juomulgated  in  Na/areth,  the  Virgin  Mary 
and  St.  Joseph  ga\'e  it  implicit  obedience.  Be- 
cause they  were 
de«c  ended 
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from  King  David  and  because  IMary  was  officially  the  wife  of 
St.  Joseph,  they  both  .set  out  for  theiii  anc-estral  city  of  Bethle- 
hem. The  Sacred  Text  mentions  her  as  "the  espoused  wife"  to 
insist  on  her  virginity  and  on  the  virgin-birth  of  her  Divine  Son. 
The  journey,  which  would  take  four  or  five  days  to  aecomplish^ 
would  not  have  been  difficult  for  the  Blessed  Virgin  since  by  her 
Immaculate  Conception  she  was  free  from  all  taint  of  original 
sin  and  wonld  also  have  been  free  from  all  the  eft'ects  of  original 
sin.  Thei-efore  she  could  have  made  this  journey  without  dis- 
comfort. On  the  last  day  the  travellers  would  have  passed 
through  Jerusalem  only  five  miles  from  Bethlehem. 

What  emotions  welled  up  within  the  heart  of  the  Blessed 
Virgin  as  within  two  miles  of  her  destination  she  passed  tho 
tomb  of  Bachael  who  died  giving  birth  to  Benjamin.  As  she  en- 
tered the  ancestral  city  her  mind  must  have  adverted  to  the  an- 
nouncement of  the  angel  that  her  Divine  Son  would  more  than 
i-estore  David's  kingdom,  indeed,  would  reign  there  forever.  Yet 
what  chagrin  ^vas  hers  when  she  found  that  instead  of  a  royal 
M-elcome  no  hospitality  waited  at  tlie  inn,  which  may  have  been 
the  same  khan  mentioned  in  the  Bible  in  the  time  of  Jeremias 
six  hundred  years  previously.  There  must  have  been  a  great 
number  who  proudly  laid  claim  to  descent  from  King  David 
and  who  naturally  kept  their  genealogical  lists  carefully.  Be- 
cause of  the  great  crowd  at  the  inn  and  in  its  courtyard  there 
would  have  been  no  privacy  there.  Mary  aiul  Joseph  had  to 
nuike  the  best  of  the  situation  and  put  up  in  a  cavern  or  grotto 
formed  out  of  an  overhanging  cliff  or  rock  whose  chief  dis- 
tinguisliing  mark,  by  which  it  was  well  known,  was  a  manger 
to  hold  fodder  for  domestic  animals.  This  cave  may  have  been 
attached  to  the  khan  for  to-day  in  Bethlehem  many  houses  are 
built  on  caverns  which  are  used  for  domestic  animals.  Here, 
almost  in  the  open  element,  the  greatest  event  in  the  history  of 
the  Avorld  took  place,  the  birth  of  the  Son  of  God,  not  necessar- 
ily on  the  day  of  arrival  but  within  a  few  days. 

Unlike  the  apochryphal  gospels,  the  inspired  historian 
keeps  a  disereet  and  reverential  silence  in  regard  to  details.  But 
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he  does  say  it  was  the  Blessed  Mother  herself  who  wrapped  the 
swaddling  clothes  around  the  little  Infant  Saviour  and  put  Him 
in  the  only  available  place^  the  manger.  The  fact  that  she 
ministered  to  her  newly  born  Babe  indicates  that  she  was  her 
own  attendant  and  did  not  suffer  child-birth  pains,  a  conse- 
quence of  the  sin  of  our  first  parents  from  which  she  was  ex- 
empt.    St.  Thomas  wrote  on  the  matter; 

"Consequently  there  was  no  pain  in  that  birth,  as  neither 
Avas  there  any  corruption,-  (»ii  the  contrary  there  was  much  joy 
therein." 

And  St.  Jerome  also  had  said: 

"No  midwife  was  there,  no  officious  women  interfered. 
She  herself  wrapped  the  Infant  with  SAvaddling  clothes.  She 
was  both  mother  and  midwife." 

That  tile  Blessed  Mother  miraculously  remained  a  virgin 
in  giving  birth  to  the  Son  of  God  is  the  view  of  the  Fathers  of 
the  Church.    St.  Thomas  explains  it  thus : 

"I  answer  that,  without  any  doubt  whatever  we  must  as- 
sert that  the  Mother  of  Christ  was  a  virgin  even  in  His  Birth : 
for  the  prophet  says  not  only:  Behold  a  virgin  shall  conceive, 
but  adds;  and  shall  bear  a  son.  This  indeed  was  befitting  for 
three  reasons.  First,  because  this  was  in  keeping  with  a  pro- 
phecy for  Him  whose  Birth  is  in  question  for  Plis  is  the  Word  of 
God.  For  the  Word  is  not  only  conceived  in  the  mind  without 
corruption,  but  also  proceeds  from  the  mind  without  corrup- 
tion. Wherefore  in  ordei'  to  show  that  body  to  be  the  body  of 
the  very  Word  of  God,  it  is  fitting  that  it  should  be  born  of  a 
virgin  incorrupt.  Whence  in  the  sermon  of  the  Council  of  Eph- 
esus  (quoted  above)  we  read:  Whosoever  brings  forth  mere 
flesh  ceases  to  be  a  virgin.  But  since  she  gave  birth  to  the 
Word  made  Flesh,  God  safeguarded  her  vii-giuity  so  as  to 
manifest  His  Word,  by  which  Word  he  thus  manifested  Him- 
self; the  mind;  nor  does  God,  the  substantial  Word,  deigning 
to  be  born,  destroy  virginity.  Secondly,  this  is  fitting  as  re- 
gards to  the  eft'ect  of  Christ's  Incarnation;  since  He  came  for 
this  purpose,  that  He  might  take  away  our  corruption.  Where- 
fore it  is  unfitting  that  in  His  Birth  He  should  corrupt  His 
Mother's  virginity.  Thus  Augustine  says  in  a  sermon  on  the 
Nativity  of  Our  Lord  ;  It  was  not  right  that  He  Who  came  to 
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heal  corruption,  -should  by  His  advent  violate  integrity.  Third- 
ly, it  was  fitting  that  He  Who  commended  us  to  honor  our 
father  and  mother  should  not  in  His  birth  lessen  the  honor  due 
to  His  Mother." 

St.  Leo  has  said  :  "      •  ■ 

"For  the  incorrupt  nature  of  Him  that  was  born  had  to 
guard  the  primal  virginity  of  the  mother,  and  the  infused  power 
of  the  Divine  Spirit  had  to  preserve  in  spotlessness  and  holi- 
ness that  sanctuary  He  bad  chosen  for  Himself. 

St.  Jerome,  quoting  Isaias  1,  3,  is  our  authority  for  the  pre- 
sence of  the  ox  and  the  ass.    Speaking  of  St.  Paula  he  says: 

"After  that  she  came  to  Bethl-ehem  and  entered  into  the 
f-ave  where  the  Saviour  was  born.  Here  when  she  looked  upon 
the  inn  made  sacred  by  the  Virgin  and  th-e  stall  where  "the  ox 
knew  his  Owner  and  the  ass  his  Master's  crib." 

Drawings  that  depict  animals  on  the  scene  of  the  Nativity 
have  come  down  to  us  from  the  fourth  century. 

The  Virgin  Mother  and  the  foster-father  were  the  first 
worshippers  of  the  newly-born  God-Man.  But  on  the  same  night 
others  were  informed  of  the  great  event  and  brought  to  the 
crib  in  a  miraculous  way.  Bethlehem  was  a  popular  rendez- 
vous for  shepherds  who  with  their  flocks  frequent-ed  the  desert 
that  stretched  to  the  Dead  Sea.  In  a  field  about  five  hundred 
yards  northeast  of  this  city,  some  of  these  (perhaps  three  on 
account  of  the  fact  of  the  ancient  chui'ch  having  been  dedicated 
to  the  Three  Shepherds)  Avere  watching  over  their  flocks  that, 
perhaps,  were  in  improvised  folds  at  this  late  season  of  the 
year.  "Without  any  warning  a  brilliant,  dazzling,  celestial  light 
enveloped  them.  In  it  appeared  an  angel  who  delivered  to 
them  the  joyful  message,  the  good  news  destined  not  only  for 
them  but  for  all  people  : 

"Today  there  is  born  to  you  a  Saviour,  Who  is  Christ  the 
Lord,  in  the  City  of  David." 

This  sentence  contained  a  complete  summary  of  the  whole 
Gospel.  Although  the  appellations  "Lord"  and  ' 'Saviour"  were 
sometimes  given  to  divinized  rulers,  yet  among  the  Jews  they 
were  used  for  God.    Thus  for  the  shepherds;  their  long  expect- 
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ed  Messiah  liad  come,  "Who  was  their  Redeemer  and  their  God. 
lie  was  the  Son  of  God  by  eternal  generation.  To  redeem  man- 
kind he  had  assumed  our  human  nature  from  the  Virgin  Mary. 
Hence,  she  being  the  mother  of  the  Person  Who  was  both  God 
and  INIan  rightlv  is  called  the  Mother  of  God. 


THK  TO\V\  UK   BETHLEHEM 
St.  Leo  explains  the  eternal  Divine  Sonship  as  foUows: 

"For  when  God  is  believed  to  be  both  'Almighty'  and  'Fath- 
er' it  is  proved  that  the  Son  is  everlasting  together  with  himself, 
differing  in  nothing  from  the  Father,  because  he  was  born  as 
'God  from  God'  Almighty  from  Almighty,  Co-eternal  from  Eter- 
nal;  not  later  in  time,  not  inferior  in  power,  not  uidike  Him  in 
glory,  not  divided  from  IJim  in  essence,  but  the  same  Ouly-be- 
gotten  and  Everlasting  Son  of  an  Everlasting  Parent  was  'born 
of  the  Holy  Ghost  and  the  Virgin  IMary.'  Tliis  birth  in  time  in 
no  way  detracted  fi'om.  in  no  way  added  to,  that  divine  and 
everlasting  birth." 

At  the  same  time  St.  Leo  insists  upon  the  i-oal  llimianity 
of  Jesus : 
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"For  we  are  not  to  understand  tliat  'generation'  peerlessly 
wonderful,  and  wonderfully  peerless,  in  such  a  sense  as  that  the 
newness  of  the  mode  of  production  did  away  with  the  proper 
character  of  the  kind.  For  it  was  the  Holy  Ghost  "Who  gave 
fecundity  to  the  A'irtriu  but  it  was  from  a  body  that  a  real  body 
was  derived.' 

And  St.  Cyril  of  Alexandria  tells  how  ■Mary  may  be  called 
"the  Mother  of  God'"  in  the  following  words:     (10) 

"And  since  the  hoi}-  Virgin  brought  forth  corporally  God 
mad-e  one  with  flesh  according  to  nature,  for  this  reason  we 
also  call  her  Mother  of  God,  not  as  if  the  natiu'e  of  the  Word 
had  the  beginning  of  its  existence  from  the  flesh." 

The  angel  indicated  to  the  shepherds  where  the  Saviour 
was  to  be  found — in  a  manger  wrapped  in  swaddling  clothes. 
To  the  astonished  s]ie))herds  there  appeared,  together  with  the 
angel,  a  numerous  group  of  the  heavenly  host  praising  God  and 
filling  the  midnight  air  Avith  their  angelic  song: 

"Glory  to  God  in  the  highest,  and  peace  upon  earth  among 
men  of  His  good  pleasure.'" 

The  glory  of  God,  the  purpose  of  all  things,  especially  of  re- 
ligion was  furthered  immeasurably  by  the  Incarnation.  The 
peace  of  the  soul  that  the  Son  of  God  brought  to  men  Avas  from 
the  good  will  or  pleasure  of  God.  As  there  is  no  word  in  the 
text  for  "His"  we  can  say  that  the  fruits  of  Christianity  de- 
pend on  God's  good  pleasure  and  at  the  same  time,  to  some  ex- 
tent, on  man's  good  will  or  disposition. 

The  shepherds  lost  no  time  i)i  repairing  to  Bethlehem  and 
seeing  the  confirmation  of  tiieir  heavenly  vision,  the  crib  and 
the  Divine  Infant.  A  contrast  there  in  the  cave  to  these  gesti- 
culating men  excitedly  telling  their  strange  story  was  the 
youthful  Vii'gin  pondering  on  the  great  events,  the  memory  of 
which  she  stored  carefully  in  her  heart,  and  reflecting  on  how 
wonderfully  God  had  arranged  for  His  So)vs  birth  to  be  made 
known. 

Situated  25U0  feet  above  sea  level,  Bethlehem  to-day  has  a 
population  of  nearly  seven  thousand  of  whom  six  thousand  are 
Christians.     It  is  well  graced  with  Christian  institutions  and 
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holds  many  ancient  relics  comm-emorating  the  Nativity  of  Our 
Divine  Lord  and  the  circumstances  surrounding  it.  There  are 
remains  of  an  ancient  Chiu'ch  of  the  Shepherds  of  the  tradi- 
tional spot  where  the  angel  appeared.  There  is  a  traditional 
"House  of  St.  Joseph''  to  which  it  is  said,  the  Holy  Family 
moved  shorth^  after  the  first  Christmas  night.  There  is  the 
"Grotto  of  Milk"  Avhere  it  is  claimed  the  Blessed  Virgin  let  fall 
some  of  her  virginal  milk  while  suckling  her  Divine  Child. 
Tliere  is  the  chapel  of  St.  Jerome  on  the  spot  where  he  carried 
out  his  great  Biblical  labors  and  also  monuments  for  his  co- 
workers, Saints  Paula  and  Eustochium.  There  are  the  chapels 
dedicated  to  St.  Joseph,  the  Holy  Innocents  and  the  Magi.  The 
centre  of  all  is  the  "Grotto  of  the  Nativity"  Avhere'  the  exact 
spot  of  Christ's  birth  is  marked  by  a  vermilion  star  with  the 
Latin  inscription  "Here  Jesus  Christ  was  born  of  the  Virgin 
Mary."  St.  Jerome  and  numerous  pilgrims  down  the  ages  at- 
test to  the  genuineness  of  the  ancient  tradition  concerning  the 
site.  The  grotto  itself  is  housed  in  a  basilica  which  goes  back 
to  St.  Helena  and  her  son  Constantine  the  Great  in  the  fourth 
century.  In  the  middle  of  the  third  century  Origen  pointed 
out  the  grotto,  and  a  century  earlier  St.  Justin,  who  was 
brought  up  in  Palestine,  mentions  the  neighboring  cavern  of 
Bethlehem. 

The  circumstances  attending  the  birth  of  Our  Divine  Lord 
teach  us  respect  for  civil  authority.  It  was  because  of  obedi- 
ence to  civil  law  that  the  great  event  took  place  in  Bethlehem. 
He  was  Himself  subject  to  registration,  according  to  the  Persian 
sage  and  saint,  Aphi'ahat: 

"as  by  poll  tax  Ho  was  enrolled  among  them,  He  will  also 
succor  them." 

That  the  Divine  Infant  was  actually  registered  seems  to  be 
confirmed  by  the  fact  that  St.  Justin  Martyr  could  write  to  the 
Roman  Emperor  that  the  place  of  Christ's  birth  "you  can  as- 
certain also  from  the  registers  of  the  taxing  made  under  Cy- 
I'enuis  your  first  procurator  in  Judea."  A  direct  blow  for  all 
time  was  struck  at  vain   worldiness  and  empty  pomp  by  the 
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fact  that  the  Owner  of  all  things  was  born  in  a  bleak,  dismal, 
damp  cave.    St.  Jorome  exclaims: 

"With  what  expressions  and  what  language  can  we  set  be- 
fore you  the  cave  of  the  Saviour,  The  stall  where  He  cried  as 
a  Babe  can  be  best  honored  by  silence,  for  words  are  inadequate 
to  speak  its  praise.  Where  are  the  spacious  porticoes?  Where 
are  the  gilded  ceilings?  Where  are  the  mansions  furnished  by 
the  miserable  toil  of  doomed  wretches?  Where  are  the  costly 
halls  raised  by  untitled  opulence  for  man's  vile  body  to  walk 
in?  Where  are  the  roofs  that  intercept  the  sky  as  if  anything 
could  be  finer  than  the  expense  of  Heaven?  Behold  in  this  poor 
crevice  of  the  earthy  the  Creator  of  the  heavens  was  born." 

The  high  and  mighty  were  conspicuous  by  their  absence. 
On  the  contrary  around  the  crib  were  hard-working,  God-fear- 
ing nomads  with  their  simplicity,  sincerity  and  firm  faith ;  the 
silent  guardian,  St.  Joseph,  with  his  staunch  faithfulness  and 
downright  goodness;  and  the  Immaculate  Virgin  Mother  who 
by  the  intensity  and  warmth  of  her  ecstatic  love  made  up  for 
those  who  were  absent.  The  newly  born  God-man  was  satisfied 
with  what  He  i-eeeived  on  the  first  Christmas  night. 

The  true  spirit  of  the  celebration  of  the  day  of  the  Saviour's 
birth  was  taught  us  by  her  who  was  nearest  and  dearest  to  Him. 
We  are  to  follow  Mary's  example  in  pondering  over  the  great 
events  and  in  striving  to  realize  all  they  mean  to  us.  It  is  a 
day  that  should  be  spent  with  one's  family  seriously  reflecting 
on  all  that  Almighty  God  has  done  for  mankind  as  well  as  for 
ourselves.  He  became  Man  so  that  man  would  be  lifted  up  to 
God. 

"We  are  bound  to  keep  the  day  of  the  Lord's  Nativity  with 
no  slothful  nor  carnal  joy.  And  we  shall  keep  it  worthily  and 
thoroughly,  if  we  remember  of  what  body  we  are  members  and 
to  what  a  Head  we  are  joined,  lest  anyone  as  an  ill-fitting  joint 
cohere  not  with  the  rest  of  the  building," 

He  became  Man  not  by  joining  Himself  to  a  full  grown 
man,  but  by  being  born  as  an  Infant  to  Avin  our  love  by  His  very 
Helplessness.  Thus  God,  veiled  in  the  form  of  a  Child,  fulfilled 
what  Isaias  had  foretold  and  which  we  can  say : 
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"For  a  child  is  born  to  us,  and  a  son  is  given  to  us,  and  the 
government  is  upon  His  shoulders." 

The  outstanding  fai-t  of  Christmas  Day  is  that  it  is  the 
birthday  of  Jesus,  our  God  Who  became  Man  to  show  His  love 
for  us  and  to  give  us  the  greatest  privilege  and  joy,  a  fidl  par- 
ticipation in  the  Divinity.  In  becoming  a  brother  of  ours,  God 
has  strengthened  the  ties  that  bind  us  to  Himself  as  well  as 
those  that  bind  us  to  our  fellow-man.  The  recurrence  of  the 
blessed  day  should  increase  our  love  of  both  God  and  neighboi-. 
And  for  ourselves,  it  should  fill  us  with  the  greatest  li0]:>e  and 
optimism.  For  with  our  IJrother  and  through  Him  we  can  do 
all  things,  conquer  all  temptations,  overcome  habits  of  sin  and 
reach  supreme  heights  of  holiness.  Nothing  less  than  highest 
lierfection  should  satisfy  us  because  of  the  dignity  conferred 
upon  us  by  our  Emmanuel — God-With-Us. 

"Christian,  acknowledge  thy  dignity,  and  becoming  a  par- 
tner in  the  Divine  Nature,  refuse  to  return  to  the  old  baseness 
by  degenerate  conduct.  Remember  the  Head  and  Body  of  which 
thou  art  a  member.  Recollect  that  thou  were  rescued  from  the 
power  of  darkness  and  brought  out  into  God's  liiiht  and  king- 
dom." 
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NO  SOAP 

By  PAUL  KAY 

TO^IORROW  was  Christmas  and  he  had  fifteen  cents. 
He  had  also  a  good  intention  and  a  loving  heart.  Of 
course  his  case  was  not  unique.  There  wa.s  nothing  new  about 
it.  Christmas  has  often  found  love  financially  stranded,  but 
somehow  love  has  always  found  a  way.  Yet,  in  his  case  the 
prospects  w^ere  dismally  hopeless.  lie  had  read  0.  Henry's 
story  of  love's  sacrifice  in  the  Gift  of  the  ^lagi.  It  was  .just 
what  he  would  have  done.  But  he  didn't  have  even  a  watch  to 
sell  and  his  love  laden  heait  did  not  hierease  the  monetary  value 
of  the  .silver  dime  and  five  coppei's  which  he  jingled  mournfuHy 
in  his  left  pocket.  IIoav  could  fifteen  cents  evei-  measure  the 
greatness  of  his  love. 

He  held  the  coins,  liis  amorous  tribute,  in  his  hand.  What 
could  he  do?  Would  she  uuderstaud  ?  "Would  she  be  able  to 
see  through  his  paltry  ottering  the  pure  unalloyed  love  that  was 
well  nigh  bursting  within  his  heart.  Tliere  was  little  time  left. 
It  was  December  24th,  8:30:  the  yuletide  surge  of  Christmas 
love  was  engulfing  in  its  cosy  waves  all  the  hearts  of  all  the 
world.  Yet  it  was  almost  certain  that  she,  the  dai^ling  of  his 
dreams,  did  not  even  suspect  that  he  cared.  She  had  no  reason 
to.  Every  time  he  came  near  her  his  faculties  of  speech  dis- 
appeared completely  and  left  him  no  alternative  but  profound 
sighs,  whicli  she  had  mistaken  for  a  shortness  of  breath  rather 
tiian  a  greatness  of  love.  Furthermore,  his  competition  had 
made  great  strides  recently.  Only  two  days  before  he  had 
watched  i}i  bitter  jealousy  as  James  Ryder,  the  most  wealthy 
of  his  friends,  had  bent  ever  so  tenderly  over  her  and  murmured 
some  provoking  whisper  which  he  could  not  hear.  He  now  ujv 
braided  himself  for  not  having  sense  enough  to  save  his  money. 
Why  did  he  have  td  spend  everything  he  earned?     x\nd  why 
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was  payday  on  December  26tli  of  all  days?  He  had  asked  his 
boss  for  an  advance  and  had  been  almost  laughed  out  of  a  job. 
And  no  sensible  dealer  will  offer  credit  when  all  he  can  put 
down  is  fifteen  cents.  He  must  think  fast.  He  was  scheduled 
to  see  her  within  the  hour. 

At  that  moment  of  deepest  despair  his  eye  spotted  the  sign. 
There  was  a  gift  from  Heaven ;  just  the  type  of  offer  he  had  been 
hoping  for.  He  started  into  the  store  joyfully  mindful  that  love 
had  received  an  assist  from  fate.  The  clerk  wrapped  the  pur- 
chase in  gift  paper  and  handed  it  over.  The  big  clock  in  the 
store  showed  ten  minutes  until  nine. 

Once  more  out  into  the  cold  air  but  now  with  a  triumph- 
ant smile  upon  his  face ;  a  smile  which  died  aborning,  for  com- 
ing down  the  street  was  her  little  trim  figure,  decked  out  in 
lioliday  attire  and  looking  Oh,  so  beautiful.  And  coming  down 
at  her  side  was  Ryder,  his  rival :  Ryder  with  a  big  ecstatic  grin 
planted  on  his  homely  features.  And  they  were  holding  hands, 
swinging  arms  playfully  as  they  walked.  They  did  not  see  him, 
a  fact  for  which  he  was  thankful.  Angrily  he  clutched  his  gift 
within  his  hand  and  started  recklessly  across  the  street.  He  was 
finished  with  her.  Women  could  not  be  trusted.  Poor  soul!  To 
realize  too  late  that  La  Donna  e  Mobile  is  more  than  a  mere 
operatic  ditty. 


City  Hospital.  "Ward  19.  A  dreary  place  to  spend  Christ- 
mas. But  he  did  not  care.  His  world  had  come  crashing  down 
upon  him  and  nothing  really  mattered  now.  What  was  a  mere 
broken  leg,  the  result  of  a  hurried  and  harried  Christmas  driver* 
when  compared  to  the  rent  which  had  been  torn  into  his  heart. 
The  nurses,  however^  were  very  kind  and  the  doctors  seemed 
most  solicitous.  Perhaps  they  knew,  from  all  their  contact  with 
human  misery,  the  sorrow  that  was  his.  His  parents,  very 
much  concerned,  had  been  in  to  see  him.  Even  his  young  mar- 
ried sister  had  interrupted  her  Christmas  preparations  to  pay 
him  a  visit.    But  thev  did  not  know.    Those  who  are  closest  to 
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you  often  do  not  realize  the  emotional  stress  under  which  the 
heart  of  a  brother  or  a  son  is  laboring. 

He  gritted  his  teeth  to  fight  back  the  tears  which  were 
overflowing  from  the  excess  of  his  self-pity.  I\Iiss  Moore,  love- 
ly blonde  nurse  stuck  her  beautiful  countenance  into  the  drab 
ward.    Iler  young  eyes  sought  his. 

"'Hi^  3'a,  Sweetheart  f  she  called  playfully. 

He  brought  a  sudden  grin  to  his  face.  Sweetheart.  That 
was  a  strange  thing  about  this  hospital.  They  all  called  him 
sweetheart.  Even  the  doctors.  Sweetheart  was  a  sacred  term 
and  he  had  reserved  it  for  her  whom  Ryder  had  stolen,  his 
darling,  his  light  o'  love.  However,  ]\Iiss  ^loore,  though  she 
could  never  take  the  other's  place  might  help  him  to  forget.  H<' 
wondered  momentarily  where  she^  his  untrue  sweetheart,  his 
fickle  love,  was  at  that  minute.  Did  she  know  what  had  hap 
pened  to  him?  Was  she  still  so  happy  in  Ryder's  company.' 
Had  she  perhaps  seen  the  accident?  Maybe  wept  a  tew  sorry 
tears?  He  hoped  so.  Presently  his  meditations  lulled  him  off 
into  a  sound  sleep.  Sleep  might  knit  up  that  raveled  sleeve  of 
i-are. 

When  he  woke  ]\Iiss  ^Moore  was  standing  at  his  side.  She 
held  a  newspaper  in  her  hand.  ''Like  to  hear  about  yourself. 
Sweetheart?''  she  asked.  There  it  was  again.  But  the  news- 
paper puzzled  him.  He  started  to  ask  a  question  but  she 
went  on. 

"Christmas  aeeident  rouses  Holiday  Interest."  Then  she 
looked  at  him.    "That's  the  headline,"  She  said. 

"About  me?"  he  asked,  bewildered. 

"Yes,  about  you."  She  folded  back  the  paper  and  read: 
"A  figure  who  has  been  identified  as  John  Bruno  was  picked 
up  in  the  streets  of  downtown  New  York  early  this  morning. 
He  was  a  victim  of  a  freak  accident.  In  crossing  the  busy  42nd 
St.  intersection  Bruno  dropped  a  small  package  which  he  had 
been  carrying.  A  car  was  bearing  down  upon  him  at  the  time 
but  he  could  easily  have  avoided  had  he  not  stooped  to  retrieve 
what  he  had  dropped.     The   car  struck  him    forcibly  and  he 
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suffered  fractured  ribs  and  a  broken  leg.  The  package  wliicli 
he  had  apparently  just  purchased  was  clutched  tight  in  his 
hand  Avhen  he  was  taken  to  the  Hospital.  As  a  matter  of  fact 
clamps  and  forceps  Avere  necessary  to  loose  his  fingers  from  it. 
Doctors  conjecture  that  he.  John  had  attached  great  value  to 
the  object  which  was  ..."  ]\Iiss  Moore  stopped  reading.  There 
Avas  a  visitor  standing  at  the  foot  of  the  bed.  A  visitor  at 
Avhom  John  stared  with  eyes  popping,  nnuith  agape.  Miss  ^loore 
muttered:  "Somt'one  to  see  you,  John,"  and  went  oft'. 

So  she  had  finally  come.  John  did  not  want  to  talk  to 
her.  He  was  resolved  on  that.  But  her  beautiful  face  was  there 
starting  to  break  his  heart  all  over  again.  She  came  to  his  side. 
Took  his  hand. 

"I'm  sorry  John.    How  are  you?'' 

"All  right."  That  was  all  he  would  say.  The  fact  tliat  he 
was  not  all  riglit  was  clear  in  his  twisted  face  which  was  hold- 
ing back  a  storm  of  angry,  jealous  tears.  She  stroked  his 
forehead.    Impatiently  he  brushed  away  her  hand. 

"Why,  John."  She  sounded  surprised  and  hurt.  He  look- 
ed at  her  with  all  the  scorn  he  could  muster. 

"What  did  you  come  here  for?"  He  threw  the  words  at 
her,  bitterly.     She  smiled  understandingly  and  spoke. 

"Well  you  didn't  come  to  ^ee  me  yesterday,  so  I  knew 
something  was  Avrong.    Then  I  saw  the  paper  and  here  I  am." 

So  she  thought  she'd  ex]>lain  it  iwviiy  as  simply  as  that. 
^'You  were  with  him."  There  it  was.  Had  sli])ped  out  jealous- 
ly against  his  will. 

She  was  nonplussed.  "With  him.'  Witii  whom,  John?" 

"With  Ryder.     You  were  holding  his  liaiul.     1  saw  you. 
Just  before  I  was  liit."    The  sentences  came  out  in  little  jerks 
which  shook  loose  the  flood  of  his  tears.     She  took  a  handker- 
-r chief  from  hen  pocketbook. 

"Why,  John  Bruno.  I  think  you're  jealous."  Tlien  with- 
out warning  before  John  could  do  a  thing,  she  had  thrown  her 
arms  about  him  and  kissed  him  tenderly.  This  was  too  much 
for  John,  who  immediatelv  blurted  out   in  broken  fashion  all 
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the  depth  of  his  long  and  fruitless  love.  She  smiled  sweetly  as 
she  held  his  head  cradled  against  her  heart.  John  had  found 
bliss. 

"John,  could  I  ask  you  a  question.'"  She  seemed  a  trifle 
anxious  and  John  Avho  was  suddenly  all  magnanimity,  forgiving- 
even  Ryder,  .spoke  up.  Anything  she  wanted  to  know  he  would 
tell  her. 

"What  is  it  ?"  lie  began  and  then  daringly  ended  witli 
"Sweetheart." 

She  accepted  his  tei'm  of  endearment  as  being  rightfully 
hers  and  then  asked.  "What  were  you  doing  with  that  pack- 
age? The  package  that  was  in  your  hand  when  they  Ijrought 
you  in.    Were  you  bringing  it  to  me.'"" 

So  sweet  of  her  to  miderstand.  John  had  only  to  nod  his 
head  in  s'h}'  embarrassment.  She  kissed  him  again.  "Oli. 
John — that  was  a  M-nnderful  thought.  Xo  one  else  gave  me 
anything  like  that.  And  the  meaning  behind  it  isi  so  tender. 
Have  you  still  got  it?"  John  noticed  that  ]\Iiss  Moore  was  back 
now,  standing  next  to  her.  Seeing  the  two  together  made  John 
realize  that  the  nurse  was  the  more  beautiful.  He  hesitated  a 
moment  and  then  said:  "Fm  soi-ry  ])nt  I  lost  it." 

She  had  bade  him  a  loving  farewell  witli  a  promi.se  to  come 
again  soon.  IMiss  Moore  was  now  alone  with  him  in  the  ward. 
All  the  other  patients  were  down  at  the  other  end  where  they 
could  look  out  into  the  now  snowy  streets.  It  was  Dec.  25th. 
Still  Christmas.  He  had  been  brought  in  yesterday  morning. 
It  did  not  seem  so  long  ago.  ]Miss  ]\Ioore  was  still  holding 
yesterday's  paper  in  hei-  hand.    She  grinned. 

"Who's  the  girl  friend,  John  ?" 

John  laughed  uneasily.  "Slie's  not  ]ny  girl  friend.  She 
just  likes  me  because  she's  my  teacher  in  third  grade.  I  was  on 
the  way  to  school  when  I  was  hit,  you  know."  ]\[iss  ^loore 
smiled  knowingly . 

"I'll  bet  your  sweet  on  her.  though." 

John  said  nothing.  Instead  he  rea(died  under  his  pillow. 
"It's  Christmas,  isn't  it?"     he  asked. 
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''Yes,  it  is  John.       Why?" 

"I  have  a  present  for  you.  The  one  I  was  carrying  yester- 
day. I  want  you  to  have  it  because  you  really  are."  Miss 
Moore  looked  puzzled.  S'he  thought  for  a  moment  of  cheekint; 
John's  temperature.  Then  she  remembered.  John  apologized: 
"I  only  make  a  dolhir  a  week  deliverinii'  groceries.  I  can't 
afford  very  much." 

"Oh,  Jolm.  For  me?  I'll  always  treasure  it."  Into  her 
hand  he  placed  a  I'ather  battered  and  somewhat  grimy  cak«  of 
Sweetheart  soap.  It  had  cost  fifteen  cents.  The  kiss  she  gave 
was  more  than  recompense.    Miss  Moore  had  taken  over. 


The  wanderings  of  the  Blessed  Virgin  and  St.  Joseph  on 
Christmas  Eve  are  still  commemorated  in  Spain,  where  they 
have  posada^  or  hostelry  processions.  Children  carrying  images 
of  Mary  and  Joseph  lead  the  way,  followed  by  a  mixed  crowd, 
all  bearing  tapers,  who  halt  at  door  after  door  to  ask  ad- 
mission. No  Response  is  given  to  their  appeals  until  they  come 
to  the  church,  where  the  first  siimmons  is  immediately  an- 
swered by  a  voice  from  within  inquiring  who  is  there.  The 
spokesman  replies:  "It  is  the  Queen  of  Heaven  who  has  no 
place  to  lay  her  liead ;  the  night  is  dark  and  cold,  and  she 
is  a  wanderer  from  Galilee."  The  doors  of  the  church  are 
throM-n  open,  and  the  procession  entei'S. 


*^"*?**'' 
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HXTHV   IXTO   HETHLEHE.M   ON  THE  VlfllL  OF  CHRISTMAS 


CHRISTMAS  IN   BETHLEHEM 


By   REV.   FR.   PASCHAL   KIXSEL.   O.F.M. 


IT  HAS  been  my  ^ootl  t'ortuiit'  to  spend  some  fifteen  years  in 
the  Holy  Land,  wliere  I  had  the  opportunity  to  go  every 
year  to  tlie  Little  Town  of  Bethlehem  for  the  great  Feast  of 
Christmas.  Many  of  my  good  readers  will  sigh  and  think:  ''Why 
could  not  I  spend  at  least  one  Christmas,  in  tlie  real  Bethle- 
hem?'' I  quite  agree  with  you,  and  I  onh'  wish  that  I  had  the 
power  to  grant  yoiu-  worthy  desire.  For  Christmas  in  Bethle- 
hem is  a  thrill  beyond  words  to  describe. 

This  Feast,  as  in  all  Christinn  places,  is  the  great  occasion 
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for  expressing'  joy  and  good  will.  As  elsewhere  so  also  in  Beth- 
lehem all  hearts  on  that  day  are  attuned  to  peace  and  love.  The 
people  there  would  readily  accept  the  behest  of  St.  Francis 
that  on  Christmas  all  should  greatly  rejoice,  and  even  the  ani- 
]nal  kingdom  should  be  made  more  happy  by  giving  them  abun- 
dant food. 

While  on  every  Christmas  there  is  a  mighty  throng  of 
peoples  from  many  lands  filling  the  favored  Town  to  overflow- 
ing, during  the  years  of  the  War,  the  nund)ers  seemed  even 
larger,  due  to  the  proximity  of  Bethlehem  to  the  many  large 
Service  camps  of  the  various  Allied  groups.  Permissions  for 
leave  were  readily  granted  to  all  who  wished  to  take  advantage 
of  the  unique  pi-ivilege  to  make  a  pilgrimage  to  Bethlehem  at 
Christmas  time. 

The  great  church  of  the  Nativity  built  by  St.  Helena,  the 
adjoining  Franciscan  parish  church  of  St.  Catherine,  the  Grotto 
of  Bethlehem  and  the  other  crypts,  the  ^Monastery,  the  hospice 
house,  con-idors  and  courtyards — every  possible  place  within 
sight  or  sound  is  teeming  with  devout  worshippers  of  aU  na- 
tionalities. All  hope  to  participate  as  closely  as  possible  in  the 
great  Midnight  Services.  Men  and  women  in  numerous  kinds 
of  uniform  mingled  freely  with  natives  in  their  picturesque  and 
varied  costumes.  The  Bethlehem  women  were  very  much  in 
evidence  with  their  long  white  veils  gracfully  draped  over  their 
Crusador  headdress  and  jackets^  giving  color  and  a  feel  of  the 
^riddle  Ag'CS  to  tliose  in  nu)re  modern  dress.  These  devout  wo- 
men held  tight  to  their  ])rivileges  of  occupying  the  Holy  Grotto 
of  the  Nativity,  where  the  first  Mass  would  be  celebrated  by 
their  Franciscan  Pastor. 

The  liturgical  celebration  of  Christmas  begins  shortly  after 
one  o'clock  on  the  afternoon  of  the  vigil.  The  Latin  Catholic 
Patriarch  clad  in  his  ecclesiastical  robes  and  surrounded  by  his 
Very  Reverend  Canons  garbed  in  purple  and  ermine,  and  ac- 
companied by  the  clergy,  goes  from  «Terusalem,  a  distance  of 
five  miles.  At  various  places  alongi  the  route,  the  impressive 
cortecre  is  eeremoniouslv  welcomed,  first   bv   the   Franciscan 
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parish  priest  and  a  dcU  .nation  of  parishioners^  then  by  the  Civil 
Authorities,  and  finally  liy  the  Franciscan  Guardian  and  eoni- 
munity.  Bauds  play  and  choirs  sing  as  the  procession  winds 
its  way  through  the  streets  of  Bethlehem  to  the  great  plaza  be- 
fore the  ancient  church  of  the  Nativity. 


INTERIOR  VIEW  OF  GROTTO  OF  BETHLEHEM 


After  this  solemn  entry.  His  Beatitude  presides  at  the  First 
Vespers  of  Christmas,  which  are  chanted  by  the  Franciscans 
and  the  clergy  in  the  parish  chni'ch  of  St.  Catherine.  Follow- 
ing the  service,  the  Patriarch  is  greeted  by  the  Franciscans, 
members  of  the  clergy  and  others.  After  a  short  while  the 
Compline  Service  is  chanted,  and  a  procession  is  made  to  the 
Grotto  of  the  Nativity,  where  hymns  are  sung  and  prayers  re- 
cited. This  is  performed  daily  by  the  Franciscans  and  people 
of  Bethleliem,  where  every  day  is  a  little  Christmas. 

All  these  services  tend  to  give  the  right  atmosphere  for  the 
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great  Divine  Service  of  miduiglit.  At  an  early  hour  the  anxious 
worshippers  start  streaming  in^  hoping  to  get  a  place  where 
something  of  the  precious  ceremony  can  be  seen  or  heard.  A 
strong  police-force  is  required  to  keep  order,  as  the  crowd  is  so 
m-uch  larger  than  space  permits.  The  Divine  Office  of  Matins 
begins  at  10.30  p.m.  and  ends  at  midnight,  when  with  the  in- 
toning of  the  Te  Deum,  the  great  Christmas  bells  ring  out  wild 
and  free,  announcing  to  the  neighborhood  and  to  the  world 
that  another  Christmas  is  born.  The  bells  are  usually  broad- 
cast. Then  the  Solemn  Pontifical  Mass  begins,  celebrated  by 
His  beatitude,  the  Patriarch.  A  powerful  choir  consisting  of 
Franciscans,  boys  and  alumni  of  their  schools  holds  the  audi- 
ence spellbound  by  its  marvelous  singing  of  the  Mass  and  mo- 
tets, so  dear  to  the  Christmas  season.  Among  the  assembly,  are 
usually  many  persons  of  high  rank,  who  are  happy  to  make  any 
sacrifice  to  be  present  at  this  inspiring  sacred  drama.  Frequent- 
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]y  the  Services  are  broadcast  and  photographei's  domestic  and 
foreign  are  present,  recording  the  momentous  events  for  an 
interested  world. 

After  the  Pontifical  Mass  and  the  chanting  of  Lauds,  a 
procession  is  formed  and  the  Patriarch  carries  a  life-like  wootl 
carving  of  the  Infant  Jesus,  which  has  rested  over  the  taber- 
nacle during  the  Mass.  Diplomatic  of  various  countries  and 
Government   Officials  follow   the  Patriarch,  as   the  procession 
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makes  its  way  tlirough  the  vast  throngs,  who  press  close  to  get 
a  glance  at  the  Iiifaiit  Jesus. 

On  arriving  at  tiie  Grotto  of  the  Nativity,  the  Deacon  sings 
the  Gospel  story  of  the  birth  of  Christ.  At  the  words,  "And 
(here)  she  brought  forth  her  first-born  son,"  tlie  Infant  is  tend- 
erly laid  on  the  silver  star  under  the  altar  of  the  Nativity, 
which  age-old  tradition  has  pointed  out  as  tlie-  place  where 
Christ  was  born.  As  he  sings,  "And  (here)  wrapped  Him  up 
in  swaddling  clothes,"  a  rough  cloth  is  placed  over  the  Infant 
Jesus.  "When  he  comes  to  the  words,  "And  (here)  laid  Him  iji 
a  manger,"  the  likeness  of  Jesus  is  carried  a  few  steps  and 
reverently  placed  in  the  manger,  hewn  out  of  the  rock  and  lined 
with  marble.  Finally  the  "Gloria  in  Excelsis  Deo"  (Glory  be 
to  God  in  the  highest)  is  intoned  and  lustily  and  joyfully 
sung  by  all,  thus  giving  free  vent  to  their  pent-up  emotions  of 
joy  and  happiness  that  Christ  Our  Saviour  is  born  again. 

The  next  morning  the  Pontifical  ^Mass  is  repeated,  and  holy 
Masses  are  said  at  the  various  altars  by  many  priests.  The  altar 
of  the  Magi  opposite  the  Manger  is  the  favorite  place,  and  there 
according  to  an  ancient  Papal  privilege  holy  Masses  are  said 
until  late  in  the  afternoon,  that  is,  until  all  priests  who  can 
possibly  do  so,  have  celebrated  holy  Mass.  All  day  the  holy 
Grotto  remains  packed  with  devout  worshippers,  who  take  their 
turn  in  spending  an  hour  or  more  at  this  "holy  of  holies." 

On  the  afternoon  of  Christmas,  a  pilgrimage  to  the  Grotto 
of  the  Shepherds^  some  five  miles  away,  takes  place.  It  passes 
through  the  ancient  Christian  village  of  Beit  Sahour  (House 
of  the  Shepherds)  and  the  rich  fields  of  Booz  and  Ruth,  the 
great  grand-parents  of  King  David,  the  ancestor  of  Our  Saviour 
Himself.  Soon  the  procession  reaches  the  traditional  place 
where  the  Shepherds  were  watching  their  flocks  when  the 
angelic  messengers  appeared  in  the  heavens  and  announced  to 
them  the  good  tidings  that  "this  day  is  born  to  you  a  Saviour, 
who  is  Christ  the  Lord,  in  the  city  of  David."  A  large  crowd  of 
villagers  has  gathered  to  hear  the  old  but  ever  new  story  of 
the  birth  of  Jesus.  The  Gospel  is  read  and  the  Glarm  in  Excelsis 
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Deo  sung,  there  on  the  spot  where  so  many  centuries  ago  they 
were  heard  for  the  first  time.  Thus  ends  the  great  religious 
Christmas  pageant,  which  is  attended  with  so  much  enthusiasm 
and  devotion  every  year  in  the  royal  city  of  David,  the  Little 
Town  of  Bethlehem. 


CHAPEL  OF  THE  XATIVITY,  FRAXCISCAX  MOXASTKRY. 
WASHINGTON.  D.C. 


AVhile  (•omi)iii';iti\fly  i'ew  American  nnd  Caiiadiaii  people 
can  liope  to  make  the  l(>ii<j,-  journey  to  tlie  Ilctly  Land  to  he  ]^\■i'- 
sent  in  Bethlehem  at  Christmas,  still  many  do  come  to  the 
Franciscan  ]\ronastei>  in  Wasliinjiton,  D.C\,  wliere  the  Francis- 
cans have  so  cai-ei'ully  and  lovingly  reproduced  tlie  principal 
Shrines  of  the  Holy  Ijand.  The  services  at  Christmas  are  \)('y- 
formed  very  similarly  to  those  in  Bethlehem.  Several  of  the 
Franciscans  of  tlu^^  ^Monastery  liave  been  in  the  Holy  Land,  !\\u\ 
can  testify  to  tins  fact.     Persons  who  cannot  come  at  Christmas 
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time,  come  at  other  times  during  the  year,  and  are  greatly  im- 
pressed by  tho  beauty  and  grandeur  of  the  church  with  its  num- 
erous Shrines  and  Holy  Places;  so  exactly  reproduced.  Devout 
visitors  take  advantage  of  the  opportunity  to  gain  the  many 
indulgences  with  which  the  Holy  See  has  enriched  these  facsi- 
mile Shrines  of  the  life  and  death  of  our  Divine  Saviour  in  the 
yew  World. 


The  literature  of  a  nation  ought  iu  some  ways  resemble 
an  old  Gothic  Cathedral^  for  there  in  nooks  and  comei*s,  front- 
ing the  main  wall  or  within  the  sanctuary  you  may  see  a 
thousand  carved  figures — here  thirty  or  forty  long-robed  vir- 
gins in  prayer  and  meditation,  and  there  half-a-dozen  devils 
on  the  prowl ;  here  apostles,  old  Hebrew  prophets  and  Roman 
soldiers  clothed  in  the  raiment  of  the  townsmen;  there  choir 
upon  choir  of  angels,  and  high  on  an  eminence  an  archangel 
battling  with  Lucifer.  Here  a  few  figures  that  to  modern  eyes 
may  well  appear  indecent,  and  there  wiithing  in  pain  grim 
visaged,  i)itiless  men  :  and  all  around  j'ou  every  vocation  and 
trade  and  sport  of  the  people.  And  accompanying  all  that  masss 
of  stone,  superb  glass  craftsmanship,  music  and  painting,  and 
crowned  on  a  lofty  pinnacle  a  Christus.  Pi'om  all  that  living 
life  you  do  not  pick  out  an  isolated  statue  or  episode,  and  say 
this  is  bad,  that  is  good.  You  .iudge  it  as  every  work  and  life 
and  nation  must  be  judged  by  the  sense  of  harmony,  pro- 
portion and  balance  of  the  whole  and  by  general  effect. 


LAST   MINUTE  SHOPPING 


Bv   XIXA  HALVEY 


NOW,  ail-.  Dollarcl  Fll  be  back  by  two  o'clock.  By  the  way 
— if  Frank  Jones  and  Co.  call  will  you  please  tell  them 
we'll  have  those  papers  in  their  otfiee  by  three.  I  have  just 
sent  for  a  messenger  boy." 

"I'll  tell  them,  Miss  Davis — and  I'm  ever  so  grateful  for  this 
last  minute  shopping  tour  for  me.  Don't  forget  the  red  collar 
for  Barney;  or  th-e  youngsters  wDl  put  me  out;  Santa  Claus 
suit  and  all." 

Miss  Davis  laughed  over  her  shoulder. 
''I  wouldn't   forget  Barney,  Mr.  Dollard — my  weakness  is 
dogs." 

"Have  you  a  weakness,  Miss  Davis?" 

The  office  door  closed  and  the  elevator  boy  grinned  out  of 
his  iron  cage  in  answer  to  the  "down  ring"  from  the  6th  floor 
where  the  offices  of  Dollard  and  Dollard  had  been  for  years. 

"I  just  thought  that  was  you.  Miss  Davis — the  other  Mr. 
Dollard  he  said  you  and  his  brother  could  work  your  heads  off, 
he  was  going  home  to  hang  wreaths.  Am  I  having  a  good 
Christmas? — Just  look  at  that  haul,  Miss  Davis."  Sandy  ex- 
hibited a  little  tin  box  filled  with  silver  and  some  paper  money. 

"That's  good,  Sandy—" 

"It  sure  is  good ;  we've  got  a  big  family  and  Ma  needs  a  lot 
to  see  the  kids  through — " 
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"Is  your  family  big,  Miss  Davis?"  Sandy  asked  as  he 
brought  his  car  to  a  stop. 

"No,  I  myself  am  my  family." 

"Say,  that's  too  bad!  Not  that  you  aren't  a  good  enough 
family  in  yourself^  but  at  Christmas  I  guess  it's  lonesome." 

"It  is  a  little,  but.  Merry  Christmas!  I'll  find  some  sur- 
prise in  the  day.     I  just  sort  of  feel  like  that." 

"That's  what  you  call  a  hunch,  Miss  Davis,"  Sandy  called 
after  her. 

Hurrying  along  the  crowded  street  intent  on  fhiishing  the 
shopping.  Miss  Davis  suddenly  saw  three  boys  coming  toward 
her  and  one  was  carrj'ing  a  good  sized  dog.  The  dog  seemed 
contented,  hut  the  boy  carrying  him  show^ed  traces  of  tears 
and  Miss  Davis  stopped  them. 

"Is  that  your  dog — is  he  hurt?" 

"Yes,  it's  John's  dog  lady;  he  ain't  hurt.  Do  you  want  to 
buy  it?    we're  trying  to  sell  it." 

"But  I  don't  want  to  buy  him — I  haven't  any  place  for  a 
dog." 

"Give  him  away  for  a  Christmas  present;  Lady,  he's  a 
bargain."  John  looked  up  at  her  Avith  a  startled  pained  look 
in  his  eyes  for  all  his  bravado. 

"Yes,  he  is  a  bargain — only  one  dollar,  but  I've  got  to  have 
a  dollar.     Teddy  he's  my  pal. 

"But  if  he's  your  pal — you  can't  want  to  sell  him? 
"Who  said  he  wanted  to  sell  him — he  don't  want  to — he's 
.just  got  to — " 

"Now  Jim,  don't  talk  so  rough- — the  lady  don't  under- 
stand." 

"No,  I  don't — I  can't  understand  your  wanting  to  sell  a 
dog  like  that — ^Avhy  he's  licking  your  face — " 

"You  see,  Lady — how  affectionate  he  is — you'll  never  be 
lonesome  if  you  buy  Teddy." 

The  hurrying  crowds  rushing  by  noticed  nothing  unusual 
in  the  sad  little  group  of  boys  and  a  lovely  girl. 
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"Why  must  you  sell  him,  John — he  won't  want  to  leave  you 
— he'll  be  so  unhappy." 

"Well,  he  understands  a  lot  and  1  was  thinking  I'd  go  see 
him  sometimes  in  his  new  place.  I  think  he  likes  you — will  you 
buy  him — aw  !    please  !" 

The  lump  in  John's  throat  prevented  further  talk.  But  as 
soon  as  he  gained  control  he  went  on. 

"My  little  sister  wants  a  doll — she's  so  little  she  don't  under- 
stand how  Santa  Claus  doesn't  really  come  and  the  w^elfare 
people  can't  be  expected  to  fill  the  order — exactly.  She  knows 
exactly  the  doll  she  wants — she  gets  me  to  bring  her  over  every 
night  to  look  at  it  through  the  window.  Two  bucks  is  a  lot 
of  money  and  ^la  she's  worried  trj'ing  to  keep  the  rooms  and 
get  things  to  eat  and  well,  I  had  nothing  else;  I  didn't  want  to, 
but  I  figured  how  Teddy  would  maybe  get  a  lot  more  to  eat 
though  he  never  goes  hungry!  Anybody'd  like  him  and  with 
a  dollar  added  to  this  one  we  earned  polishing  shoes — Patsy 
can  have  her  doll— and  me  and  these  fellows  are  putting  to- 
gether to  make  her  Christmas  happy." 

Miss  Davis  listened  intentl}'  though  the  precious  moments 
toward  two  o'clock  were  ticking  away.  Her  thoughts  were  busy 
with  a  plan  even  while  John  talked  i\n(]  \\  hen  he  had  finished 
she  said : 

"John^  I'm  terribly  sorry,  but  1  have  no  place  to  keep 
Teddy ;  my  landlady  wouldn't  let  me .  Yet  as  you  say  you  can't 
disappoint  Patsy;  what  kind  of  a  doll  did  she  want?" 

Jim — the  most  eager  of  the  group  pointed  to  a  window  across 
the  way — "That's  her  over  there  witli  that  big  pink  bow  on 
her  hair — see  with  the  long  curls — well  come  on  boys,  excuse  us 
Lady  we'll  have  to  go  on  trying." 

John  tried  to  smile  as  he  hugged  Tedd.y  closer — "I  know 
Lady  you'd  like  to  buy  him — if  only  moi-e  people  wanted  theii' 
shoes  polished  but — well  Merry  Christmas. 

"Wait  a  moment,  John,  I've  just  thought  of  someone  who 
might  want  a  dog— at  least  he'd  like  a  look  at  Teddy — and  I'm 
sure  he'd  want  his  shoe^  polished  and  some  extra  shoes  he  will 
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find  ill  his  office.  Here,  you  take  this  note  to  the  Buckley 
Building — the  sixth  floor  'Bollard  and  Dollard'  is  on  the  door. 
All  three  of  you  can  go  up — just  tell  Sandy  the  elevator  boy 
that  you're  Miss»  Davis'  family — so  he'll  take  you  up  there- — 
he  ma^'  not  think  it's  the  proper  place  foi'  a  dog. 

"Gee  I  don't  think  we  look  good  enough  to  be  your  family 
— see  we've  been  working  all  day — and  Teddy's  hair  -comes  out 
on  my  coat — " 

"Oh  that  doesn't  matter— here's  the  note  and  hurry  along." 

John  placed  the  hastily  pencilled  note  carefully  in  his  poc- 
ket— ]\Ii.ss  Davis  iiad  written  a  rather  frivolous  note  to  an  im- 
portant assistant  att()rne3-  of  the  City. 

''This  will  iiitroduce  John,  Jim,  Joe  and  Teddy,"  it  read, 
"please  give  them  some  or  all  of  the  candy  which  you  will  find 
on  my  desk  (the  left  hand  side)  and  otherwise  extend  to  them 
the  hospitality  of  the  otfice — also  please  have  j'our  shoes  pol- 
ished— extra  shine  and  pei-haps  those  shoes  in  your  loeker  need 
to  be  polished  up  a  bit — I  shall  telephone  further  instructions. 
I  may  be  a  little  late,  but  will  return  with  all  your  gift.s — and 
please  do  not  hold  much  of  a  conversation  with  these  boys  nntil 
I  come  back — you  might  say  too  much — even  though  you  are 
a  wise  attorney."  She  signed  lu^r  note  by  the  name  he  so  often 
used  in  talking  about  her.  "Right  Hand." 

The  boys  rushed  off  "Say  she's  a  peach" — said  Jim  as  they 
hurried  along  breathless. 

"Gosh,  it's  funny  how  you  get  twisted  inside.  I  want  for 
Pat  to  liavi'  that  doll — and  yet — gosh,  the  longer  I  carry  Teddy 
— -the  worse  I  feel  selling  him — but  gosh  what's  a  feller  to  do? 

They  walked  the  next  block  in  silence. 

"Heri.'  you  are — here's  the  Buckley  Building — -buck  up  now. 
John— this  guy  may  buy  the  dog  and  let  you  take  him  out 
sometimes." 

The  red-head  from  elevator  Xo.  6  was  stuck  out.  "Hully 
gee — where  you  kids  think  you're  going  with  that  f ' 

"Will  you  please  take  us  up  to  the  sixth  floor — Miss  Davis 
said — to  tell  you  \vo  are  her  family — "  even  John  lighted  up  in 
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a  smile  when  iSaudy  said  ''Where  did  she  buy  you — ?"  But  he 
hustled  them  into  the  elevator  with  a  friendly  pat  ta  Teddy; 
— if  the  dog  was  good  enough  for  Miss  Davis'  office — "it  was 
O.K.  by  him."' 

Meanwiiile  Anne  Davis  had  rushed  to  a  telephone  booth — 
and  when  Dollard  and  Dollard's  phone  rang  Ralph  Dollard 
picked  up  tlie  receiver  and  was  siu'prised 
to  hear  the  usual  calm  tones  of  his  ' '  Right 
Hand" — almost  too  excited  to  be  distinct. 
"I'm  at  12th  and  Market  Streets— I've 
just  sent  three  little  boot-blacks  and  a  dog 
up  to  your  office — no,  they  don't  Avant 
legal  advice — no,  the  dog  hasn't  fleas,  oh, 
]ilease  let  me  go  on  with  my  story.  They 
Avere  trying  to  sell  their  dog  to  buy  a  doll 
for  Clu'istmas  for  a  little  sister — well  John 
— that's  the  nicest  one — ^has  a  note  for  you 
and  he  owns  the  dog — well,  any  way,  jusl 
let  them  sit  there  and  do  as  the  note  asksi 
you  to  do^  please  —  and  be  ready  to  put 
your  Santa  suit  on  when  I  come  in — we're 
going  into  conference  for  those  three 
A'oungsters  and  that  dog  as  soon  as  I  come 
back — only  (h)n't  talk  to  them  much — you  might  give  me 
away." 

"So  we're  to  have  a  conference — I'm  kind  of  glad  of  that — 
I  was  thinking  of  calling  a  very  important  conference,  for  just 
the  two  of  us,  this  afternoon — I  thought  we  might  have  tea  to- 
gether Christmas  Eve — I'll  take  care  of  the  boys  and  the  dogsi 
and  the  fleas — and  I'll  follow  directions  but  you  wouldn't  for- 
get that  dog  collar  for  Barney  in  your  excitement — Miss  Right 
Hand" 

"My  weakness  is  dogs,  bye,  FU  be  back  as  quickly  as  I  can 
make  it — and  keep  my  friends  happy  till  I  get  there." 

"At  your  service — a  chance  to  make  you  happy  is  what 
I've  been  waiting  for — but  that's  an  old  storv  vou  know." 
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"Bye — I've  got  to  run.'' 

When  he  had  hung  up  the  phone  Ralph  DoUard  sat  for  a 
few  moments  letting  his  thoughts  wander,  but  he  was  soon  inter- 
rupted by  a  tindd  knock  on  the  outside  office  door  and  opened 
it  to  find  his  expected  guests.  John  was  spokesman  and  pulling 
out  the  note  he  ^smiled  u])  at  the  tall  gentleman. 

"A  lady  sent  us — here's  a  note  from  her,  Mister."  Though 
the  contents  rather  amused  him  the  man  did  not  smile.  He  knew 
for  his  visitors  it  was  a  serious  occasion.  They  were  ushered 
into  the  office  with  a  gracious,  "Come  right  in,  boys — make 
yourselves  comfortal)le.  1  understaiid  you  are  to  wait  for  jNIiss 
Davis." 

"Yes,''  said  Jim  "we'i'c  to  transact  business  with  her  here.'' 

Joe  nudged  the  talkative  Jim  and  Mr.  Dollard  remember- 
ing he  had  been  told  to  talk  \eiy  little,  stooped  down  and  pulled 
gently  at  Teddy's  ear. 

"You're  a  nice  dog — glad  you  came  to  see  me — like  candy, 
boysf  He  handed  \hv  box  to  Jolin  and  passed  on  to  the  other 
office  where  he  tried  to  busy  himself  with  desk  affairs.  The 
murmuring  of  the  boys  came  through  the  closed  door  and  oc- 
casionally Teddy  sniffed  at  the  threshold. 

Suddenly  he  heard  the  outer  door  burst  open  and  then  the 
boys'  glad  exclamations  of  welcome.  His  own  door  was  flung 
open  almost  immediately  and  Anne  Davis  stood  laughing  across 
the  sill. 

"It  was  nice  of  you  to  lake  care  of  my  clients.  Here  boys, 
iret  at  these  cinnamon  buns  while  Mr.  Dollard  and  I  have  a 
conference;  then  I'll  be  better  able  to  talk  business  with  you." 

She  had  no  bundles  and  foi-  a  moment  Ralph  thought  his 
shopping  had  been  ]iosti)oned. 

"I  got  everything  for  .vou — 1  opened  the  other  oft'ice  door 
from  the  hallway  and  put  them  in  there  even  to  Barney's  collar. 
AVhew !   I'm  tired,  I've  done  some  hustling.'' 

"You  look  radiant — if  you'll  take  a  compliment  from  me 
on  Christmas  Eve." 

"I'll  put  that  one  on  your  credit  side — now  for  the  confer- 
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•eiice.  I  met  these  boys  trying  to  sell  John's  dog  for  a  dollar 
so  they  could  buy  a  doll  for  Patsy,  John's  little  sister," 

"What  could  I  do  with  a  dog  in  my  Hotel- — they  don't  al- 
low dogs." 

"Nor  will  my  landlady.  Isn't  it  awful  we  each  live  undei- 
such  suppression  as  landladies  and  managers." 

"I  was  thinkijig  we  might  remedy  that — Little  Miss  Right 
Hand." 

"Oh,  please  do  keep  your  mind  on  this  pj-ohlem — You  see  1 
thought  I'd  buy  the  dog  from  him  then  you  buy  it  from  me." 

"Raising  the  ante  I  suppose." 

"Well,  raising  it  a  bit — to  help  in  my  plans  —  and  you 
give  it  back  to  John  !'" 

"Button,  button  who's  got  the  button." 

"Oh,  be  serious — you  see,  I've  bought  the  doll- — it's  in 
that  office  with  your  presents,  I  hate  going  i-ound  to  my  friends' 
houses  and  being  an  extra  at  a  family  gathering^  that's  why 
I've  refused  all  of  them  and  so  tomorrow  I'm  going  to  have 
these  youngsters  to  my  house — it's  a  cozy  little  apartment — - 
I'll  get  a  tree  and  the  dinner  things — and  they  could  bring 
Patsy.  I  want  her  to  have  the  doll  tonight.  I  thought  you'd 
put  on  your  Santa  Glaus  suit — drive  down-town  in  your  car 
and  give  it  to  her  before  she  went  to  sleep.  Then  you  could  go 
out  to  your  brother's." 

"Lady  Efficiency,  you  have  planned  it.  I'm  not  keen  about 
driving  a  Packard  car  in  a  Santa  Glaus  suit,  but  I'll  do  that  for 
Patsy;  do  you  think  her  weakness  is  Santa  Glaus?  Do  you 
think  you  could  change  your  weakness  from  dogs  to  a  bewhisk- 
ered  Kris  Kringle? 

Anne  Davis  smiled — "Oh,  now  don't  interrupt  me  nor  hold 
up  the  plans — I've  bought  you  a  really  gorgeous  whiskered 
maskj  but  then  that  will  hide  your  own  nice  smile — that's  a 
shame." 

"So  you  have  noticed  my  smile — Anne.  I  can  drop  the 
^[iss  Davis  after  tAvelve  on  Ghristmas  Eve.  I  presume?" 
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"Well  I  like  my  name  Anne,  besides  it  jsounds  so  mueli 
more  friendly/" 

"Mueh  I  sliould  say  —  try  Ralph — that  sounds  positively 
jolly." 

"But  don't  talk  about  us — let's  get  out  to  my  friends." 

"Boys  ril  buy  the  dog" — said  Anne  "here's  a  dollar, 
John." 

John  picked  Teddy  u])  and  made  a  treiiicndous  effort  to  h-c- 
manly  about  it . 

"lie's  youi-s.  lady." 

Jim  interrupted  him  with  "Ai-e  you  going  to  sneak  him  past 
your  landlady?" 

The  Assistant  District  Attorney  gave  a  very  audible  cough 
"^liss  Davis  I'm  sure  you  can't  spare  that  dollar — you  women 
always  have  so  many  gee-gaws  to  buy  at  C'hristmas — let  me  buy 
Teddy  from  you." 

The  boys  looked  wonderingly — Teddy  was  transferred  to 
]\Ir.  Dollard's  arms. 

"And  now,  can  T  do  just  what  1  want  with  him,  John — 
he's  my  dog  now,  isn't  he?" 

"Yes  sir^  but  I  wish  she  hadn't  sold  him — she  might  have 
given  him  a  chance  as  a  pet— and  even  her  landlady  would  get 
to  like  him." 

"Well,  John — -^Miss  Davis  wouUl  bu>-  every  dog  for  sale  if 
she  got  this  nice  one  so  cheap.  I  want  to  discourage  her  for  you 
know  landladies  can  be  imposed  upon — and  I  can't  keep  Teddy 
either — so  I'm  going  to  give  him  back  to  you — Merry  Christmas 
and  may  the  wag  of  his  tail  keep  up  forever.  There  he  is' — it's 
just  a  jolly  Christmas  game  Miss  Davis  made  up — what's  the 
next  move,  Miss  Davis." 

"Well,  John,  the  money  will  help  you  buy  something  for 
your  mother's  Christmas^  some  pretty  thing  she's  been  wishing 
for — and  here's  a  dollar  for  your  Mother's  present  Joe — and 
one  for  Jim's  too — you  were  both  unselfish  in  helping  John." 

"Bnt  Lady  if  I  use  this  for  Mom's  present  Patsy  won't  get 
her  doll  we  started  out  for  that." 
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*Tatsy  will  have  her  doll — open  that  door,  please,  Jim. 
yoii're  nearest  it.'" 

When  lie  did,  a  sight  met  the  eyes  of  Ralph  Bollard,  Esq., 
which  nearly  finished  the  game  for  him — standing  in  the  centre 
of  the  room — midst  a  lot  of  packages  was  Sandy  the  red  headed 
operator  on  No.  6  elevator,  holding  in  his  arms  a  pink  ribboned 
doll. 

Sandy  was  first  to  speak-—"!  thonght  you'd  never  open  that 
door.  I've  been  holding  this  thing  for  ten  minutes;  take  her, 
Miss  Davis ;  the  tenth  floor  will  ring  the  bell  out  if  I  don't  get 
back  to  my  cage." 

John  was  first  to  speak.  "Gee^  lady,  I  aiji't  crying  from 
being  sad — gee — "  a  deep  sob  was  heard  and  the  boy  thrust  his 
head  against  Teddy '.s  neck — Mr.  Dollard  quietly  handed  his 
handkerchief  to  the  lad,  "Just  cry  ahead,  John — bigger  men 
than  you  have  sobbed  on  a  dog's  neck — they  always  understand 
when  we're  happy  or  sad."  He  continued  speaking:  "Now 
Miss  Davis  has  thought  up  the  plan  for  Fatsj^'s  Christmas  Eve 
— suppose  you  fellers  run  down  to  the  automat  and  with  this 
get  yourselves  a  piece  of  pie.  Then  go  and  buy  a  tree  and  buy 
some  balls  and  little  dishes — girls  like  them  and  hide  them  in 
John's  cellar — we'll  be  along  around  eight — carry  it  all  wyi  to 
your  rooms.  John  and  fellers  Miss  Davis  and  I  would  like  to 
give  a  Christmas  party  tomorrow  at  noon — her  landlady  and 
my  hotel  manager,  they're  cranks  on  noise — so  we'll  have  it 
riglit  here  in  this  office — I  know  a  place  seiuls  in  tlie  swellest 
dinners  and  ice  cream  too." 

"Why,  T  knew  nothing  about  this  part  of  the  ganve,  Mi-. 
Dollard,  but  oli,  that  would  help  a  lot — would  you  be  back 
from  .vour  brother's  for  it  ■" 

"Sure — in  plenty  of  time — of  coui'se  Lady  (looking  at  lu;r 
with  an  affectionate  smile) — you're  just  another  guest;  no  wor!< 
in  it  for  you  after  you've  helped  with  the  shopping — for  of 
course,  fellers,  there's  to  be  presents — suppose  you  each  write 
down  there  on  that  pad— what  .you  want  most — and — well,  it's 
possible  we  can  fill  the  orders — it  will  take  a  bit  of  hustling. 
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but  Miss  Davis  is  marvelous  iu  an  emergency.    And  John,  add 
a  collar  for  Teddy." 

Jim  once  more  forgot  himself  iu  the  excitement  of  the 
moment — "Say  could  Patsy  come — see  if  you  don't  invite  her — 
(aw  quit  nudging  me,  Johii,  I  don't  want  you  to  miss  the  fun) 
well  if  Patsy  don't  come  John  can't  because  his  Mother  has 
taken  an  extra  Job  on  tomorrow  to  cook  the  dinner  at  some 
rich  guj^'s  house  and  John's  got  to  take  care  of  Pat." 

"Of  course — she  can  come  and  she'll  have  a  new  dres^s  foi- 
the  dinner — see  to  that,  Anne.  Well  let's  get  started — "why 
here's  Mrs.  MacDonald  to  clean  up.  Come  in,  don't  let  Teddy 
scare  you." 

At  the  sight  of  Mrs.  MacDonald  with  her  vacuum  and  her 
bucket  Teddj'  leaped  with  delight.  "Why,  John  Avhat  are  you 
doing  here?  The  cleaning  woman  looked  in  amazement  at  the 
boy.  "Monij  I  didn't  know  you  worked  here.  I'm  going  right 
home  to  Pat — I  don't  have  to  sell  him — there's  the  doll  and — " 

"Mr.  DoUard,  he's  my  boy  —  he's  been  a  good  boy — how 
did  he  get  here?" 

"He  still  is  a  good  boy  ]Mrs.  MacDonald — you  don't  think 
District  Attorneys  are  alwaj's  mischief  makers." 

The  other  two  boys  poured  out  the  whole  story  even  to 
Patsy's  invitation  to  the  party  while  Mrs.  MacDonald  stood 
speechless. 

"Mrs.  MacDonald  let  the  boys  help  you — in  fact  just  give 
the  oifiee  a  lick  and  a  promise — for  tomorrow's  celebration  will 
upset  it  a  bit  I'm  thinking."  Ralph  Dollard  turned  to  Anne, 
"Let's  finish  the  conference  inside — 

The  door  of  the  private  office  closed. 

"Aline  what  a  girl  j'ou  are  going  about  doing  good." 

"And  what  a  man  you  are  to  pitch  in  and  help." 

"Anne  you've  been  a  long  time  my  Right  Hand — efficient, 
helpful,  sweet  tempered  and  all  the  rest,  but  suddenly  you 
know  I  think  my  Left  Hand's  gone  wrong — I  need  your  left 
hand — both  your  hands  and  your  heart.  You've  known  and 
I've  known  a  long  time  and  Christmas  Eve  is  a  good  day  for  a 
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celebration.  While  I  phone  to  my  brother  that  you'll  be  there 
tomorrow  for  the  family  dinner  (one  of  the  family  too)  you 
put  on  that  day  list  with  the  other  items,  a  gold  name  plate 
for  Teddy's  collar  (he  deserves  that  the  jolly  old  wag  tail,  for 
he  helped  along  the  romance)  and  an  engagement  ring." 

"I'm  not  likely  to  forget  either.  I  have  tAvo  weaknesses — 
dogs  and  bewhiskered  Kris  Kj-iugles." 

"Makes  eomniion  ground  on  which  to  meet  Mrs.  Ralpli 
Dollard." 

Anne  looked  indeed  radiant  as  she  answered,  "Think  of  all 
the  dogs  we  can  have  in  our  house  and  no  landlady  to  the  con- 
trary. " 


CHRISTMAS 


Prom  angels'  throats  a  burst  of  song 

The  shephei'ds  heard  on  high, 
The  voices  of  the  supernal  throng 

Proclaimed  the  Saviour  nigh.     . 

In  swaddling  clothes  she  dressed   the  King, 

His  humble  throne  a  manger ; 
A  lullaby  she  is  heard  to  sing. 

As  she  cuddles  Him  from  danger. 

Michael  J.  Miller,  O.S.M. 
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NATIONAL    SHRINE,   WASHINGTON,    D.C 


Bv  THE  RIGHT  REV.  JOHN  J.  REILLY 


THAT  the  National  Shrine  of  the  Immac- 
ulate Conception  or  something  like  it 
was  in  the  minds  of  American  Catholics  at  the 
time  Our  Lady  became  Patroness  of  America, 
is  obvious  from  the  following  item  which  ap- 
peared on  January  29th,  1846,  in  the  Lowell, 
^Massachusetts^  ' '  Courier' ' : 

"A  magnificent  Catholic  Church  i.s  to  be 
built  in  Washington,  D.C,  something  after 
the  style  of  the  Cathedrals  of  the  old  world. 
It  is  intended  by  the  Catholics  to  appeal  for 
aid  in  this  great  und'ertaking  to  every  congregation  of  their 
denomination  in  the  United  States." 

A  long  time  after,  on  August  loth,  TJl:],  l\)i)e  Tins  X, 
heard  from  the  lips  of  Bishop  J.  Shahan,  Rector  of  the  Catholic 
University  of  America,  of  America's  plans  for  the  National 
Shrine.  The  Holy  Fath^er  gave  his  blessing  to  the  propo.sal  and 
Benedict  XV  ratified  it.  Three  successive  Popes,  and  Amer- 
ica's first  three  Cardinals^  and  all  the  Hierarchy  in  the  past 
have  emphatically  urged  and  prayed  for  the  erection  of  a 
magnificent  National  Shrine  to  America's  Patroness. 

Twenty-five  years  ago  Bishop  Shahan  began  the  work  of 
the  National  Shrine  as  a  Victory  Memorial  to  the  Soldier  Dead 
of  World  War  I  and  as  a  tribute  to  the  Patroness  of  America. 

The  work  has  been  halted  for  various  reasons  and  a  vis- 
itor to  Washington  in  this  year  1946,  the  100  anniversary  of 
the  dedication  of  the  United  States  to  the  Immaculate  Concep- 
tion, may  be  disappointed  with  the  outside  view  of  the  unfin- 
ished building,  but  inside  in  the  Crypt,  which  already  has  cost 
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over  two  million  dollars,  the  dreams  of  the  founders  have  been 
fulfilled. 

The  model  of  the  finished  shrine  attracts  attention  and  its 
dimensions  are  interesting.  The  over  all  length  is  465  feet — just 
short  of  St.  Peter's.  The  main  transept  will  have  a  width  of 
238;  the  dome  90  feet  in  diameter  and  154  feet  in  height.  Tho 
Campanile  or  Bell  Tower  to  be  known  as  "Tower  of  Ivory"  will 
soar  332  feet. 

The  Crypt  itself  of  the  National  Shrine  is  the  largest  in 
the  world  for  floor  space  and  height.  It  is  much  larger  than  the 
Crypt  of  Chartres,  most  spacious  of  medieval  Pi'ench  Churches, 
larger  than  the  famous  Ci'vpt  of  Saint  Paul's  in  London,  and 
it  covers  more  than  twice  as  nnidi  space  as  the  Crypt  of  Canter- 
bury Cathedral.  The  Crypt  of  the  National  Shrine  is  the  largest 
and  most  beautiful  yet  built  by  the  hand  of  man. 

The  Main  Altar  in  the  completed  Crypt  is  known  as  the 
Mary  Altar,  dedicated  to  the  Marys  of  America,  and  donated 
by  the  women  of  America.  Around  this  Main  Altar  are  cluster- 
ed fifteen  marble  Altars  with  their  striking  mosaic  back- 
grounds symbolizing  the  Fifteen  ]\Iysteries  of  the  Ro.sary. 

To  the  rear  of  the  Mary  Altar  is  the  Blessed  Sacrament 
Altar  where  the  Blessed  Sacrament  is  reserved.  The  other  Al- 
tars are  dedicated  to  Saint  Agnes,  Saint  Agatha,  Saint  Cecilia, 
Saints  Perpetua  and  Felicitas,  Saint  Anastasia,  Saint  Elizabeth. 
Saint  Joseph,  Saint  John  the  Evangelist^  Saint  Anne,  Saint 
Lucy,  Saint  Susanna  of  Rome,  Saint  Catherine  of  Alexandria, 
Saint  Margaret  of  Antioch  and  Saint  Brigid  of  Ireland.  The 
High  Altar  in  the  main  church  will  be  the  gift  of  Priests  of  the 
United  States,  and  rich  embellishment  will  make  it  a  master- 
piece of  art.  It  was  as  a  background  for  this  Altar  that  Pope 
Benedict  gave  the  famed  Murillo  Mosaic. 

Through  the  great  Vestibule,  over  which  the  Dome  of  the 
Shrine  will  eventually  rise^  visitors  enter  both  the  uorthern 
and  southern  Crypt  where  there  is  on  display  a  large  model  of 
the  Shrine.  From  here  also  they  can  enter  the  Grotto  of  Our 
Lady  of  Lourdes.  an  excellent  reproduction  of  the  famous  shrine 
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of  Lourdes.  Fnnu  here,  too,  entrance  is  made  to  the  Memorial 
Chapel  where  tlie  tomb  of  Bishop  Shaliaii  may  be  seen.  The 
Great  Vestibule  will  one  day  be  adorned  by  twelve  large  mon- 
olith columns  of  marble.  Its  wall  and  floor  will  be  richly  treat- 
ed in  precious  marbles  and  it  will  be  arched  over  by  a  Gustavino 
ceiling  becoming  thus  a  majestic  prolongation  of  the  northern 
Crypt.  Beneath  the  Grand  Vestibule  have  already  been  laid 
tlie  mighty  foundation.s  of  the  great  Dome,  four  blocks  of  solid 
concrete   each    one     62 
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PLAN  OF  THE  NATIONAL  SHRINE 
IN    WASHINGTON,    D.C. 


feet  square  and  14  feet 
thick.  The  majestic 
Dome  of  the  National 
Shrine,  with  its  roof  of 
gold,  will  bring  to  mind 
"the  august  and  sacred 
dwelling  which  lie  hath 
chosen  for  Himself  — 
Mary  —  God's  House 
of  Gold." 

Both  the  walls  and 
the  floor  of  the  Nation- 
al Shrine  glitter  with  Mosaics.  Any  confirmed  cathedral  visitor, 
who  from  past  experience  associates  mosaics  with  the  best  in 
Shrines  and  Cathedrals,  will  not  be  disappointed  in  the  National 
Shrine.  In  every  one  of  the  fifteen  Chapels  a  Mosaic  of  the  Saint 
to  whom  it  is  dedicated  forms  a  magnificent  background  for  the 
Altar.  The  Mosaics  are  superimposed  on  the  entire  rear  wall  of 
the  Chapel  and  are  said  to  be  the  finest  American  specimens  of 
the  immortal  art  that  the  Popes  inherited  from  the  Roman  Em- 
pire and  kept  alive  in  the  venerable  Churches  of  Rome.  The  most 
famous  marble  quarries  of  the  world  have  contributed  their 
choicest  specimens  of  thirty-nine  varieties  of  marble  to  the 
beautifully  designed  marble  mosaic  floor  of  the  Crypt,  200  feet 
long  by  160  feet  wide.  Italy,  Africa,  North  and  South  America, 
Asia,  Ireland,  Germany,  Poland  and  England  are  represented 
by  the  marble  that  has  gone  into  the  construction  of  this  floor 
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of  the  Crypt.  There  are  40,000  pieces  of  marble  in  the  floor, 
fragments  that  have  piled  up  throughout  a  century  of  work  in 
a  Boston  marble  yard.  This  marble  floor  admirably  demon- 
strates our  own  American  Catholic  love  of  Mary  Immaculate 
and  visualizes  the  wide  variety  of  our  origin  and  the  unity  of 
our  faith.    The  cost  of  this  marble  floor  was  $100,000. 

The  famous  ]\Iurillo  ^losaic  of  the  Immaculate  Conception, 
which  will  eventually  be  placed  behind  the  Main  Altar  in  the 
Upper  Church  but  which  is  now  on  exhibition  in  the  West  Sac- 
rist}' of  the  Crypt,  was  promised  by  Pope  Benedict  and  deliver- 
ed to  the  Shrine  in  1930  during  the  reign  of  Pope  Pius  XL  It 
is  made  of  35,000  pieces  of  colored  enamel,  backed  by  a  single 

slab    of    Roman     Travertine 

'": '  '"" »,.-.. -....^^-^.      marble.     Five    craftsmen    in 

Mosaics  spent  five  years  to 
complete  the  ^losaic. 

The  Military  Branch  of 
the  National  Shrine  League 
was  established  at  the  out- 
break of  the  war  in  which 
thousands  of  the  men  and 
\vomen  of  our  Armed  Forces 
were  enrolled  by  relatives, 
thereby  pledging  their  dear 
ones  in  I\Iary's  loving  care 
for  the  duration  of  hostilit- 
ies. The  benefits  resulting  to 
the  Shi'ine  from  this  increase 
of  membership  in  the  Shrine 
League  were  tremendous. 
The  Memorial  Chapel  at  the 
Shrine,  which  is  truly  a  Cath- 
olic Hall  of  Fame  in  the  na- 

MOSAIC   REPRODUCTION   OF  lion's    capital,    where    mem- 

MURILLO'S  IMMACULATE  CON-  ^^.j^j    ^^j^  ^   ^    ^    ■ 

CEPTION    (PRADO.    MADRID)  uiuin.s    .u  t,    eitcicu    m 

C.IFT  OF  BENEDICT  XV.  uiemoi-y  of  de]iartod  ones,  has 
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greatly  expanded  during  the  last  few  years  due  to  the  number 
of  demands  for  new  tablets.  The  names  of  many  of  our  heroic 
Catholic  soldiers  are  now  inscribed  there. 

What  has  delayed  the  Shrine's  completion  is  of  course  the 
very  grandeur  and  size  of  the  structure,  but  there  was  no  waj' 
to  avoid  this  for  the  Shrine  was  meant  to  be  symbolic  of  the 
devotion  to  Our  Lady  in  the  hearts  of  Her  American  children. 

The  National  Shrine  will  surely  rise,  stone  on  stone^  an  awe 
inspiring  structure,  dedicated  to  ^lary  Immaculate,  Patroness 
of  our  country.  Here  in  Washington  some  years  hence  thei'e 
Avill  emerge  this  Shrine,  perfect,  classic^  beautiful,  to  take  her 
place  along  side  her  sister-shrines — Xotre  Dame  of  Paris,  Santa 
]Maria  ]\Iaggiore  of  Rome  and  tlie  Catholic  Westminster  of 
London.  She  will  not  have  tlieir  years;  her  ornamental  stone 
will  not  be  grey  with  time  or  ivy-crowned  age.  It  would  not 
be  well  if  it  were  so  for  this  Shrine  is  tj'pieal  of  youth,  of  force, 
of  freshness  and  of  vigor,  typical  of  America's  love  for  the 
^Mother  of  Our  Lord.  This  Shrine  has  been  named  the  National 
Shrine  of  the  Immaculate  Conception,  and  this  is  not  an  empty 
thought,  for  as  surely  as  she  will  fling  her  shadows  from  dome 
and  campanile  over  the  centre  of  government  of  the  richest 
country  in  the  world,  so,  too,  surely  and  thorougldy  it  is  the 
fervent  hope  of  all  lovers  of  ^lary  in  this  land  that  She  will 
shed  her  influence  on  all  Catholic  hearts  in  this  country.  Am- 
erica has  won  the  envy  of  the  nations  of  the  world.  It  will  be 
pardonable  on  the  part  of  Catholics  in  America  if  the  National 
Shrine  they  have  created  in  the  nation's  capital  arouses  holy 
envy  in  the  hearts  of  all  who  are  concerned  with  the  triumph  of 
Our  Lord  with  His  ^lother  at  His  side. 
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MADONNA  AND  CHILD,  By  JAMES  ROSS  BRYSON 


A   DREAM  FULFILLED 

By  SISTER  M.  LEONARDA,  C.S.J. 

OUli  MADONNA  is  a  repi'oiluction  from  a  pastel  in  Old 
World  colouring:,  a  composite  picture  the  conception  of 
the  late  Frank  B.  McCrary  of  Sullivan  County,  Tennessee,  and 
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the  painting  by  the  late  James  Ross  Bryson  of  Chicago.  The 
liistory  may  be  interesting  to  many  of  our  readers. 

Mr.  McCIar}-,  prevented  by  a  delicacy  of  constitution, 
coud  not  join  in  the-  strenuous  work  of  the  iiome  farm  with  his 
father  and  brotlier  and  had  much  time  to  himself.  Whether  he 
was  asleep  or  awake,  or  it  was  a  dream  or  a  vision,  he  had  con- 
stantly before  him  a  mental  picture  of  the  Christ  Child  and  His 
Mother.  Later  on,  he  learned  photography  paying  for  his  study 
by  acting  as  "chore  boy."  Always  the  dream  of  Madonna  and 
Child  was  before  him.  In  his  photographic  studies  he  was 
searching  continually  for  the  perfect  features  of  his  ideal 
"Madonna." 

It  was  more  than  forty  years  before  he  got  what  he  wanted 
and  this  he  took  to  the  artist  James  Ross  Bryson,  of  Chicago, 
asking  that  his  life  dream  be  put  on  canvas. 

The  task  seemed  impossible,  that  is  to  make  Bryson  see 
what  McClary  saAv ;  picture  after  picture  did  Bryson  paint, 
thousands  of  dollars  did  McClary  spend ;  time  went  on,  more 
trying,  more  money  spent;  finally  one  morning  in  the  studio 
Bryson  said  '  'Mac,  you  have  made  me  see  it,  you  have  made  me 
see  what  you  see  and  I  can  now  paint  it."  That  picture  is  the 
"Tennessee  Madonna." 

Here  the  sublime  of  the  Great  Masters  may  be  lacking,  but 
there  is  no  cloying  allurement  so  frequent  in  the  modern  Madon- 
nas. An  inner  glory  emanates  from  the  sleeping  Infant,  a  light 
which  permeates  the  whole  atmosphere  of  the  picture.  It  is  in- 
deed no  ordinary'  baby  but  the  "Light  of  the  World." 

The  Madonna,  very  lovelj^  has  more  than  merely  physical 
charm.  The  light  of  heaven  shines  in  her  face  giving  her  much 
of  the  spiritual  world,  an  aloofness,  an  expression  of  detach- 
ment, of  reserve,  together  with  a  controlled  ecstacy  of  unbound- 
ed love  and  of  reverence  for  her  Child — and  her  God. 

As  we  look,  the  fascination  grows  on  us,  and  holds  us  until 
we  too  glow  with  love  and  join  with  the  Virgin  Mother  in  ad- 
oration of  the  Christ  "Child. 
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A   MEDIEVAL  CONCEPTION 
OF   ONE  WORLD* 

By  REV.  GERALD  G.  WALSH.  S.J. 

DANTE'S  banishuient  from  Florence  in  1302  forced  him  to 
be,  in  fact,  what  he  had  already  become,  in  head  and 
heart — a  citizen  of  Christendom.  This  second  citizenship  began 
in  13€0.  That  is  the  year  in  which  Dante  '  'dates"  the  vision  de- 
scribed in  the  Divine  Comedy.  It  was,  apparently,  a  year  of 
personal  crisis.  But  the  crisis  was  not  moral,  as  many  imagine . 
The  crisis  was  mental.  It  was  the  same  sort  of  crisis  as  that 
suffered,  in  the  same  year^  by  Dante's  contemporary,  Griovanni 
Villani,  the  chronicler  of  Florence.  It  was  a  crisis'  occasioned 
by  a  piI<i]-iiiiao'e  to  Rome. 

RELICS,  RUINS,  WRITINGS 

1300  was  the  year  of  the  Great  Indulgence.  Pope  Boniface 
VII [  had  conceived  the  grandiose  idea  of  inviting  every  Chris- 
tian who  could  ride  or  walk  to  visit  the  capital  of  Christendom. 
Inducements  of  a  spiritual  nature  were  offered  to  the  faithful. 
The  effect  was  astonishing.  "It  was  the  most  wonderful  thing 
thatj  ever  was  seen,"  says  Villani  in  his  Chronicle,  "for,  not 
counting  the  pilgrims  on  the  road,  for  a  whole  year  together 
there  were  never  less  than  200,000  pilgrims  in  the  city  itself." 
And,  lest  we  should  doubt  his  word,  he  adds:  "I  was  there,  and 
saw  them  myself."  And  being  on  "that  blessed  pilgrimage  in 
the  Holy  City"  and  seeing  the  relics  and  ruins  and  reading  of 
tlie  Romans  and  "the  wonders  of  the  whole  world,"  Giovanni 
Villani  nuide  up  his  mind  to  Avrite  the  history  of  Florence,  "the 
(laughter  and  creation  of  Rome." 


*EDITOR'S  NOTE: — The  above  article  from  "THOUGHT"  is  publish- 
ed with  the  kind  permission  of  the  Editor,  Rev.  Gerald  Walsh,  and 
forms  a  chapter  in  the  forthcoming  book  "Dante  Alighieri,  Citizen  of 
Christendom."      (Bruce  Co.). 
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It  is  possible  that  Villaiii  and  Dante  made  the  pilgrimage 
together.  At  any  rate,  the  same  relics  and  ruins  and  writings 
lit  the  same  ardor  in  their  hearts  and  minds  and  spirits. 
Like  Villaui,  Dante  knelt  reverently  before  Veronica's  veil. 
To  this  day  you  can  feel  his  emotion  in  the  exclamation  he 
puts  in  his  Poem  into  the  mouth  of  a  pilgrim  from  the  hills 
of  Croatia:  "And  did  you  .  .  .  really  .  .  .  look  like  .  .  .  that, 
my  Lord  .  .  .  my  true  God,  -Icsus  Christ,"  *S/r/«or  mio  Gesu 
Cristo,  Dio  veracc,  or  fu  si  fatta  la  scmbianza  rostra.  Like 
Villani,  Dante  had  no  doubt  that  divine  indulgence  could  be 
found  on  the  banks  of  the  Tiber.  You  can  feel  the  pulsing 
of  his  faith  in  his  vivid  picture  of  an  angel  of  God  plying 
a  sailless  ship,  "light  and  fast"  and  filled  with  souls,  between 
the  mouth  of  the  Tiber  and  the  hill  of  his  poetical  purgatory. 
In  the  year  of  the  jubilee  pardon  was  abundant.  The  voyage 
was  free  for  all  who  would  enter  the  ship.  And  the  ship,  as 
swift  as  it  came,  returned  for  more.  You  can  still  feel  its 
speed,  ai5  of  wind,  in  the  line:  cd  el  sen  gi,  come  venue,  veloce- 

Like  Villani^  Dante  learned  to  look  on  Florence  as  "the 
loveliest  daughter  of  Rome."  There  should  not  be,  he  felt, 
"one  kind  of  civilization  in  Florence  and  another  in  Rome." 
More  than  Villani,  Dante  had  an  eye  for  the  ruins  of  ancient 
Rome.  "Assuredly,"  he  wrote  a  few  years  after  the  pilgrimage. 
"I  am  firmly  convinced  that  the  very  stones  that  are  still  in 
her  walls  are  worthy  of  reverence  and  the  soil  on  which  she 
stands  is  more  sacred  than  anything  human  that  can  be  praised 
and  approved." 

Far  more  than  Villani,  Dante  had  read  the  writings  of 
Rome.  He  found  in  them,  among  other  treasures  of  wisdom 
and  law,  the  concept  of  the  oneness  of  the  world.  Dante  will 
write,  after  the  pilgrimage:  "As  the  ocean  for  the  fishes,  so 
for  me  the  whole  world  is  a  fatherland."'  Not  that  he  loved 
Florence  less,  but  that  he  loved  Christendom  more.  The  more 
he  read  of  the  poets  and  others  who  described  "the  world  as 
a  whole  and  in  part,"  the  more  he  came  to  realize  that  "there 
are  cities  and  regions  nioi'e  noble  and  delightful  than  Florence 
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and  Tuscany,  and  jieoples  and  nations  who  si>eak  lovelier  and 
better-known  tongues  than  Italian." 

Dante  mentions  in  this  passage  the  equator  and  the  poles. 
Long-  before  Columbus  had  sailed  for  America  or  Magellan 
had  circumnavigated  the  globe,  the  poet  of  m-edieval  Florence 
had  a  more  than  fairly  accurate  picture  of  the  world  in  which 
he  lived.  For  example,  he  describes  the  position  of  Rome  by 
saying  that  it  was  2,600  miles,  more  or  less,  south  of  the 
North  Pole  and  about  7,500  north  of  the  South  Pole.  Thus 
from  pole  to  pole  the  distance  was  about  10,200  miles.  This 
gives  a  circumference  of  24,000.  Dante  had  a  precise  knowl- 
edge of  the  ninety  days  of  polar  night  and  polar  day;  and 
of  how  the  sun  seems  to  travel  in  circles  about  the  polar  hori- 
zons. He  knew,  too,  of  the  great  climatic  zones,  and  of  how 
the  Garamantes  on  the  equator  find  it  too  hot  to  wear  clothes. 

Of  course^  Dante's  map  of  the  world  was  defective.  In  the 
Poem,  he  puts  an  imaginary  island  at  the  antipodes  of  Jerusal- 
em ;  and  on  it  he  pictures  his  symbolical  purgatory.  But,  as  far 
as  he  knew,  all  of  the  inhabitable  land  on  the  globe  was  in  the 
northern  hemisphere.  His  map  of  the  world's  land  is  shaped 
like  a  large  half-moon,  bounded  on  the  south  by  the  equator, 
on  the  west  by  the  shores  of  Africa,  Spain^  Britain  and  Nor- 
way; on  the  east  by  India  and  China;  and  on  the  north  by  the 
arctic  circle.  Cadiz  was  the  end  of  the  inhabited  world  to  the 
west  and  the  mouth  of  the  Ganges  was  the  end  of  the  world  to 
the  east.  Dante  thought,  by  an  understandable  miscalcu- 
lation, that  the  Ganges  and  Cadiz  were  180  degrees  apart  and 
that  Jerusalem  was  just  half  way  between  them.  Thus^  when 
he  first  looked  down  from  the  stars,  during  his  poetical  pil- 
grimage to  paradise,  he  could  see  the  sun  setting  in  India  and 
rising  in  Spain  while  it  was  midday  in  Jerusalem.  From  that 
height  he  could  see  the  whole  "threshing  floor  of  fighting  hu- 
manity." Six  hours  later  when  he  looked  down  again,  the  sun 
was  setting  in  Jerusalem  and  was  rising  over  his  hill  of  purga- 
tory ;  and  he  could  see  the  whole  course  of  the  "vain  voyage  of 
Ulysses." 
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The  allusion  hero  is  to  the  symbolical  voyage  made  in 
Dante's  imagination  by  Ulysses  and  his  bold  companions  from 
the  Pillars  of  Hercules  to  the  "world  without  people"  beyond 
the  setting  sun.  Feeling  that  men  were  not  made  to  live  like 
brutes^  but  "to  follow  virtue  and  knowledge,  they  turned  the 
poop  of  their  ship  to  the  rising  sun  and,  unlike  Dante's  angel, 
with  nothing  but  their  oars  to  help  them,  started.  They  rowed, 
and  rowed  into  the  south  west.  The  stars  of  the  southern  hemis- 
phere came  more  and  more  into  view.  Those  of  the  noi^ern  .sky 
dipped  lower  and  lower.  For  five  long  months  they  rowed.  At 
last,  in  the  dark  distance  they  caught  a  sight  of  a  mountain.  It 
was  Dante's  mount  of  purgatory.  It  was  higher  than  anything 
the  ancient  world  had  ever  seen.  Dante  expresses  the  triumph 
and  tragdy  of  that  symbolic  moment  in  the  creseendo  and  stac- 
cato of  one  of  his  ajnayAng  lines,  Noi  ci  aUgrammo^  fosto  form 
in  pimito.  Triumph,  because  nothing  %o  daring  had  ever  been 
done;  tragedy,  because  all  was  in  vain.  A  storm  tore  down 
from  the  mountain.  Three  times  the  boat  was  to.ssed  about 
in  the  whirling  waters;  and  the  poop  went  up  and  the  prow 
went  down  until  at  last  all  the  waters  of  the  ocean  clo.sed 
inexorably  over  them. 

And  so  the  bravest  effort  of  pagan  antiquity  came  to  naught 
—"as  pleaded  Another,'"  come  AW'iil  piacque.  says  Ulysses, 
meaning  God.  No  one  without  Redemption  could  reach  the 
supernatural  virtues  of  contrition,  faith,  hope  and  charity. 
But  besides  this  spiritual  lesson  we  can  learn  from  the  story 
of  Ulysses  the  size  of  Dante's  world.    It  was  a  big  world. 

It  was  in  no  sense  a  uniform  world.  Take  so  human  a  thing 
as  language.  Dante  had  heard  Germans,  Saxons,  and  English 
say  something  like  id  for  Yes;  while  Provencaux  said  oc;  and 
Frenehmen  oil;  and  Italian.s  si :  and  Greeks  and  people  further 
east  differed  from  all  of  these.  Even  in  the  "tiny  corner  of  the 
world"  called  Italy,  Dante  counted  no  less  than  fourteen 
distinct  dialects,  and  he  felt  there  must  be  a  thousand  and 
more  local  variations  of  these.  And  what  was  true  of  language 
was  true  of  laws  and  customs. 
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Nevertheless,  Dante  felt,  the  world  was  one,  one  in  its 
deepest  roots  and  highest  aspirations.  What  moved  him  when 
he  visited  Rome  was  the  sense  that  Kome  was  meant  to  be 
the  capital  of  the  world^  the  centre  of  a  single  society  held 
together  by  a  common  purpose  and  by  principle  and  values 
of  universal  validity.  The  relics,  the  ruins  and  the  writings 
of  Rome  were  symbols  of  a  universal  religion,  a  universal 
civilization  and  a  universal  culture;  of  a  faith,  a  law  and 
w'isdom;of  a  Sacerdotmm,  Impen'um  and  Studium,  that  were 
meant  to  be  the  organs  of  the  whole  world's  peace  and  of  all 
men's  happiness. 

JERUSALEM,  ROME,  ATHENS 

Dante  often  enough  speaks  abstractly  of  faith,  and  law,  and 
wisdom.  In  the  Poem  he  speaks  of  them  symbolically  under 
the  names  of  "Beatrice"  and  "Virgil."  But  he  was  fond  of 
expressing  his  meaning,  concretely,  in  terms  of  the  historical 
traditions  of  three  cities — Jerusalem,  Rome,  and  Athens. 
Jerusalem  had  given  the  world  Revelation  and  Redemption, 
Faith  in  God's  infinite  power  and  wisdom  and  love,  and  the 
grace  of  a  mysterious  communion  between  God  and  men. 
Rome  had  given  the  world  a  human  revelation  of  the  wise  and 
loving  use  of  political  power  in  the  interests  of  justice,  tempor- 
al peace  and  world  unity.  Athens  had  provided  a  human 
revelation  of  a  powerful  and  loving  use  of  Avisdom,  in  the  light 
and  strength  of  which  men  could  pursue,  like  the  symbolic 
Ulysses,  that  knowledge  and  virtue  which  alone  promise  peace 
to  the  mind  and  conscience  of  men.  Athens  had  ministered  to 
men's  minds,  as  Rome  to  their  Avills^  and  Jerusalem  to  their 
immortal  spirits.  Athens  had  not  discovered  the  supernatural 
destiny  of  men  in  the  beatific  vision  of  infinite  truth  and  good- 
ness and  beauty — for  that  is  possible  only  with  faith;  nor  had 
she  succeeded  in  working  out  the  concrete,  political  means  to 
the  peace  and  temporal  prosperity  of  a  world  community — for 
that  calls  for  the  Roman  endowment  of  practical  understand- 
ing, for  the  Roman  sense  of  public  law  and  social  justice.    But 
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Athens  had  discovered  man's  dignity,  the  rational  perfection 
of  his  human  life,  tlie  music  that  comes  into  a  man's  soul  when 
he  lives  according  to  the  measure  of  prudence,  justice,  forti- 
tude and  temperance.  She  had  discovered  a  concept  of  per- 
sonal, moral  responsibility  Avithout  which  neither  the  ministers 
of  faith  nor  the  administrators  of  law  can  long  fulfill  their 
functions  in  a  world  society. 

These  tliree  cities,  so  it  seemed  to  Dante,  had  begun  almost 
at  the  same  time  to  exercise  providential  roles  in  preparing 
for  the  coming  of  Christ  and  the  creation  of  the  world-wide 
comraimity  of  Christendom.  And,  in  a  metahistorical  .sen.se, 
all  three  cities  would  continue  when  time  should  be  no  more. 
Everlasting  peace,  Dante  thought,  may  equally  be  called  "the 
heavenly  Jenisalem,"  or  "the  celestial  Athens,"  or  the 
"Rome  of  which  Christ  Is  a  Roman."  Heaven  can  be  called 
Jerusalem,  Rome  or  Athens  because  heaven  is  perfect  and  con- 
.summate  peace ;  and  peace  on  earth  was  the  purpose  of  all  these 
cities,  peace  for  men's  minds  in  ti'uth.  foi-  their  wills  in  justice, 
for  their  spirits  in  the  grace  of  faith. 

ST.  PAUL.  AENEAS.  DANTE 

It  is  in  the  light  of  thoughts  like  these  that  we  shall  best 
understand  the  Divine  Comedy  as  a  whole.  The  key  can  be 
found  in  the  second  canto  of  the  Inferno.  It  is  there  ■said  that 
Aeneas  was  granted  by  God  a  vision  of  the  "immortal  world," 
and  that  a  "high  effect"  issued  from  the  vision,  namely,  the 
providential  rule  of  Rome  and  of  her  world  empire.  A 
second  vision  was  vouchsafed  to  St.  Paul,  the  "vessel  of  elec- 
tion," for  an  even  higher  world  purpose — that  of  bringing 
vigor  to  the  faith  which  is  the  beginning  of  the  "way  of  salva- 
tion." Finally,  "Dante"  himself  is  invited  to  a  third  vision. 
He  exclaims,  of  course,  in  some  alarm;  "But  I,  why  should 
I  come?  Who  Avill  grant  the  vision?  I  am  not  Aeneas.  I  am 
7iot  Paul."  And  yet  he  goes.  The  Divine  Comedy  is  the  re- 
cord of  his  going. 

In  whose  name  does  Dante  go?     Not  in  the  name  of  Rome 
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or  Jerusalem — but  of  Atheus ;  not  in  the  name  of  €aesar  or 
Christ  —  but  of  Aristotle;  not  in  the  name  of  Impermm  or 
SacerdoUum—hvii  of  Studium;  not  in  the  name  of  law  or 
grace — but  of  wisdom.  He  goes  in  the  name  of  human  in- 
telligeuco,  conscience  and  taste;  of  philosophy,  ethics  and  art. 
He  goes  in  the  name  of  common  sense— of  intellectual  honesty 
and  moral  responsibility.  He  goes  because,  in  spite  of  the 
manifest  destiny  of  Aeneas  and  St.  Paul,  of  the  Empire  and 
the  Church,  individual  Emperors  and  Popes  had  failed  to 
collaborate  in  producing  the  peace  of  the  world  that  all  men 
longed  for.  World  ministers  of  law  and  grace  had  failed  in 
wisdom,  in  moral  responsibility  to  their  world  functions. 
There  was  need  of  a  new  vision — a  vision  which  would  have 
the  effect  of  fostering  the  collaboration — without  confusion  or 
collusion — of  temporal  power  and  spii-itual  authority.  World 
unity  was  a  moral  imperative  binding  on  the  consciences  of 
Emperors  and  Popes. 

This  was  the  crisis  (in  the  literal  Greek  meaning  of  the 
word),  the  judgment,  of  Dante  Alighieri  in  the  year  of  jubilee, 
1300.  I  like  to  imagine  that  the  crisis  occurred  late  one  aftei- 
noon  as  Dante  was  returning  from  his  prayers  at  the  shrine 
which  Constantino,  the  successor  of  Caesar,  had  built  to  honor 
St.  Paul,  the  apostle  of  Christ.  "The  day  was  departing  and 
the  brown  air  was  taking  the  animals  that  are  on  earth 
from  their  toils''  and  the  pilgrim,  of  a  sudden,  felt  fearfully 
alone,  with  war  in  his  head  and  woe  in  heart. 

With  the  relics  of  St.  Paul  behind  him  and  the  ruins  of 
Rome  before  him,  and  the  visions  of  Aeneas  and  the  "vessel  of 
election"  filling  his  soul,  Dante  trudged  along  in  the  dust  and 
lengthening  shadows  on  the  Ostian  Way.  For  a  moment,  in 
his  dream,  the  whole  world  seemed  one.  In  the  basilica  Dante, 
the  "common  man,"  the  coinmunity  man.  the  man  of  the  world 
community,  i)rayed  to  the  apostle  of  the  world  Church  in  a 
shrine  built  by  the  ruler  of  a  woi-ld  Empire.  That  was  as  it 
should  be.  Now  as  he  walked  towai'd  Rome,  he  recalled  that 
Justinian  was  inspired  to  codify  the  laws  of  the  P^mpire  on1>- 
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when  his  feet  were  " in  step"'  Mitli  the  Chnreh— ^c.sfo  che  con 
la  Chiesa  mossi  i  yiedi.  He  remembered,  too,  that  Charle- 
magne had  deserved  to  be  Emperor  only  after  he  had  rescued 
the  Church  from  the  "fang-s  of  the  Lombards."  In  all  this 
there  was  a  collaboration  of  politics  and  religion  that  common 
sense  could  understand. 

Dante  looked  up;  and  as  the  last  ray  of  the  setting  sun 
caught  both  St.  Peter's  and  the  ruins  on  the  Capitoline  Hill, 
he  knew  that  Rome  was  meant  to  be  the  capital  of  one  world . 
This  city  and  her  Em]iire,  in  very  ti'uth,  were  meant  to  guard 
"the  holy  })la(M'"  whci-e  the  snccessor  of  ''great  Peter  has  his 
See,'' 

Then  the  sun  set;  ;ind  the  (hram  of  one  world  ended.  Sud- 
denly Dante  found  himself  thinking  of  Boniface  VHI  in  the 
Lateran  Palace,  and  hi^  neighbours  the  Colomia,  and  of  the 
war  that  had  ended  in  the  ruins  of  Palestrina.  That  Pope 
seemed  to  the  poet  a  "prince  of  the  modern  pharisees."  He 
had  warred  not  with  Saracens  but  with  Christians;  and  not  in 
distant  Acre  but  in  the  capital  of  the  worlcL  Such  a  Pope — so 
Dante  felt — had  no  sense  of  responsibility.  He  was  not  true 
to  his  "high  office"  nor  to  his  "holy  orders."  Even  the  sweet 
thought  of  "the  great  indulgence"  soured  a  little  as  Dante 
remembered  the  money  it  brought  to  the  "rich  father."  A  dark 
shadow  fell  across  his  soul.  There  in  St.  Peter's,  Christ  was 
bemg  sold  day  after  day- — sold  in  His  own  temple.  In  the 
basilica  of  St.  Paul  Dante  had  thanked  God  for  the  conversion 
of  Constantine  and  for  the  conversions  of  Justinian  and 
Charlemagne.  But  now  he  began  to  feel  that  a  convert's 
"dowry  to  the  first  rich  father"  had  been  the  mother  of  much 
ill.  And  why  had  Constantine  left  Rome  for  Byzantium? 
Why  had  he  "made  himself  a  Greek?"  For  the  sake  of  the 
Pope !  What  bad  fruit  had  come  from  that  good  intention  I 
Was  it  not  contrary  to  the  plain  duty  of  an  Emperor  to  carve 
up  the  Empire .' 

And  so  the  "war  of  the  Avay  and  the  woe"  went  on  in  the 
head  and  the  heart  of  "the  common  man"  of  Christendom  as 
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lie  recalled  these  things  to  his  "unerring  memory."  He  had 
nothing  but  "reverence  for  the  supreme  keys" ;  and  he  knew 
"imperial  majesty  to  be  the  highest  human  authority  in  the 
world  community,"  but  he  also  knew  that  the  "virtue  of  truth  is 
binding:  on  every  authority."  A  song  began  to  take 
shape  in  the  poet's  soul.  He  could  still  see  the  visions  of 
Aeneas  and  St.  Paul.  But  the  new  vision  was  a  vision  not 
only  of  law  and  grace,  but  of  truth.  It  became  suddenly  clear 
to  the  poet  that  it  takes  not  two  but  three  authorities  to  run 
one  world.  Pow-er  without  truth  is  a  peril.  The  authority  of 
wiisdom  must  be  joined  to  the  power  of  the  Emperor.  What  a  mess 
is  being  made  by  oiu'  rulers  today !  And  what  miserj^  for  those 
who  are  ruled !  Rulers  neither  stud}'  nor  take  counsel.  How  many 
times  a  day  do  any  of  them  reflect  on  the  purpose  of  human  life  ? 
This  is  the  truth  that  Popes  and  Emperore  must  learn.  Every 
man,  whether  Pope  or  Emperor— or  parent  or,  professor — is  a 
human  person,  has  free  Avill,  is  responsible,  deserves  reward 
or  merits  punishment,  is  subject  to  eternal  justice. 

As  the  dusk  grew  darker  so  did  Dante's  vision.  Throughout 
the  whole  world  there  seemed  to  him  a  black-out  of  virtue. 
The  world  was  blind.  But  in  this  blindness  and  darkness 
one  thing  was  clear.  The  fault  is  not  in  men's  stars  but  in 
themselves.  Bad  leadership  is  the  trouble.  Bad  leadership  is  a 
bad  use  of  free  will.  Persons,  not  institutions,  are  to  blame.  In 
the  past  Church  and  State  have  collaborated  without  confound- 
ing one  with  the  other.  In  the  good  old  days  in  Rome  two  suns 
shone  clearly — one  .showing  men  the  way  of  grace;  the  other 
showing  them  the  patJi  of  law.  But  today  one  light  has  put  the 
other  out.  The  sword  and  staff  have  been  twisted  into  a  single 
and  unnatural  scepter. 

To  this  bad  leadership — and  consequent  world  disorder — 
true,  rational,  ordered  love,  that  is,  moral  responsibility,  is  the 
onlj*  answer.  Institutions,  whether  of  grace  or  law — or  of  love 
or  learning — are  of  little  avail  unless  Popes  in  the  Church. 
Emperors  in  in  the  State,  parents  in  the  home  and  teachers  in 
the  school   are .  obedient   to  their   conscience,  to    the    innate 
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faculty  that  gives  them  counsel,  to  the  power  that  stands  on  the 
threshold  of  assent,  Avinnowing  good  and  evil  loves.^" 
Unle-ss  the  rulers  of  the  world  discover  their  highest  human 
dignitj^  not  in  their  offices,  but  in  themselves  —  in  the  depth 
of  their  own  souls,  in  the  freedom  of  their  rational  choices  ■ — 
there  is  no  hope  for  morality'  in  the  world  and,  therefore, 
none  for  the  ordered  peace  of  a  world  community. 

These,  at  any  rate,  are  the  thoughts  that  Dante  finally 
enthroned  in  the  very  heart  of  his  Poem,  in  the  central  cantos 
of  tlie  Purgatorio.  Some  such  thoughts  occurred  to  him,  1 
think,  in  the  ciisis  in  Rome  in  ViOO.  He  saw  then  the  outline 
and  the  purpose  <U'  the  Commedia.  Witli  art  and  philosophy 
he  would  try  to  build  a  bridge  between  politics  and  religion. 
He  would  call  in  Athens  to  redress  the  balance  between  Rome 
and  Jerusalem.  Beauty  and  trntli  must  help  law  and  grace  to 
build  one  woi-ld  for  tlie  happiness  of  all  mankind. 

MONARCHIA  ■    .    .     .    • 

From  this  point  of  view  the  b(^st  commentary  on  the  Divine 
Comedy  Is  Dante's  Latin  work,  which  he  called  in  Greek 
the  language  of  Athens,  Monarchia,  that  is  to  say,  "World 
Rule"  or" Leadership  of  the  "Woi'ld  Community." 

By  a  'Svorld  community,"  Dante  meant  not  merely  a  world 
that  is  one  in  space  (geographically  one),  but  a  world  that 
is  one  in  time  (historically  one).  For  him  unity  was  dynamic 
not  static.  He  felt  that  men  were  not  likely  to  be  good 
neighbors  unless  they  realized  their  oneness  with  their  an- 
cestors and  their  descendants.  He  begins  the  Monorchia  by 
saying  that  since  it  is  truth  and  the  love  of  truth  that  makes 
the  whole  world  one,  we  who  have  been  enriched  by  the 
truth  discovered  in  the  past  must  so  work  that  the  future  may 
be  enriched  by  us. 

It  never  occurred  to  Dante  to  say  that  the  world  is  one  be- 
cause men  can  travel  around  it  in  sixty  hours.  However  far  or 
fast  we  travel,  we  are  no  nearer  to  our  neighbors  than  our 
minds  are  near.      The  only  real   oiieness  of  the  world  is  the 
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oneness  of  men'(>  purposes,  of  their  ideas  and  aspirations.  Only 
a  world  purpose  can  make  a  world  community.  Dante  argues 
that  just  as  there  is  a  purpose  for  a  finger^  a  hand,  an  arm, 
a  whole  man,  a  home,  a  neighborhood,  a  city,  a  nation,  so  there 
is  a  purpose  for  mankind  in  its  tot<ility  in  time  and  space.  He 
goes  on  to  say  that  the  nationsof  the  world  are  a,s  much  a  familj^  of 
nations  as  a  city  is  a  family  of  homes  and  a  home  is  a  family 
of  persons^  and  a  person  is  a  family  of  human  faculties.  There 
is  a  work  to  be  done  by  the  family  of  nations  as  there  is  a  work- 
to  be  done  by  aJiy  other  family.  This  will  be  a  human  work,  and  if 
it  is  to  hold  the  world  together  it  must  be  man's  highest  work. 
It  must  be  a  work  of  men's  minds,  although  the  work  will  not 
remain  in  the  mind.  The  speculative  intellect  by  extension 
becomes  practical.  ^Men's  ideas  will  be  realized  in  a  concrete 
world  of  moral  and  political  action  ruled  by  prudence^  and  in 
the  world  of  created  beauty  ordered  by  art.  This  progressive 
realization  of  a  world  civilization  and  culture  is  the  purpose 
of  humanity  in  history.  "There  is  one  task  that  only  a  world 
community  can  achieve — the  never-ending  and  collective  work 
of  turning  into  clear  ideas  all  that  human  heads  can  think  and 
into  concrete  things  all  that  human  hands  c<in  make." 

A  necessary  condition  for  the  realization  of  such  a  purpose 
is  world  peace.  World  peace,  in  turn,  calls  for  some  kind  of 
world  authority.  Dante  insists  on  the  democratic  idea  that 
world  leadership  will  be  a  leadership  based  on  consent, 
but  authority,  leader.ship,  world  law  there  must  be  if  the  hoiLse- 
hold  of  the  world  is  not  to  be  divided  against  itself  and  .so  be 
laid  waste. 

Dante's  rigorously  .syllogistic  method  of  argument  may 
have  lost  its  appeal  to  the  average  modern  reader.  Dante's  con- 
elusions,  however,  are  thoroughly  up-to-date.  Beginning  from 
the  abstract  idea  of  order  and  of  the  relations  of  parts  to  the 
whole,  he  reaches  the  conclusion  that  all  nations  are  inter- 
dependent. So,  too,  from  the  general  principle  that  wherever 
there  is  room  for  a  quarrel  there  ought  to  be  a  court, 
he  reaches  the  conclu.sion  that  a  court  with  international  juri.s<lic- 
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tion  is  essential  iu  a  world  community.  One  of  hiy  most 
metaphysical  arguments  reaches  the  practical  conclusion  that 
world  rule  is  the  best  guarantee  of  personal  liberty.  "Liberty- 
loving  peoples,''  will  best  be  served  by  a  government  that  Is  the 
' '  servant  of  all. ' '  Liberty,  of  cour.se,  as  Dante  well  undemtood  is 
not  a  gift  of  government,  and  lea.st  of  all  of  world  government. 
Liberty  is  the  inherent  inalienable  right  of  every  person  whose 
will  is  free,  that  is,  of  every  person  whose  rational  judgment 
is  able  to  control  his  passions.  This  true  liberty,  the  per.sonal 
right  to  be  self-<?ontrolled,  will  best  be  respected  by  law  which 
is  fully  international. 

More  important  than  this  part  of  his  work  is  Dante's 
liaudling  of  the  difficult  question  of  the  relation  of  law  and 
grace,  politics  and  religion.  Religion,  in  Dante's  day,  was  far 
ahead  of  political  organization  in  the  univer.sality  of  its 
authority.  Nevertheless,  Dante  argued,  the  function  of  the 
Church  as  such  is  not  to  achieve  political  order  under  law 
but  to  foster  .spiritual  peace  through  divine  grace. 

Dante's  root  idea  is  that  God  is  the  ultimate  source  of  both 
law  and  grace — as  He  is  also  the  ultimate  source  of  all  beauty 
and  truth.  Nevertheless,  the  Church  and  State,  and  even  a 
world  Church  and  a  world  State,  are  distinct  because  each 
has  a  purpose  peculiar  to  itself.  Men  must  pursue  their  tem- 
poral purposes  under  law.  The  same  men  should  pursue  their 
eternal  destiny  with  the  aid  of  grace.  The  highest  authority 
in  the  State  is  reason,  as  the  highest  authority  in  the  Church 
is  Revelation. 

"World  peace  seemed  to  Dante  a  temporal  matter  to  be 
pursued  by  political  means.  Yet  he  realized  that  no  political 
l)urpose  can  be  fully  achieved  wnthout  philo.sophical  and 
I'eligious  insights.  The  very  last  words  of  the  Monarchia 
remind,  the  world  ruler,  not  merely  that  he  is  under  the 
sovereignty  of  God,  but  that  he  will  be  well  advised  to  eke 
out  the  light  of  reason  by  the  light  of  faith. 
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THE  LATE   MONSIGNOR   TREACY 


By  RT.  REV.  MONSIGNOR  M.  CLINE,  D.P. 


ON  THE  death  of  Mon- 
sig'nor  J.  P.  Treacy 
there  has  disappeared  from 
the  clerical  life  of  Toronto 
a  figure  of  singular  charm 
and  power,  and  the  world  of 
scholarship  has  lost  a  man 
of  letters.  For  thase  who 
knew  and  loved  him  in  the 
long  past  yeam  the  exting- 
uishment of  a  light  that 
shone  so  brilliantly  in  pulpit, 
press  and  lecture  room,  will 
be  long  missed  a  n  d 
mourned. 

The  late  Monsignor  was 
born  in  Tipperary,  not  far 
from  historic  Ballyneatj', 
where  Sarsfield,  with  a  handful  of  men,  attacked  and 
destroyed  a  gai-rison  of  lOOO.  His  parents,  Riohaixl  Treacy 
and  Kitty  Power,  belonged  to  a  middle-class  stock  rich  in  brains 
and  with  the  moral  stamina  out  of  which  virtue  is  minted.  The 
Treacy  home,  like  so  many  Irish  homes,  was  a  training  ground 
for  the  religious  life.  In  a  family  of  four  children  one  became 
a  priest  and  another  a  unn.  Yet  ample  room  was  provided  for 
the  normal  activities  of  secular  life.  The  father  acted  as  the 
custodian  of  the  children's  education,  and  as  an  ex-eollege  man, 
gave  his  two  sons  a  grounding  in  the  classics.  This  early  school- 
ing in  the  humanities  like  other  acquisitions  of  the  home-spun 
variety,  exercised  a  lasting  influence  upon  the  student  life  of  the 
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late  Mon<signor,  wiiether  at  Castleknock  College,  where  he  began 
and  completed  his  secondaiy  education,  or  at  the  Propaganda  in 
Rome,  where  among  international  contenders  on  the  field  of  the- 
ology he  moved  easily  to  the  front. 

We  who  met  the  deceased  in  the  early  90's  cannot  but  recall 
his  incandescent  fervor,  his  breezj-  personality  and  fluent  con- 
versation. Like  AVolsey,  he  was  a  ripe  -scholar  and  a  good  one, 
fair-spoken  and  persuading.  True  to  his  home  bringing-up,  he 
quoted  the  clasisics  with  unfading  memory  and  invoked  the 
shades  of  Cicero.  Tacitus,  Virgil  and  Horace,  long  after  these 
celebrities  were  on  the  bottom  shelf  in  parliamentary  foinuns. 

Besides  the  gift  of  languages  which  he  had  early  mastered, 
he  excelled  in  music,  a  talent  which  came  down  to  him  in  the 
bloodstream  of  his  family. 

As  an  exponent  of  the  faith,  he  stood  in  the  first  line  of 
Canadian  catechists.  He  spoke  and  wrote  with  a  warmth  that 
easily  kindled  into  flame.  H'l-i  style  was  high-tensioned  and  fast- 
moving,  and  hastened  the  listener  and  the  reader  on  his  way  to 
acceptance.    Like  the  Master,  "the  people  heard  him  gladly." 

And  now  that  the  battles  of  the  mind  are  ended,  and  the  vet- 
eran of  two  score  anl  ten  in  the  priestly  life  is  called  from  the 
firing  line  to  the  Home  Office,  we  hope  and  pi'ay  his  worn  and 
weary  body  may  sleep  well  in  the  dusk  of  friendly  death  and  his 
soul  may  enter  into  the  nightless  clay  of  happy  eternity. 


THE  HOLY  SOULS 

From   distance  far   across  a  world   of  niglit 

We  wait  the  message  of  our  peace, 
The  chant  of  friends,  the  antiphon  of  light. 

Announcing  Him  who  brings  I'elease. 

T.F.B. 
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CHRISTMAS 

THAT  beauty  broods  o'er  land  and  sea, 
What  impulse  to  be  kind, 
What  sense  of  sweet  expectancy 
Fills  ev'ry  heart  and  mind ; 
The  day  of  days  is  here  anew. 
The  hour  of  dear  delight 
0  heralds,  spread  the  news  afar, 
Our  Saviour  comes  to-night! 

He  comes,  the  Holy  One  Who  came 

Through  Mary  undef iled, 
When  angel  chorus  sang  His  fame, 

And  earth,  a  desert^  smiled; 
0  heart  and  hand  prepare  with  glee. 

Shed,  stars,  your  softest  light, 
The  Hope  of  all  the  world  is  near, 

Our  Saviour  comes  to-night! 

Come,  blest  Redeemer,  come  again 

To  homes  of  rich  and  poor, 
And  free  us  from  the  strife  and  sin 

That  hold  us  in  their  lure; 
O  glad  bells  ring  for  Christ  the  King, 

And  holly,  gleam  more  bright; 
The  Lord  of  life  and  love  is  here, 

Our  Saviour  comes  to-night! 

Patrick  MacDonou'ili 
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CHRISTMAS  CAROL 

AS  JOSEPH  opened  wide  the  door, 
To  let  the  Shepherds  in ; 
The  Ox  and  Ass  did  raise  their  heads, 

And  made  a  welcome  din. 
These  simple  folk  were  "uests  the  night 
Of  little  Jesukin. 

The  wind  blew  bitter  chill;  the  Star 

Burned  brightly  overhead ; 
The  Shepherds  sang  a  silver  song 

Before  his  stable-bed. 
Kind  folk^  let  songs  go  forth  this  nigiit, 
And  let  the  Poor  be  fed  I 

The  Mother  looked  upon  her  Child, 

And  held  Him  to  her  breast; 
Then  through  the  night  a  great  light  streamed— 

North,  South,  and  East,  and  West. 
'T  was  Law  of  Love,  and  born  through  Christ^ 

A  Babe — for  earth's  distressed. 

The  Ox  and  Ass  did  keep  Him  warm 
And  Joseph  watched  beside ; 

His  bed  was  laid  with  roughened  straw. 
But  He  was  satisfied. 

The  Poor,  the  Weak,  the  Halt,  the  Blind- 
Help  them  at  Christmastide ! 

Make  ye  dear  songs  of  joy  on  earth, 

This  night  that  He  was  born; 
With  every  brother's  hand-clasp  out 

To  brothers  all  forlorn. 
Then  shall  your  hearts  be  glad,  indeed. 

Come  merry  CTiristmas-morn, 

J.  Corson  Miller 
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SHELTER  FOR  THE  HOLY  CHILD 

WJfEN  an  angel  announced  the  news  of  our  Saviour's  birth 
To  shepherds   watching   tlieir   flocks   on   the   Judean 
plain, 
And  the  Star  that  had  guided  the  Magi  stood  still  o'er  the  earth 

A  chorus  of  joy  leapt  forth  for  our  liuman  gain  ; 
And  the  faithful  sped  to  kneel  and  adore,  in  a  stall, 

Out  in  the  dark,  drab  streets  of  small  Bethlehem 

"Wandered  the  stranger  and  footsore,  in  search  of  abode : 
The  iini,  with  its  warmth,  was  not  for  the  Child  or  for  them. 

And  some  may  have  sunk,  tired  out,  on  the  wintery  road ; 
And  none  more  than  He,  on  Ilis  pallet  of  straw  in  the  stall, 

Was  touched  by  their  plight — who  share  the  sorrows  of  all. 

A  gentle  and  radiant  Child,  who  was  Lord  of  all. 

Oh.  He  eomes  just  as  surely  now,  as  He  did  that  day, 
To  take  up  His  shelter  and  rest  in  a  human  home, 

And  institute  there  His  kind  and  empirical  sway : 

Greetings,  dear  Lord,  as  into  our  hearts  you  come ! 

For  there's  nothing  so   homely    and    welcome    for   that    swe<'t 
Child, 
As  the  soul  that  is  humble  and  loving  and  uudefiled. 

Frederick  B.  Fenton. 


€ominunitg 


To  his  Excellency  Bishop  Benjamin  I.  W^ebster,  recently 
consecrated  by  Ilis  Eminence  Cardinal  McGuigan,  as  Auxiliarr 
Bishop  of  Toronto  and  Titnlar  Bishop  of  Paphos,  we  offer  sin- 
cere congratulations. 


June  2i)th  marked  the  Silver  Jubilee  of  ordination  of  the 
Rt.  Rev.  William  C.  !McGrath,  who  after  an  outstanding  Mis- 
sionary career  of  man}-  years  as  Prefect  Apostolic  of  Lishui, 
China,  returned  to  Canada  in  1940,  was  made  Prouotonary 
Apostolic  by  Pius  XII,  elected  General  and  Assistant  Superior- 
General  of  the  Scarborough  Mission  Society.  St.  Joseph  Lilies 
joins  with  the  Right  Reverend  Monsignor's  many  friends  in 
congratulating  a  zealous  missioiuiry  and  a  valui^d  literarj^  con- 
tributor.   

Congratulations  to  another  worth}'  jubilarian,  Rev.  P.  J. 
Kennedy  of  St.  John's  Newfoundland  who  also  celebrated  his 
Silver  Jubilee  June  29th.  Fr.  P.  J.  Kennedy,  a  renowned  orator 
and  zealous  priest  has  accomplished  much  in  the  vineyard  of 
the  Master.  St.  Joseph  Lilies  is  indebted  to  this  jubilarian,  too 
tor  his  much  appreciated  articles. 


St.  Joseph's  on-the-Lake  Avas  the  scene  of  a  reunion  on 
August  18,  Diamond  Anniversary  of  Sister  Christina's  entrance 
to  Religious  Life  and  Golden  Anniversary  for  Sr.  Claver.  High 
Mass  was  celebrated  in  the  beautifully  decorated  chapel  by 
Reverend  Fr.  Maurice,  S.F.M. 

Friends  of  the  happy  novitiate  days  came  to  offer  greet- 
ings and  congratulations  to  oiu*  Jubilarians.  It  was  a  day  of 
i-ejoicing,  replete  with  that  peculiar  happiness  and  quiet  joy 
always  accompanying  such  anniversaries.  An  unexpected  visit 
from  her  brother,  Mr.  F.  Johnston  of  Bradford,  Pa.,  greatly  en- 
hanced the  pleasure  of  the  day  for  St.  Christina.  Sr.  Claver. 
looking  forward  to  a  brief,  but  joyous  visit  with  relatives  in 
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London  and  Seaforth,  found  another  golden  note  to  add  to  a 
memorable  day. 

St.  Joseph  Lilies  tenders  greetings  and  sincere  congratu- 
lations to  our  esteemed  Jubilarians. 


August  fifteenth  was  also  a  day  of  gladness  and  rejoicing 
for  it  was  the  occasion  of  the  Silver  Jubilee  of  Profession  of 
seven  members  of  the  Congregation  of  St.  Joseph :  Sr.  M .  Med- 
ard,  St.  Joseph's  Convent,  Rosetown,  Saskatchewan ;  Sr.  St. 
Rose,  St.  Mary's,  Toronto;  Sr.  Mary  Eva,  House  of  Providence, 
Toronto ;  Sr.  M.  Bernice  and  Sr.  Jane  Francis,  St.  Michael's 
Hospital,  Toronto ;  Sr.  St.  Sinon,  Mercy  Hospital,  Toronto ;  Sr. 
Mary  AJice,  St.  Joseph's  Convent,  Toronto.  Congratulations! 
May  they  be  spared  for  many  more  years  in  the  service  of  their 
Divine  Master. 


On  August  15th,  at  6.30  a.m.,  the  Rev.  L.  A.  Cormican, 
O.M.L,  presided  when  five  novices  pronounced  their  first  vows 
and  nine  Sisters  made  perpetual  vows.  Holy  Mass  followed  and 
eight  Sisters  renewed  their  annual  vows.  At  9.30  a.m.  the  cere- 
mony of  reception  was  held  in  the  presence  of  relatives  and 
friends  of  the  two  young  ladies  who  were  clothed  with  the 
holy  habit.  The  aspirants  entered  the  chapel  in  bridal  robes 
attended  by  little  flower-girls.  Rt.  Rev.  Msgr.  McCann  officiat- 
ed, assisted  by  Rev.  M.  W.  Smith,  O.M.I.  Rev.  Father  Cormican 
gave  the  sermon.  The  ritual  of  question  being  completed,  and 
bridal  dresses  replaced  by  the  habit  and  veil,  Holy  Mass  was 
celebrated  by  Rev.  F.  Sullivan.  Among  the  clergy  present  were 
Rt.  Rev.  T.  Manlev,  Rev.  H.  Hague,  C.Ss.R..  Rev.  E.  Lyons, 
S.F.M.,  and  Rev.  C.  Mulvihill. 

Reception:  Miss  Helen  Hollis,  Arthur,  Ont.  (Sister  Ver- 
onica Marie)  ;  Miss  Teta  Alarie,  Wolfe  Island,  Ont.  (Sister  M. 
Gerald  Francis). 

First  profession:  Sister  Mary  David  Stubbs,  Toronto; 
Sister  Margaret  Rose  Chapin,  Toronto;  Sister  M.  Hyacinth 
Chapin,  Toronto,  and  Sister  M.  Donalda  Kenny,  Mnrell.  P.E.I. 

Final  profession:  Sister  Mary  Eugene  Newsome,  Winni- 
peg; Sister  Mary  Frederick  Sheehan,  St.  Catharines;  Sister  M. 
Agnes  Teresa  Sheehan.  St.  Catherines;  Sister  M.  Laura  Mc- 
Evoy,  Toronto;  Sister  Mary  Denis  Ogle.  Rosetown.  Sask. ;  Sister 
M.  Yvette  Bernier,  Vancouver,  B.C. ;  Sister  Marie  Noel  Clark- 
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son,  Toronto;  Sister  M.  St.  Hugh  O'Leary.  Lindsay,  Ont. ;  Sister 
Loyola  Marie  McCann,  Ottawa. 


Sixty  years  ago  on  Sept.  29,  Sr.  Crescentia  entered  St. 
Joseph's,  Toronto.  At  her  request,  owing  to  the  illness  of  her 
sister,  Sr.  Victoria,  her  Diamond  Anniversary  celebration  was 
to  be  a  purely  spiritual  one.  On  Sept.  28,  Holy  Mass  was  offer- 
ed bj'  Rev.  Fr.  Lj^ons,  S.F.M.  Rev.  Dr.  Ronan  was  celebrant 
of  the  Jubilee  Mass  on  tlxj  29tli.  At  the  close  of  his  sermon  he 
paid  a  graceful  tribute  to  our  reverend  Jubilarian — her  life  of 
sacrifice,  prayer  and  devotion  to  duty.  Later  Mass  Avas  offered 
for  her  by  our  Chaplain^  Rev.  F^*.  Maurice,  S.F.M.  Solemn 
Benediction  followed. 

Tlie  anniversary  was  kei)t  in  accord  with  Sister's  request, 
yet  a  note  of  rejoicing  and  joy  was  everj'where  evident.  Greet- 
ings from  friends  and  the  Priceless  Gift  offered  by  her  Rever- 
end nephews  of  the  Society  of  Jesus  and  Rev.  Fr.  Devine  of  the 
Oblate  order,  completed  a  perfect  day. 


The  very  brightest  of  October  sunshine  greeted  the  Feast 
of  the  Little  Flower  on  October  3rd.  Diamond  Anniversary  of 
Rev.  Sister  Macrina's  entrance  to  Religious  Life.  The  radiant 
morning  was  a  true  harbinger  of  the  golden  day  to  follow. 

Rt.  Rev.  Msgr.  Davis  was  celebrant  of  the  Jubilee  Mass.  In 
a  beautiful  sermon  he  congratulated  the  Jubilarian  on  the  length 
and  value  of  the  precious  years  granted  to  her  in  the  service 
of  her  Divine  Master — years  freighted  with  numberless  graces 
and  blessings.  In  the  afternoon  an  unexpected  visit  from  his 
Eminence  Cardinal  McGuigan  added  a  crowning  note  of  joy 
to  a  memorable  day.  Fr.  Forestell,  C.S.B.  gave  Benediction  in 
the  evening. 

St.  Joseph  Lilies  extends  sincere  congratulations  to  our 
Diamond  Jubilarians. 


Our  congratulations  and  prayerful  good  wishes  are  offered 
to  the  new  President  of  St.  Augustine's  Seminarj%  Toronto,  the 
Right  Reverend  Monsignor  John  H.  Ingoldsby  on  his  appoint- 
ment as  Domestic  Prelate  to  His  Holiness  Pope  Pius  XII.  The 
ceremony  took  place  in  St.  Augustine's  Seminary,  Oct.  9th, 
His  Eminence  Cardinal  McGuigan  presiding  and  attended  by 
the  staff,  the  seminarians,  relatives  and  friends. 
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ST.  MICHAEL'S  HOSPITAL 

On  graduation  day  a  cablegram  through  Cardinal  McGuig- 
an  from  His  Holiness  the  Pope  said :  '  'Holy  Father  graciously 
imparts  Apostolic  Benediction  to  Sisters  and  graduates  of  St. 
Michael's  Hospital.'"    The  class  numbered  eighty-three. 

The  Biennial  Meeting  of  the  Canadian  Nurses  Association 
brought  675  nurses  from  all  parts  of  Canada  to  Toronto.  Miss 
Anna  Schwartzenberg,  Executive  Secretary.  I.C.  Nurses  at- 
tended, bringing  greetings  from  the  international  association. 

Twice  a  week  Rev.  F.  Stone,  C.S.P.,  takes  convert  classes 
in  the  Hospital  Assembly  Room. 

-  Rev.  J.  A.  Clarmont.  C.Ss.R.,  is  conducting  the  three  re- 
treats this  vear.  :i^J  V-'  -- - 


ST.  JOSEPH'S  HOSPITAL 

The  new  building  at  St.  Joseph's  Hospital  will  contain  at 
least  50  beds  for  children  and  the  nursery  80  bassinets.  The 
total  capacity  will  be  600  beds.  vHcvi;..  .;,•  ; 


ST.  PATRICK'S  CONVENT — Vancouver,  B.C. 

Results  of  Examinations,  Toronto  ConseiTatoi-y  of  Music — 1946 

PIANO:— Pass:  Mary  Adcoeks  IX;  Gloria  Melanson  VIII. 

Obtained  honours  in  various  grades : — Louise  Lautsch  VIII 
Joan  Pope  VI ;  Margaret  Filgiano  V;  Barbara  Gauthier  V 
Cecile  Brummitt  V;  Joan   Gordon    V;    Joan   Martin    IV 
Helen  Fergen  IV;  Mary  C.  Rhind  IV;  Colleen  Collins  III 
Constance  M.  Gobeille  III;  Joy  A.  Brovoid  III;  Elizabeth 
McTnnis  III;   Teresa  Scherba ;  Carolyn  Collins;  Dorothy 
Knott;   Louise   Boguski   I;   Patsy   Lambertus   I;     Calvin 
Kelly   I;    Valerie   Gauthier   I;    Diane   Pilon   I;    Donald 
Scoretz  I. 

VIOLIN:— Honours:— Audrey  Fryer  VII;  Donald  Dickson  VT; 
Gordon  Pearmain  V;  Donald  Thompson  IV;  Clarke  Wal- 
lace IV;  Blake  Fisher  III;  Ann  Pringle  III. 
Pass:— Shirley  Bradbury  IV;  William  Hewitt  II;  Charlotte 
Tisseur  IT;  Kenneth  Baxter  IT:  Glyn  McKay  IT. 
First  Class  Honours : — Decia  McComb  I. 

COUNTERPOINT :— First  Class  Honours:  Elaine  Hall  IV. 

IL\T?MONY:— Pass:  Phyllis  Willey  ITT. 

THEORY: — First  Class  Honours:     Louise  Lautsch  IT;     Joan 
Pope  I. 
Honours:  Diane  Sims  II;  Cecile  Brummitt  I;  Joan  Gordon 

T  •  Gertie  Braber  I .       ■     • 
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OBITUARY 

Sister  M.  Victoria 

Early  on  All  Souls'  Day  there  went  to  her 
rest  a  religious  who  realized  in  her  life  the 
highest  ideals  of  her  state  and  of  her  Con- 
gregation. To  Sister  Victoria  was  granted  in 
an  especial  degree  the  grace  of  preserving 
all  the  freshness  of  her  spiritual  vigour,  while 
satisfying  the  exacting  demands  of  the  active 
life  of  a  religious.  She  was  born  in  Renfrew 
in  1866.  Her  parents,  Andrew  Devine 
and  Mary  Kenny,  eame  of  families  who  were  blessed  by 
many  vocations  to  the  religious  and  ecclesiastical  life. 
The  youngest  of  a  family  of  nine,  Sister  Victoria  entered 
the  Congregation  of  St.  Joseph  in  Toronto  in  1889  and  was  pro- 
fessed in  1892.  As  teacher  in  the  parochial  schools,  as  Superior 
of  St.  Michael's  Hospital,  as  Directress  of  the  College-School, 
and  as  Mother  General,  she  directed  the  Congregation  during  a 
period  of  rapid  expansion,  which,  while  taxing  her  physical  and 
mental  powers,  only  heightened  her  spiritual  vitality  and  deep- 
ened her  truly  christian  charity.  The  mainspring  of  her  life 
was  her  faith  and  zeal  for  the  advancement  of  the  Kingdom  of 
Christ,  but  her  union  with  God,  nourished  by  e.jaculatory  pray- 
er only  grew  with  the  increase  of  external  occupation.  Prayer 
was  her  solace  and  constant  occupation,  when  failing  powers 
and  illness  tested  the  completeness  of  her  self-oblation,  and  ad- 
ded to  her  virtues  the  beauty  of  patience  and  serene  resig- 
nation. 


Sister  M.  Marcelline 

A  beautiful  and  edifying  life  came  to  a  close,  November 
8rd  when  Sister  Marcelline  died  after  an  illness  of  some  months. 

The  deceased  Sister^  formerly  Edith  Schenck,  was  the 
daughter  of  Louis  Schenck  and  the  late  Winnifred  Howe  of  St. 
Catharines.  She  was  educated  in  her  native  city  and  attended 
Normal  School  in  Hamilton.  After  teaching  three  years  she 
entered  St.  Joseph's  Convent,  and  her  almost  thirty  years  of 
consecrated  service  were  spent  in  the  class  room.  She  taught 
in  Toronto  schools,  in  Lafontaine,  Thorold,  St.  Catharines  and 
in  East  Kildonan.  A  devoted  and  painstaking  teacher,  her  hours 
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with  the  children  were  singuarly  happy  and  blessed,  but  even 
happier  and  more  blessed  was  the  tim^e  spent  within  the  Con- 
vent walls.  In  a  simple,  unpretentious  way  she  was  a  model 
religious,  her  manner,  her  acts  and  words  revealed  the  peace 
and  calm  of  a  soul  that  did  not  long  forget  the  Presence  of  God. 
While  no  great  external  works  can  be  attributed  to  Sister 
Marcelline,  she  has  left  to  her  family,  her  pupils,  her  friends  and 
above  all  to  her  Sister  in  Religion,  the  memory  of  a  life  spent 
for  God.  To  know  her  was  to  appreciate  her  solid  virtue,  but 
as  God  often  ordains,  the  loveliest  qualities  of  mind  and  heart 
Avere  revealed  when  the  cross  of  ill-health  came  to  her.  She 
hoped  and  prayed  to  get  well,  yet  she  bore  suffering  patiently 
and  with  faith  accepted  deatli  as  God's  Will.  Like  the  Little 
Flower,  her  last  Avords  after  receiving  Holy  Viaticum  were  an 
Act  of  Love. 


MADONNA 


How  many  times  she  must  have  smiled 

Upon  her  tiny  Infant-Child 

And  thought  of  all  the  Peace  and  joy 

That  He  would  bring  ... 

And  when  she  looked  beyond  the  years 

She  could  not  hold  the  hot  salt  tears 

That  welled,  escaped  and   fell  upon 

The  little  King. 

How  many  times  without  surcease 

She  must  have  heard  His  plea  for  Peace 

When  stumbling  with    Him    towards   His   death 

For  little  men. 

She  must  have  seen  the  years  unborn, 

In  every  one  His  body  torn   ... 

And  wept  again. 

M.  G.  F. 


^lumnae 


ALUMNAE  OFFICERS 

OF 

ST.  JOSEPHS  COLLEGE  ALUMNAE  ASSOCIATION 

1947 

HoHotirary  President 
The  Reverend  Mother  General  of  the  Community  of  St.  Joseph 

Past  President— Mrs.  E.  F.  Ellard 

President 

Miss  Mable  Abrey 

Vice-Presidents 

Miss  Evelyn  Bennett  Mrs.  Wm.  Apted  Mrs.  Gerry  Dunn 

Mrs.  C  E.  Eraser  Miss  Helen  Mathews 

Corresponding  Secretary  Recording  Secretary 

Miss  Orla  Beer  Miss  Joan  Starr 

Councillors 

Mrs.  J.  S.  Griffin             Mrs.  Arthur  McGinn  Miss  Marie  Russell 

Miss  Agnes  Foley       Mrs.  A.  Furlong  Miss'  Helen  Cozens 


Miss  Mable  Abrey  presided  at  the  annual  meeting  of  the 
Alumnae,  in  th^e  convent  assembly  rooms,  where  an  election  was 
held.    The  results  are  printed  above. 


Dear  St.  Josephites : 

Our  alumnae  have  made  news  during  the  past  months.  I 
noticed  a  news  item  about  Gabrielle  Dobias,  now  Mrs.  Joseph 
Neubauer;  a  tribute  to  her  musical  ability.  Gabrielle  lives  in 
Batavia  and  is  continuing  her  musical  studies. 

Dr.  Doreen  Smith  who  was  associate  professor  of  Food 
Chemistry  at  the  University  of  Montreal  now  fills  same  post  in 
the  University  of  Toronto. 

Marie  Caruso  has  been  busj' — she  trains  in  choir  work,  and 
teaches  music  too.  Two  of  her  pupils  won  gold  medals  at  the 
Peel  Music  Festival.    Nice  going,  Marie  ! 

Miss  Jennie  Crowe,  only  woman  member  of  the  "Score  Or 
More  Club"  of  the  General   Motors   organization,   recently  re- 
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fteiv<?d  from  Mr.  T.  Cook,  president,  the  club  pin  for  her  com- 
mendable work. 

Mrs.  FVaser  represented  us  at  the  Federation  of  Convent 
Alumnae  Convention  in  Montreal.  She  reports  a  successful 
program,  one  of  the  highlights  of  which  was  the  presentation 
to  the  organizer  of  the  alumnae  federation  and  its  national  pre- 
sident since  its  inception — Mrs.  Harr^^  Roesler. 

Recently  we  heard  from  Patsy  Mitchell  who  is  in  Wash- 
ington, D.C.  Patsj'  is  still  interested  in  St.  Joseph's  and  to  let 
you  know  how  she  is  we  quote  from  a  letter :  "I  have  been  read- 
ing "The  White  Cliffs"  which  I  have  added  to  my  Library. 
You  know  I  attend  Dunbarton  College  and  hope  to  be  a  Foreign 
Press  Correspondent.  Ambitious?  In  the  Liturgical  Poetry 
Society  I  won  second  prize  and  I  am  an  officer  in  the  Society." 
We  hope  Patsy  will  send  us  some  literary  material.  She  is  in 
the  midst  of  interesting  historical  surroundings  living  in  Alex- 
andria and  studying  in  Washington,  D.C. 

Among  recent  visitors  to  St.  Joseph's  were : 

Irene  Tuffy  froin  Vancouver,  B.C.,  who  came  and  returned 
by  plane.  And  what  experience !  We  hope  to  quote  from  her 
own  description  of  her  trip. 

Mrs.  Eugene  Pendergast,  en  route  from  her  summer  home 
in  Maine  to  St.  Petersburg,  Florida  for  the  Avinter. 

Mrs.  Mosteller  who  attended  the  Alumnae  Tea  and  visited 
with  her  daughters,  resident  pupils  at  St.  Joseph's  this  year. 

Hilda  Sullivan  who  was  in  the  city  to  visit  her  sister  Mary^ 
fi  student  nurse  at  St.  Michael's  Hospital. 

Sympathy  to  Miss  Nina  Halvey  and  Mr.  Robert  Halvey, 
on  the  death  of  their  mother,  Mrs.  Margaret  Halvey.  Mrs. 
Halvey  was  a  valued  friend  and  contributor  to  the  Lilies.  Al- 
ways interested  in  charitable  works  and  Catholic  literature, 
her  name  appeared  as  writer  of  poems  and  short  stories  in  var- 
ious magazines  throughout  the  country.  "She  never  asked  for 
praise"  might  well  be  her  epitaph. 

Congratulations  to  Mother  ]\Iargaret  Mary  (Lucy  Ash- 
brook)  who,  as  superior  at  the  Monastery  of  Our  Lady  of  Char- 
ity, Wheeling,  W.V.,  celebrated  tlie  Silver  Jubilee  of  Religious 
Profession.  Many  distinguished  guests  and  friends  visited  the 
monastery  and  assisted  at  the  solemn  mass  of  thanksgiving. 
Mrs.  E.  Griffin,  Toronto;  Mr.  and  Mrs.  F.  Farbar  (Ellen),  Tol- 
edo ;  Miss  Marianne  NicoU.  Toronto ;  went  to  Wheeling  for  the 
occasion. 

Before  closing  I'd  like  to  mention  some  new  booklets  pub- 
lished by  Fathers  Rumble  and  Carty  in  Saint  Paul,  Minnesota. 
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Some  of  our  i-eaders  may  be  interested  in  them  :  "First  Fridays" 
and  "True  Devotion  to  the  Sacred  Heart"  for  congregational 
use  will  appeal  to  many  and  so  will  "The  Three  Hours"  also  ar- 
ranged for  congregational  use  and  illustrated  with  Lazerges' 
etchings.  ' '  AVhy  a  Mission  Sister"  by  Rev.  M.  Forest  will  arouse 
interest  in  the  missions.    The  booklets  are  in  two-color  t^-pe. 

Connie  Bond  has  joined  the  staff  of  St.  Elizabeth  Visiting 
Nurses. 

I  am  sorry  I  am  lat^e  with  these  notes  but  a  business  trip 
to  New  York  where  I  sprained  my  foot  prevented  me  from  be- 
ing as  active  as  usual. 

Happy  Christmas  to  all. 

Sincerely, 

""  Marie  Tisdale. 

CONGRATULATIONS:  ,  ^ 

To  Dr.  and  Mrs.  Heintz  (Agnes  Conlin)  of  Utiea,  N.Y.  on 
the  birth  of  a  son  at  St.  Michael's  Hospital,  Toronto. 

To  Mr.  and  ]\Irs.  John  Consitt  (Mary  Holland)  on  the  birth 
of  twin  boys  at  St.  Michael's  Hospital. 

To  Mr.  and  Mrs.  John  Dinner  (Rita  Charlebois)  of  Oshawa. 
on  the  birth  of  their  son,  Paul. 

Also  to  Mr.  and  Mrs.  G.  Bowers  (Jean  Moran)  on  th-e  birth 
of  a  son. 

To  Mr.  and  Mrs.  David  Pym  (Rita  Roqne)  on  the  birth  of 
a  son . 

And  to  Mr.  and  Mrs.  "W.  J.  Seltz  (Margaret  Maloney)  on 
the  birth  of  a  son. 

Miss  Genevieve  Conlin  whose  marriage  took  place  in  Our 
Lady  of  Perpetual  Help  Church  to  Lieut.  Joseph  Bennett. 
U .  S . N . R.     They  are  residing  at  Pittsford,  N.Y. 

Teresa  Conlin  and  David  Read  were  also  married  at  Our 
Lady  of  Perpetual  Help  Church  and  have  made  their  home  in 
Oswego,  N.Y. 

Isabel  Conlin  wed  John  "Walsh  at  lier  parish  church,  Our 
Lady  of  Perpetual  Help. 

Another  recent  bride  is  Estelle  Tipping,  now  Mrs.  Allan 
Thompson. 

Miss  Margaret  Finnerty,  a  graduate  of  St.  Joseph's  Col- 
lege School  and  the  Toronto  Conservatory  of  Music,  and  Hal 
Johnson  held  their  ceremony  at  St.  Michael's  Cathedral. 

Miss  Pauline  Knowlton  has  become  Mrs.  J.  E.  Malo  and 
her  wedding  took  place  in  Our  Lady  of  Perpetual  Help  Church 
on  August  1st. 
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Emily  Aileen  O'SuUivan  is  now  Mrs.  Philip  A.  Ross.  The 
marriage  was  solemnized  in  St.  John's  Chapel,  St.  Michael's 
Cathedral,  on  October  9th. 

Mary  Frances  Hopperton  and  John  C.  Roche  were  married 
at  Our  Lady  of  Lourdes  Church  and  Rev.  Dr.  J.  E.  Ronan  was 
the  officiating  priest. 

Miss  Ruth  E.  Nutson  has  changed  her  name  to  Mrs.  Fred- 
erick Fitzgerald. 

Callie  Dunn  was  wed  to  Senator  Joseph  Bench. 

And  last  but  not  least,  Miss  Evelyne  Krausmann  was 
married  to  Mr.  Vernon  George  Wisby  on  October  26  at  St.  Pat- 
rick's Churchy  Montreal.  Evelyne  spent  her  honeymoon  in 
Bermuda. 

Sympathy  to : 

Mrs.  E.  English  on  the  death  of  her  husband,  Ina  Claire  on 
the  death  of  her  father  and  to  Sister  Evarista  and  Mrs.  F. 
Porter  on  the  death  of  their  brother,  Edward  Albert  English, 
July  11th — the  second  bereavement  for  the  English  family  hav. 
ing  lost  their  brother  Robert  within  the  year. 

Sister  Colombiere  on  the  death  of  her  mother,  Mi*s.  J. 
Leonard,  August  7th. 

Sister  Eleanor  on  the  death  of  her  father,  Mr.  Joseph 
Breen. 

Helena  Lunn  on  the  death  of  her  mother. 

Sister  St.  Hugh  (Good  Shepherd),  and  Marie  Ellard  on  the 
death  of  their  father. 

Mrs.  Agnes  Higgins  and  Rita  O'Hara  (Sedgewick)  on  the 
death  of  their  mother. 

Sister  Maura  on  the  death  of  her  mother,  Mrs.  J.  F.  Mc- 
Guire,  October  12th. 

Sister  Ann  Franci.st  and  Sister  Martha  Ann  on  the  death 
of  their  mother,  Mrs.  Allen. 

Sister  Eulalia  on  the  death  of  her  mother.  Mrs.  Talon. 
Cornwall. 

Si(>ter  Doreen  on  the  death  of  her  mother  in  Hamilton. 


EXTRACTS  FROM  LETTERS 

The  trip  East  was  tame  compared  to  the  one  West. 

Everything  was  lovely  till  we  were  over  Muskoka,  when  it  be 
came  rough  and  most  were  sick — except  the  Dr.  L.  and  me  and 
a  few  others.  It  continued  rough  to  Kapuscasing,  but  there  to 
Winnipeg,  fine.     We  were  3  hours  at  Winnipeg  for  plane  re- 
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pairs,  then  clear  and  smooth  to  Regina.  After  15  minutes  at 
Regina  we  headed  into  the  reddest  and  most  glorious  sunset  I 
ever  saw.  Then  the  sky  darkened  and  we  saw  slow  flashes  of 
lightning.  Soon  there  were  quick^  angry  flashes  and  we  were 
in  a  whole  sky  blazing  with  forks  and  flashes  of  lightning.  It 
was  all  around  us  and  even  when  I  closed  my  eyes  I  could  see 
the  light.  Not  a  word  was  spoken.  We  were  all  frightened. 
Then  the  stewardess  told  us  to  fasten  our  belts.  Soon  we  hit 
the  bumps  and  thej^  were  hard  bumps,  like  driving  over  a  rough 
road.  After  10  or  15  minutes  of  that  the  stewardess  announced 
we  were  going  back  to  Regina.  We  were  only  120  miles  from 
Lethbridge  when  we  turned  back  and  we  lauded  at  an  Emerg- 
ency Field  near  Swift  Current.  Tlie  storm  was  still  violent  and 
they  telephoned  to  the  hotels  to  get  accommodation.  They 
finally  did  get  all  at  one  hotel  except  for  the  two  pilots  who 
went  to  the  home  of  a  taxi  driver.  We  had  coffee  and  sand- 
wiches at  C.P.R.  station  Lunch  Counter  and  got  to  the  hotel 
at  one  o'clock.  Four  of  us  were  in  one  big  room  with  two  double 
beds  and  we  just  took  off  our  dresses  and  shoes  and  lay  on  the 
sheets — it  was  so  hot!  It  was  raining  and  at  one  o'clock  a.m. 
I  had  barely  got  to  sleep  when  the  stewardess  told  us  to  be 
downstairs  as  soon  as  possible.  We  had  breakfast  at  the  ex- 
pense of  the  Trans-Canada  Air  Lines,  taxied  back  to  the  Air 
Port,  got  going  again  and  saw  a  lovely  clear  sunrise  and  the 
country  was  so  beautiful  it  seemed  like  a  brightly  lighted  pic- 
ture measured  and  patterned  green  and  black  squares.  Leth- 
bridge was  sunny  but  chilly  and  looked  very  innocent  after  its 
antics  of  the  night  before. 

The  mountains  were  clear.  We  were  12,000  feet  high,  but 
just  about  7,000  feet  above  the  mountains.  There  were  no  clouds 
until  we  crossed  the  final  range  when  it  darkened  and  we  put 
on  the  belts, — we  had  the  ox3'gen  masks  almost  since  Leth- 
bridge. Well  we  got  a  close  range  of  every  kind  of  cloud — and 
most  of  them  were  black.  We  dodged  them  and  came  in  the 
clear  around  Penticton  but  the  highest  of  the  Rockies  were  still 
ahead — we  could  see  them  sticking  up  out  of  the  white  clouds 
like  small  black  rocks  sticking  out  of  white  snowdrifts.  On 
reaching  them  we  could  not  see  them  at  all,  and  from  then  till 
we  were  over  Vancouver,  w  could  not  see  a  thing.  Vancouver 
looked  lovely — but  so  did  Toronto,  except  that  we  really  flew 
right  over  Vancouver  and  your  airport  is  so  far  out  from  Tor- 
onto that  we  were  out  of  the  city  before  we  started 

Irene  Tuffy. 
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Here  is  a  book  for  young  people  that  one  could  never 

call  juvenile,  that  older  folk  will  love  and  that  even  supercil- 
ious 'Teenagers  will  steal  off  for  a  delightful  hour.  Miss  Blanche 
Jennings  Thompson  calls  it  "A  Candle  Burns'  for  France/'  it 
might  be  ci^'led  a  "Spiritual  Rendezvous  with  France,"  so  truly 
do  the  delightful  little  interviews  of  a  modern  French  child 
with  the  best-loved  Saints  of  France  enable  the  spirit  of  Cath- 
olic France,  past  and  present.  While  Miss  Thompson  never 
"writes  down"  to  them  and  keeps  her  distinction  of  style,  and 
interest  of  narration.  Many  of  the  details  both  historical  and 
biographical  will  be  new  to  readers  of  all  ages^  for  instance 
Catherine  Laboure's  pigeons,  and  have  a  charm  that  is  happily 
caught  by  the  illustration  of  Kate  Seredy,  which  would  be  hard 
to  excel  in  their  religious  and  imaginative  beauty. 

The  format  is  excellent  and  leaves  nothing  to  be  desired. 

C.  Tuffv. 


Have  you  heard  of  St.  Anthony's  Welfare  Centre  at 

135th  Street  East  in  New  York  City,  where  besides  carrying 
on  the  corporal  works  of  mercy,  Father  Cacella  has  a  School  of 
Music  to  fill  the  needs  of  the  poor  who  are  talented  and  a 
printing  press  (St.  Anthony's  Messenger  and  literature  on  Our 
Lady  of  Fatima).  Father  Cacella  is  well  acquainted  with  Fa- 
tima.  He  was  born  and  reared  near  the  hallowed  spot  where 
Our  Blessed  Mother  designed  to  appear  to  give  her  MESSAGE. 
They  talk  much  there  about  "COUNTRY  ACRES",  a  plan 
to  retrieve  outcasts  and  return  them  to  the  world  as  God  fear- 
ing, God  loving  citizens. 

M.V.D.B. 


Have  you  read  or  heard  of  the  Little  Sisters  of  Jesus 

or  the  Nomad  Sisters  of  the  Sahara.  At  Profession  they 
promise  "to  be  Arabs  among  the  Arabs,"  and  they  dress  as 
ordinary  Arab  women.  The  foundress  (it  has  been  established 
only  about  seven  years)  first  modelled  her  life  on  the  spirit  of 
Charles  de  Foucauld,  Apostle  of  the  Sahara,  and  lived  for  some 
year.s  in  the  desert  before  receiving  her  training  with  the  Wliite 
Sisters  in  Algiers.  I  think  their  novitiate  is  in  the  south  of 
France. 

M.  Ivers. 


tolleae 


"pIIE  NEW  REFECTOKY— There  I  was  dozing  off  to  sleep 
when  a  series  of  puzzling  exclamations  drifted  in  from  the 
hall — "It's  simply  wonderful,  so  bright  and  cheery  with  the 
colourful  drapes  and  ai'tistic  picture  arrangements.  And  so 
sunny;  .you  really  do  wake  up  when  you  sit  down  before  those 
well-set  tables  and  watch  the  streams  of  people  hustling  along 
to  th-e  Parliament  Buildings.  And  the  food,  the  coffee !  Who 
knows,  Marie  Auger  may  take  to  drinking  it.  You  know  Marie, 
our  staunch  and  sturdy  tea-drinker.  Everyone  looks  so  sur- 
prised when  they  first  walk  in.  Did  you  hear  all  the  "ohs"  and 
"ahs."  It's  so  inviting  ov^er  there^  no  wonder  we  sit  and  talk 
and  talk  after  meals,"  '  Maureen  Hickev  '48 


'pIIE  LITERARY^  SOCIETY^— Imagine  yourself  a  freshman, 
at  college  for  little  more  than  a  mouth,  hearing  Chance i- 
read  for  the  first  time.  Then  imagine  yourself  hearing  for  the 
first  time  a  lecture  given  by  the  head  of  the  English  Depart- 
ment, a  memorable  occasion  indeed!  A  freshman's  mind  is 
keen  to  receive  impressions — mine  certainly  was  in  forty-three 
[  have  never  forgotten  that  address  given  by  Father  Shook  at 
the  first  meeting  in  my  freshman  year.  Every  year  Father 
Shook  comes  once  again  to  St.  Joseph's  to  discuss  some  topic  of 
current  interest  and  this  year  it  was  Gerard  Manly  Hopkins. 
Father  Shook  began  with  introductory  remarks  for  those  not 
familiar  with  Hopkins,  and  then  pointed  out  distinguishing 
marks  of  his  poetry — his  exact  choice  of  words,  the  rhythms 
of  everyday  speech^  and  his  fondness  for  Duns  Scotus.  Every 
year  Father  Shook's  work  seems  to  increase.  This  year  he  was 
called  upon  to  speak  to  the  radio  audience  in  a  series  of  talks 
on  education.  But,  as  the  president  pointed  out  in  her  intro- 
ductory remarks,  "The  CBC  has  nothing  on  us!"  Father  Shook 
says  he  is  always  glad  to  come  to  St.  Joseph's.  I  wonder  if  he 
can  be  as  glad  as  we  are  to  have  him  come. 
'  Lois  Garner  '47. 
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V/l  K.  Mc'LUHAN  nuiy  or  may  not  have  a  sense  of  poetic  justice, 
but  in  any  case  he  knows  how  to  combine  justice  with  poe- 
try. Those  who  skip  his  lectures  are  required  to  compose  son- 
nets, of  which  he  supplies  the  first  line.  These  are  read  to  the 
class  with  appropriate  comment;  occasional  pauses)  are  neces- 
sary when  the  laughter  gets  too  loud.  So  far  the  only  trans- 
gressor from  St.  Joseph's  has  been  the  undersigned  whose  son- 
net follows : 

Sinatra's  eyes  are  like  the  morning  seen 

Shimmering  through  the  sapphire-coloured  haze 
That  shrouds  the  world  on  dreamy  autumn  days, 

When  dead  leaves  flutter  downward,  one  by  one. 

His  smile  is  wan,  and  to  his  face  belongs 
The  fragile  pallor  of  the  mid-day  moon. 
The  languid  bieezes  that  caress  and  croon. 

And  wandering,  lose  themselves,  are  in  his  voice. 

He  sings,  and  in  his  singing  is  a  spell 

That  charms  the  listeners,  and  makes  their  hearts 
As  listless  as  an  Indian  Summer  day. 
T)ie  things  of  autumn  suit  Sinatra  well, 

For  sighing  winds,  dead  leaves,  and  mist  ai-e  parts 
Of  the  same  beautiful  and  sad  decay. 

Dr.  McLuhan's  novel  and  effective  device  combines  humoiu' 
and  literary  effort  with  punishment.  We  would  not  suggest, 
however,  that  it  be  widel.y  adopted.  Bettv  TrolloDe 


QUR  SCHOLARSHRTP  STUDENTS— Helen  Boehler,  Toron- 
to.  a  1946  Graduate  of  our  College  School,  is  the  winner 
of  two  scholarships,  the  Fontbonne  Scholarship  for  the  highest 
.standing  in  English  and  History,  open  to  all  Catholic  students 
in  Ontario;  and  the  Edward  Blake  for  the  highest  standing  in 
l']nglish  aud  History  in  the  province.   We  are  proud  of  Helen. 

Eleanor  Dunn,  Almonte,  won  the  Sister  Perpetual  Whelan 
Scholarship  for  CJeueral  Proficiency  and  the  Anna  Brock  open 
to  all  students  in  the  ])i-oviii('p  foi'  English  and  Histoi\v — no 
small  achievement. 

Muriel  Rouleau.  Sudbury,  won  the  Gertrude  Lawlor 
Scholarship  for  the  highest  standing  in  Latin  and  French. 

Jean  Spicer,  Toronto,  won  the  Alumnae  Scholarship  for 
General  Proficiency. 

We  are  expectitig  worthwhile  things  of  these  brilliant 
students. 
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INITIATION — Last  year  we  were  initiated — this  year  we 
initiated^  making  us  all  but  venerable  seniors  now.  Early 
this  term  a  group  met  to  plan  a  campaign.  We  decided  to  de- 
sign a  distinctive  costume  for  oui'  beloved  freshies — something 
exotic,  high  turbans,  grass  skirts  (made  from  strips  of  news- 
paper) and  double-blue  leis.  However,  the  Caput  issued  a  de- 
cree permitting  house  initiations  only.  It  was  fun  stealing 
through  the  halls  like  conspirators  at  two  in  the  morning. 
Everything  was  quiet  until  an  alarm  clock  in  Room  2  wakened 
half  the  top  floor.  This  caused  the  zero  hour  to  be  postponed 
until  two-thirty,  when  we  finally  roused  the  freshies  bj^  gently 
pouring  cold  water  in  their  faces.  What  followed  was  too  hor- 
rible to  mention.  It  is  enough  to  say  that  not  until  two  hours 
later  were  the  weary  sophomores  free  to  tumble  into  their  beds. 
During  the  next  two  days  we  discovered  that  the  freshies 
had  talent  for  making  beds  and  shining  shoes.  Also  the  salu- 
tation "Ilail^  oh  most  worthy  sophomore"  was  a  pleasant  novel- 
ty. Of  course  the  Caput's  decision  cramped  our  style.  Still, 
we  did  manage  to  provide  the  freshies  with  a  certain  amount 
of  amusement,  such  as  eating  "square  meals"  or  asking  Mr. 
Cressman  for  stamps,  and  incidently  getting  a  lecture  on  how 
inconvenient  it  is  for  a  druggist  to  keep  them. 

The  initiation  closed  with  the  traditional  midnight  court 
of  honour.  We  think  the  whole  affair  was  harder  on  the  sopho- 
mores than  on  the  freshies,  and  are  sure  they  will  agree  with 
us  a  year  from  now. 

Betty  Trollope  '48 


INITIATION— A  FRESHIE'S  VIEWPOINT— Initiation    has 

became  a  dim  memory.  Thursday  evening  we  were  deluded 
into  believing  that  the  sophs  were  our  friends  since  they  held 
a  delightful  party  in  the  common  room,  complete  with  a  sing- 
song and  refreshments.  Alas,  at  2  a.m.  on  a  cold  Fi'iday  morn- 
ing we  were  awakened  by  soaking  wet  washcloths  and  the 
whispers  and  admonitions  of  the  "honourable"  sophomores. 
We  were  blindfolded  and  led  down  three  flights  of  stairs.  We 
did  the  stairs  sitting  down,  bump,  bump,  bump.  Having  reach- 
ed the  basement  we  were  forced  to  take  out  our  curlers  and  pre- 
pare for  a  mass  shampoo.  Then  with  hands  held  high  above 
our  heads  we  were  forced  to  listen  to  the  rules;  some  voices 
nearly  drove  us  to  desperation.  Friday  and  Saturday  all  meals 
were  eaten  standing  up.  Some  freshies  decided  that  they  had 
had  enough  experience  in  carrying  suitcases  to  qualify  as  port- 
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ers.  Saturday  night  we  were  summoned  to  a  Court  of  Honour 
at  midnight.  In  spite  of  the  solemnity  ofi  the  occasion  there 
was  more  laughter  than  at  any  other  time  during  initiation. 
Tlie  Charlie  and  Edgar  presentation  on  "Why  you  go  to  Uni- 
versity" provoked  many  gales  of  laughter.  Mondaj^  evening 
the  sophs  enjoyed  a  freshie  entertainment.  We  ridiculed  them 
in  poetry  and  skits^  but  they  took  it  in  good  part. 

AVinnifi'ed  Lownie  '50 


piRST  LMPRESSIONS  OP  ST.  JOSEPH'S— From  the  mo- 
ment I  entered  the  College  that  September  afternoon,  the 
warm  welcome  of  the  faculty  and  the  friendliness  of  the  stu- 
dents deeply  impressed  me.  Although  painfully  new  and  far 
from  home  I  was  made  to  feel  that  I  was  at  home.  Prom  chapel 
to  common  room  to  library  I  made  my  way  those  first  days  ab- 
sorbing the  external  loveliness  of  the  college — the  artistic  and 
ricli  paneling  in  the  front  hall,  the  bine-brocaded  walls,  the 
circular  staircase,  'symbolizing  the  quiet  dignity  which  per- 
vaded the  whole  house  and  reflected  a  love  for  intellectual  as 
well  as  material  beauty. 

Each  morning  I  wondered  what  the  day  would  bring  and 
invariably  something  was  forthcoming,  whether  new  students, 
lectures  or  entertainment.  The  spirit  of  the  girls  never  failed 
to  surprise  me,  for  I  had  nevei'  before  found  assembled  in  one 
place  so  many  genuine  people  sincerely  interested  in  each  other 
and  in  the  college.  At  Mass,  in  the  refectory,  at  compline,  the 
unity  of  the  student  bodj^  proved  an  almost  tangible  thing. 
One  could  not  help  feeling  that  we  were  not  many  but  one. 
seeking  together  the  benefits  of  a  university  education  and  of 
communal  life.  We  were  here  to  learn  to  become  truly  edu- 
cated women,  and  to  achieve  our  aim  fortified  by  our  Catholic 

*'^'*^-  Xancv   Ellen  :\rcCormick  '49 


'pHE  :\[ISSTOX  TEA— The  College  assumed  a  gala  carnival 
atmosphere  for  the  ^lission  Tea  this  year,  as  we  urged  one 
and  all  to  step  right  up  and  see  the  biggest  little  show  this  side 
of  Queen's  Park.  A  record  crowd  on  the  "midway"  thronged 
to  the  stellar  attractions  of  the  evening,  games  of  skill,  a  magic 
show,  fortune-telling  and  dancing  under  the  big  top.  "Pun 
for  all  and  funds  for  the  missions"  was  the  happy  key-note  of 
the  affair. 

M.  Kormann 


VIEW  IN  UNIVERSITY  OF  TORONTO  ('A.A[P 


282  ST.  JOSEPH  LILIES 


I 


NITLVTIOX — Initiation  is  not  an  attempt  by  the  Sophomore 
class  to  subjugate  the  new  students,  although  it  may  seem 
so  to  freshmen  just  out  of  high  school,  many  living  away  from 
home  for  the  first  time.  It  has  a  real  and  definite  pm-pose — 
to  band  the  new  class  together  and  develop  in  them  a  school 
spirit.  It  is  a  sorry  school  indeed  without  a  real  "school  spirit" 
and  initiation  seems  to  be  an  effective  means  to  a  necessary 
end.  Last  year  saw  the  suspension  of  Initiation  in  many  of  the 
colleges  and  residences  on  the  campus  due  to  the  influx  of  serv- 
icemen. In  all  probability  this  action  has  helped  to  weaken  the 
time-worn  tradition  because  this  year  the  procedure  and  frolics 
of  initiation  seemed  ridiculous  and  juvenile  to  many. 

Perhaps  Initiation  has  had  its  day,  perhaps  we  can  acquire 
the  "school  spirit"  in  other  than  the  traditional  way.  If  you 
attend  a  rugby  game  you  will  see  the  ex-service  uninitiated 
freshmen  cheering  their  team  on  with  every  bit  as  much  enthus- 
iasm, as  the  poor  wretched  "freshie"  who  has  weathered  the 
strain  of  three  whole  days  Initiation. 

Marilyn  MePhee  '49 


A  THLETIC  NIGHT— If  for  many  a  day  after  October  24th 
fresh,  sophs  and  seniors  moved  warily,  blame  it  on  delight- 
ful Athletic  night.  For  on  that  date  the  joint  Athletic  Com- 
mittees of  Loretto  and  St.  Joseph's  College  dreamed  up  an 
athletic  night  during  which  all  non-athletes  (book-worms  pre- 
dominating) might  limber  up  in  the  congenial  sport  atmosphere 
of  basketball,  volleyball  and  relays. 

Well  organized  and  spirited,  each  girl  was  assigned  to  one 
of  the  four  teams — muscle  bound,  fleetfoot,  hotshot  and  go- 
getter.  Spur-of-the-moment  cheers  fostered  good  natured 
rivalry. 

The  "winnahs"  meanwhile  "Hotshots"  by  name,  were  pre- 
sented with  a  "loving  cup"  by  Sister  St.  John.  Congratulations 
were  in  order,  but  we  still  contend  that  the  "muscle  bounds" 
were  a  good  team.  It  is  rumoured  that  the  muscle  consciou.^ 
sport  enthusiasts  of  October  24th  chipped  in  for  a  large  sized 
liottle  of  Sloane's  linament. 

The  strenuous  and  thoroughly  enjoyable  evening  was  top- 
ped off  by  a  delicious  lunch. 

Marilvn  MePhee  '49 
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P  RESHIE  DANCE  AT  NEWMAN-On  the  evening  of   Oct. 

1st  St.  Joseph's  sophomores  were  hostesses  to  the  freshies 
at  a  successful  dance  at  Newman  Club.  Several  Paul  Jones  and 
Spot  dances  encouraged  the  more  bashful  to  join  in  the  fun, 
and  also  provided  a  little  variety. 

While  we  freshies  were  enjoying  ourselves  our  very  tact- 
ful sophomores  kept  in  the  background.  It  was  quite  an  event 
to  see  our  popular  sophs  present  and  not  dancing. 

Refreshments  of  high  quality  were  served,  closing  a  plea^s- 
ant  evening. 

Eleanor  Sherlock  '50 


npHE  HIKE — A  crowd  of  gay  lecture-free  girls,  a  fine  acrid 
autumn  day,  a  vision  of  a  campfire  and  food  ahead,  and 
the  whole  world  waiting  to  be  explored — what  do  all  these  sym- 
bols spell?    Why^  our  hike,  to  be  sure. 

We  got  off  to  a  grand  start  one  gorgeous  Monday  at  2 
o'clock,  The  trolley  whizzed  us  along  to  the  end  of  the  line,  then 
we  tramiped  the  remaining  miles  to  the  farm.  What  a  merry 
time  we  had  on  the  way !  The  woods  were  a  riot  of  color, 
maples  and  sumachs  vied  for  brilliancy.  The  air  was  fresh,  vi- 
brant, alive.  The  girls  who  weren't  engaged  in  blowing  milk- 
weed blossoms,  gathered  the  branches  for  the  fire,  then,  ah,  we 
ate!  Hot  dogs  drowned  in  mustard,  juicy  ruddy  apples,  hot 
coffee!    Should  we  not  be  grateful — we  are. 

After  pictures  were  taken  and  a  little  exploring,  we  made 
our  way  home,  reluctantly. 

Helen  Boehler  '49. 


MEET  THE  DAYHOPS 

ANNETT,  ADELE.  Parkdale  Collegiate,  :\Iodern  History  and 
^Modern   L^anguages. 

BOEin^ER,  HELEN,  St.  Joseph's  College  School  Scholarship 
Girl,  plus  Eng.  Lang,  and  Lit. 

CALLAGHAN,  LUCY,     St.  Joseph's  Academy,  Lindsay,  Pass 
Arts. 

COZENS,  ADELE,  St.  Joseph's  College  School,  Pass  Arts. 

DERMODY,  DOROTHY,  Saskatchewan,  Pass  Arts,  Ex-Serivce. 
Air  Force. 
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EMERY,  RITA,  Penetanguishene.   Pass  Arts,  Ex-Service,  Air 

Force. 
FARAH,  NAJLA,  Toronto,  Pass  Arts,  Ex-Service,  Air  Force. 
FOSTER.  RITA.  Goderieh.  Pass  Arts,  Ex-Service,  Air  Force. 
HABASINSKI,  CxVTHERINE.  St.  Josephs  College  School,  Pass 

Arts. 
HALASZ.  Ax\N.  Xotre  Dame  High  School,  Toronto,  Pass  Arts. 
KEON.  LOUWANXA,  Sheenboro,  Que.,  Pass  Arts. 
MALONEY,  JOAN.  St.  Joseph's  College  School,  Pass  Arts. 
PREXDERCtAST,  JOAX,  Jarvis  St.  Collegiate,  Pass  Arts. 
PREXDERGAST.  HELEX.  Jarvis  St.  Collegiate,  Fine  Arts. 
SOUTHERX.   BARBARA.   St.  Joseph's   College  School,    Pass 

Arts. 
SPICER,  JEAN,  St..  Joseph's  College  School.  Eng.  Lang,  and 

Lit. 
WOOD.  MADELIXE,  St.  Joseph's  College  School.  Pass  Arts. 


IF  I  WERE  A  FRESHIE  AGAIN 

I  wouldn't  be  afraid  of  the  Sophomores;  and  I  would  know 
more  fully  the  importance  of  getting  everything  I  couM  out  of 
a  university  education.  Marie  Auger. 

I  would  tr,v  to  realize  the  first  da.v  how  short  my  three 
j'ears  here  would  be,  and  how  much  there  was  to  be  done  in 
that  time.  Anne  Overend. 

I  w^ould  do  all  m.v  reading,  especially  of  novels,  like  "Tom 
Jones"  and  "Pamela,"  during  the  summer.  T  might  even  trans- 
fer to  Honour  History  I  Lois  Garner 

I  would  do  exactly  the  same  things  that  I  did — and  maybe 
more  !  Mary  Ruth  Carter 

If  I  were  a  freshman  again  I  pl•opab].^■  wouldn't  be  a  senior 
now !  Camilla  Lesperance 

I  wouldn't  allow  people  like  Dorothy  ]\IcXamara  to  hound 
me  unmercifully  for  m.v  valuable  and  unique  statements. 

Georgina  Fioravanti 

I  wouUl  take  up  tatting  so  I  could  at  least  look  intelligent 
at  college  meetings,  particularl.v  at  the  Literary  Society. 

Dorothv  McNamara. 
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Ok  to  be  a  freshman  now  that  men  are  here! 

Barbara  Oallivan 

I  would  get  an  alarm  clock  that  couldn't  be  turned  off^  or 
else  have  all  lectures  in  the  afternoon.  Lucy  Hopkins 

If  I  were  a  freshie,  again,  I  would Well,  I  just  would- 
n't be  one  !  Betty  McCauley. 

I  wouldn't  l-eave  everything  to  the  last  minute. 

Pat  Dewan 

-     I  wouldn't  take  modern  dancing.  Anne  Keogh 

I    would    go    to   Queen's,  or  else  transfer  to  Household 
Economics.  Margaret  Sheehan. 

I  would  come  to  my  nine  o'clock  lectures  on  time  and  al- 
ways bring  my  books,  the  right  ones  too. 

Mary  McCool. 

I  say,  wouldn't  that  be  jolly.    Quite  I    Quite  1"    • 

'^.i  .;^  Marion  Dunn 

If  1  were  a  freshie  again 

I'd  be  looking  forward  to  when 

As  a  sophomore  great 

I'd  have  charge  of  the  fate 

Of  the  class  of  '40  and  ten.  Gerrv  O'Meara 


RESIDENT  FRESHIES 

WINNIFRED  LOWNIE  hails  from  Gait  and  is  in  Soc.  and 
Phil.  Studies  with  view  to  Sociology  next  year.  But  the  girls 
on  the  top  flat  suggest  a  career  at  the  "Met"  for  you,  Rusty! 

ELEANOR  SHERLOCK.  Mary's  little  sister  is  following 
in  her  footsteps  in  Philosophy,  English  and  History.  Her  home 
town  is  Brantford. 

CLARINE  JACKMAN  after  an  exciting  career  in  the 
R.C.N.V.R.  is  settling  down  to  Pass  Arts.  She  is  interested 
in  Journalism  and  if  she  can  write  like  she  can  read  palms,  well, 
''Jackie"  we're  all  for  you. 

NONIE  CLARIvE,  House  SS,  Pass  Arts,  Baseball  46  (but 
Def.)  Her  big  sister  graduated  last  year,  you  know. 

EULIE  DAVIS  is  one  of  two  sisters  from  Nassau,  the  Ba- 
hamas. Taking  Pass  Arts  and  looking  forward  to  ber  first 
Toronto  winter — and  snow. 
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PRANCES  DUNN,  Marion's  cousin,  is  in  House  Ec.  and 
finding-  it  and  St.  Mike's  "just  fine." 

MARJORIE  DAVIS,  Eulie's  sister,  is  taking  the  same 
course  as  Eulie,  subject  for  subject.  Very  convenient  for  doing 
homework,  isn't  it  girls ! 

VICTORIA  ("VIC")  BAECHLER  another  House  88  girl, 
who  distinguished  herself  on  the  St.  Mike's  girls  softball  team . 
She  is  Mamie's  sister. 

MURIEL  ROULEAU  came  from  Sudbury  to  take  '  •Modern 
Languages."  A  big  course  for  a  little  girl.  Winner  of  the 
Pontbonne  Scholarship.    Watch  her! 

JEAN  RUTHERPORD,  is  Anne  O's  cousin,  also  from 
Peterborough.  She's  in  Pass  and  looks  mighty  happy  about 
it  all . 

PEGGY  KOR.AIANN,  Mike's  sister  from  Welland  and  like- 
wise in  Pass  Arts . 

ELEANOR  LOBRAICO,  House  Ec,  a  Toronto  girl  and  en- 
joying residence  life. 

MARY  POIRIER  hails  from  St.  Catharines  and  is  in  Soc. 
and  Phil.  Studies.  She  is  going  to  try  Poli.,  Sci.  and  Ec.  next 
year. 

WINNIPRED  RYAN  came  from  Peterborough  with  fly- 
ing colours  to  take*  up  Maths.,  Pln'sics  a)Kl  Chemistry.  Keep 
up  the  good  work,  Winnie. 

HELEN  DOYLE  who  can't  make  up  her  mind  betweoi 
Room  5  and  9  is  in  Pass  Arts.    She's  from  Pl'escott. 

ELEANOR  DUNN,  Fran's  sister,  winner  of  two  Univer- 
sity Scholarships,  is  in  English  Lang,  and  Lit.  The  Dunn  sis- 
ters are  from  Almonte. 

BEATRICE  MANGNER  (.she's  the  blonde),  is  one  of  oui- 
new  South  American  girls.  She's  in  Pass  Arts  and  likes  Can- 
ada so  far. 

JOSEPHINE  :\IAXGNER,  the  younger  sister,  is  taking  the 
same  course  as  Beatrice.  She's  looking  anxiously  forward  to 
winter  sports. 

MONIQUE  CHOUINARD  is  a  Quebecer,  fluent  in  English, 
and  trying  a  hand  at  English  Lang,  and  Lit.  You'll  see  it 
will  be  a  winning  hand ! 

PATRICIA  PRATT  from  Oiillia,  is  in  Pass  Arts.  She  likes 
Toronto  and  St.  Joseph's  fine. 


folleg^e^chool 


Ree-istration  'School  began  in  S^eptember  with,  as  usual,  eacli 
teacher  ''i)laying  to  a  capacity  audience."  The 
registration  amounted  to  815  and  again  the  steadily  in- 
creasing high  school  registration  made  it  impossible  to  admit 
the  little  ones  below  Grade  5. 


ScholflTshiu         ^^^  offer  hearty  congratulations  to  two  gradu- 
Winner  ^^^^  ^^  June,  1946:  To  Helen  Boelder  who  wo)i 

not  onl.y  the  GJertrude  Lawlor  scholarship  for 
English  but  also  the  Edward  Blake  Scholarship  for  English  and 
History,  open  to  all  students  in  Ontario ;  and  to  Jean  Spicer, 
winner  of  the  St.  Joseph's  Convent  Alumnae  Scholarship.  Read- 
ers of  the  Lilies  will  recognize  in  these  two  girls  frequent  con- 
tributors to  the  school  section. 


Welfare  Drive  ^^^  compliance  with  our  Cardinal-Archbishop's 
request  that  our  activity  should  be  directed  to- 
wards swelling  the  Catholic  contribution  to  the  United  Wel- 
fare Chest,  man.y  classes  contrived  original  and  fun-making 
ways  of  making  the  pennies  fall:  Fish-ponds,  auction  sales, 
movies,  plain  parties,  Hallowe'en  parties,  penny  trails,  candy- 
apple  sales  and  a  home-made  cooking  sale  were  only  some  of 
the  enterprises.  A  "substantial  cheque"  for  the  fund  is,  we 
think,  safe  to  predict  at  the  time  of  going  to  print. 


Rosaxy  Sunday  '  >ii^e  «gain  St  Joseph's  girls  formed  the  Liv- 
mg  Rosary  at  the  Rosary  Sunday  Demon- 
stration on  October  7th ;  and  once  again  the  Qnoeii  of  the  Holy 
Rosary  smiled  on  Catholic  Toronto  and  provided  one  of  those 
cool  yet  sunnj'  days  so  rare  in  October.  Pictures  of  the  cere- 
monies at  the  stadium  have  been  shown  at  Shea's  and  at  some 
of  the  smaller  theatres — pictures  which  include  close-ups  of 
the  Living  Rosarv. 
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SvmDathv        '^^"^  student  body  takes  this  opportunity  of  offer- 
■^    ^  ing  sympathy  to  two   teachers    in    the    College 

School  who  suffered  bereavement  during  the  summer :  Sister 
Columbiere,  whose  Mother  died  during  July,  and  Sister  Eleanor, 
who  lost  her  Father  earlier  in  the  summer.    May  they  rest  in 

peace. 

*  *       * 

Moving  Pictures  ^^^^  Moving  Picture  machine  bought  last 
year  seems  to  be  a  permanent  part  of  the 
auditorium  now  and  there  is  hardly  a  day  when  some  class  does 
not  use  the  really  marvellous  films  which  the  Department  of 
Education  provides  in  history,  geography,  biolog}-^  chemistry, 
nature  study,  art  and  music. 

*  #       * 

Tea  Dance  '^^'^  ^^ ''  ^^'^"^^^^  plans  are  going  ahead  for  a  tea  dance 
(which  will  be  history  when  the  Lilies  appears)  to 
be  given  by  the  Fourth  and  Fifth  Forms  here  on  Friday,  No- 
vember 15th.  Last  year's  tea-dance  w^as  the  first  and  an  over- 
Avhelming  success  it  was,  from  the  standpoint  of  enjoyment 
(and  what  other  standpoint  could  there  be?)  and  we  expect 
this  year's  to  be  equally  "super." 


A  CITY  GIRL  LOOKS  AT  THE  FARM 

Ann.  sat  in  the  moving  car  feeling  sorry  for  herself.  Through 
the  windows  of  the  speeding  car  she  caught  glimpses  of  woods,  red 
and  green  and  gold  in  the  sunset;  dogs  stretched  lazily  on  lawns; 
meadows  with  grazing  sheep;  fields  dotted  with  sheaves  ot  ripened 
wheat.  Everything  was  beautiful,  but  Ann  could  appreciate  none 
of  the  scenes  that  passed  before  her  eyes.  She  had  just  spent  a  most 
l)oring  afternoon  in  the  country.  She  disliked  intensely  going  to 
visit  her  grandmotlier;  it  was  not  that  she  did  not  love  her  relatives, 
she  did — it  was  just  "the  country, — a  place  with  houses  miles  apart; 
no  sidewalks,  only  mud  and  slush  in  the  spring,  too  much  snow  In 
the  winter;  no  social  life  except  quilting  bees  and  square  dances  and 
they're  old-fashioned;  movies  so  far  from  home  that  when  you  get 
there  you're  too  tired  to  look  at  tlie  pictures.  The  only  good  thing 
in  the  country  is  the  fresh  air  and  I've  had  enough  to-day  to  last  me 
for  a  year."     Ann  rambled  on. 

If  Ann  had  not  had  to  miss  a  football  game  to  visit  the  farm  she 
might  not  have  been  so  prejudiced.  Farm  life  as  well  as  city  life  has 
its  good  points.  True,  unless  one  lives  in  the  town  one  is  rather 
far  removed  from  friends.  But  then  friends  are  more  appreciated 
when  one  does  not  see  them  often .  There  is  snow  in  the  winter, 
clean  and  white,  not  grimy  with  soot.  There  is  slush  in  the  spring, 
but  there  is  slush  in  the  city  too.  And  when  the  sun  finally  does 
shine  through  the  April  mists  the  sky  is  bluer,  the  grass  is  greener. 
With  the  modern  conveniences  of  today  entertainment  need  not  be 
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lacking  on  a  farm.  Most  farms  have  electricity;  therefore  a  radio 
can  be  had.  A  car  covers  miles  in  a  short  time  without  overtaxing 
one's  strength .  Ann  was  right  about  the  fresh  air.  It  makes  one 
feel  entirely  different.  To  be  tired  after  a  day  in  the  country  is  a 
pleasant  kind  of  feeling  entirely  different  from  the  fatigue  felt  after 
a  day's  work  in  the  city.  Ann  slept  more  soundly  that  night  than 
she  had  in  w^eeks . 

Dorothy  Mihaelk,  13-A  S.J.C.S. 


WHAT  IS  THIS  RADAR? 

The  word  "radar"  is  derived  from  the  initials  of  the  phrase 
which  describes  its  use;  namely: — Radio  Detecting  And  Ranging. 
Radar  units  are  built  on  the  basic  principles  of  electro-magnetic 
radiation.  Invisible  radio  detection  beams  are  shot  out  and  when 
they  meet  an  obstacle  they  reflect  back  to  the  unit.  Now  the  unit 
can  detect  the  obstacle  and  measure  its  distance  by  the  speed  of  the 
beam's  return.  Radio  waves  and  light  waves  are  essentially  alike. 
For  example,  when  a  .searchlight  sends  a  beam  of  light  up  into  the 
sky  and  meets  a  passing  plane,  the  reflection  of  the  plane  would 
reach  the  eyes  of  an  observer  on  the  ground. 

The  heart  of  a  radar  unit  is  a  cathode-ray  tube,  shaped  like  a 
trumpet,  through  which  electrons  are  shot.  The  speed  of  these  elec- 
trons is  very  great  therefore  the  time  for  the  waves  to  go  from  the 
transmitter  to  the  distant  object  and  back  to  tlie  cathode-tube  is  ex- 
tremely brief.  In  spite  of  its  brevity,  it  is  the  speed  of  return  of  the 
electron  which  gives  the  distance,  or  range  of  the  obstacle.  The  di- 
rection, or  bearing,  of  the  object  is  revealed  by  the  direction  in  which 
the  radar  antenna  is  aimed. 

During  the  war  radar  was  used  by  all  branches  of  the  armed 
forces.  In  the  air  it  was  used  by  fighter  planes  to  detect  enemy 
planes  and  by  bombers  to  locate  cities  to  be  bombed.  On  the  sea, 
vessels  used  radar  equipment  to  detect  the  presence  of  enemy  ships 
and  to  obtain  their  range.  And  it  was  also  used  by  land  forces,  main- 
ly to  detect  approaching  enemy  planes. 

After  some  time,  both  sides  in,  the  struggle  invented  counter- 
measures  against  radar.  Some  of  the  effective  measures  to  disrupt 
the  other  side's  radar  detection  devices  are  to  "bend"  radio  beams,  to 
lead  them  away  from  their  course,  or  to  cut  in  on  the  enemy's  fre- 
quency waves  and  give  false  instructions.  A  whole  new  division, 
called  "Radio  Eventermeasures"  was  created  in  Britain  to  counter- 
act the  enemy's  use  of  radar .  It  was  this  "R .  C .  M . "  as  it  was  called 
for  short,  which  enabled  the  Allies  to  make  a  successful  invasion 
on  the  Normandy  Coast  in  June,  1944. 

There  are  many  uses  for  radar  in  the  post-war  world.  It  will 
be  used  in  transportation  and  communication.  Airliners  and  person- 
al planes  will  carry  radar  equipment  to  make  flying  safer.  Steam- 
ships will  use  radar  to  locate  icebergs  and  to  avoid  collisions  in  bad 
weather.  Even  railroads  might  use  radar  for  signalling  and  to  avoid 
collisions.  We  hope  that  radar  will  help  us  now  to  build  and  keep 
a  safer  world. 

Anne  Marie  Passer.  13-8,  S.J.C.S. 
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GYMNASTICS  IN  THINKING 


My  English  text-book  carries  many  thought-provoking  examples 
and  exercises.   Let  me  give  you  some  examples. 

It  is  all  I  can  do,  to  keep  my  mind  on  the  lesson,  when  coming 
across  such  a  sentence  as  this — "Peter  was  thunderstruck — ^absolute- 
ly astounded — at  this  piece  of  good  fortune."  That  good  fortune — 
it  might  have  been  anything — some  distant  relative  leaving  him  mil- 
lions of  dollars^ — or  his  girl  finally  said  yes — or  perhaps  the  teacher 
didn't  give  him  any  homework.  I  wonder.  There  are  such  interest- 
ing possibilities. 

"'I  found  him  in  a  deserted  cabin,  twenty  miles  north-west  of 
here,'  stated  Sgt.  Perth."  Beyond  all  doubt  that  is  a  mountie  speak- 
ing. Such  an  exciting  story  is  suggested — the  chase,  the  closing-in, 
the  capture!  I  wonder  if  Sgt.  Perth  was  elated,  or  if  he  merely  con- 
sidered it,  all  in  the  line  of  duty.     Ah  me — those  mounties. 

And  this,  given  to  explain  the  dash,  instead  drove  me  to  dis- 
traction. "I  mean — you  know  what  I  mean."  Most  likely  the  editor 
of  the  text  book  knew — but  I  don't!  I  spent  an  entire  period  trying 
to  find  the  solution,  and  I  still  don't  know  what  he  meant. 

"Mrs.  Ackley  was  received  with  friendliness  by  the  pygmies,  for 
her  gifts  of  salt  and  tobacco  were  very  welcome  to  them."  Imagine 
the  story  behind  that!  Perhaps  Mrs.  Ackley  was  searching  for  her 
husband,  lost  in  the  wilds  of  Africa,  or  perhaps  she  was  a  hunter,  or 
explorer.  Did  she  have  a  family?  If  she  did,  I  think  she  would 
have  been  much  better  at  home,  instead  of  giving  me  such  a  prob- 
lematic sentence.  "Mrs.  Ackley"  subject  of — I  wonder  if  she  was 
young  and  beautiful  "was  received"  verb — or  was  she  middle-aged 
and  masculine?  Unknown  qualities  to  me — both  the  verb  and  Mrs. 
Ackley. 

"Ever  since,  the  Carter  house  has  lain  deserted."  Chills  played 
up  and  down  my  spine  when  I  first  read  that,  and  it  wasn't  the 
parting  that  bothered  me.  Why  was  the  Carter  house  deserted  Gory 
gruesome  murder  perhaps  —  or  family  scandal — or  maybe.  — • 
Please  excuse  me.  Sister,  I  wasn't  paying  attention — yes.  Sister,  I'll 
come  up  at   three  o'clock. 

M.  .1.  Wesson.  1?..  S.J.C.S. 


BELIEVE  IT  OR  NOT 

"Special!  Extra,  extra!  Read  all  about  it!  School  girl  patents 
homework  abolishing  device!  Extra!  Extra!"  Sounds  sensational, 
does  it  not?  Just  come  along  with  me  to  the  year  nineteen  hundred 
and  seventy  so  that  we  can  read  the  story  behind  these  headlines. 

It  seems  that  some  jesting  individual  had  mentioned  to  a  certain 
Marj"-  McCormick.  a  student  at  St.  Joseph's  College  School,  that  there 
must  be  a  means  of  doing  away  with  homework.  These  words  set 
Mary  thinking;  a  most  complicated  mechanism  was  the  result. 

The  machine  resembles  a  desk  in  appearance.  It  has  a  large 
pigeon-hole  for  each  subject.  Beneath  each  section  is  a  dial  face,  a 
knob,  and  a  slot.  The  knob  turns  figures  on  the  dial  until  you 
have  the  numbers  of  the  questions  which  you  want  answered  on  it. 
The  slots  are  for  inserting  paper  upon  which  you  wish  your  home- 
work to  be  written.     When  the  dials  have  been  set  and  the  paper  in- 
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serted,  you  put  your  next  books,  open  at  the  right  page,  into  their 
respective  pigeon  lioles,  close  the  lid,  push  a  button,  and  go  out  to 
the  hockey  game.        That  is  all  there  is  to  it. 

The  operation  of  the  inside  works  of  this  invention  are  a  closely 
guarded  secret  and  since  my  grades  in  physics  never  were  anything 
to  boast  about  I  probably  could  not  explain  them  to  you  in  any  case. 

This  invention  has  been  banned  and  anyone  caught  resorting  to 
it  has  to  turn  her  machine  over  to  her  teacher,  (it  seems  that  they 
have  homework  of  a  sort,  too.) 

Well,  here  we  are,  back  in  our  own  time  again.  It  was  a  pleas- 
ant dream.  We,  still  might  benefit  from  the  invention,  though,  for 
if  we  keep  on  at  this  rate  of  day-dreaming  we  will  all  be  in  school 
when  it  reallv  is  invented. 

Eileen  Sheedy.  13-B,  S.J.C.S. 


WHAT  IS  "FIDO" 


Have  you  heard  of  the  new  method  of  preventing  fog,  known  as 
FIDO?  This  peculiar  code  name  came  from  the  first  letters  of  Fog 
Investigation  Dispersal  Operation. 

By  means  of  this  new  formula  great  holes  may  be  cut  in  a  fog. 
One  of  these  great  holes  could  be  cut  just  above  an  enemy  railway 
and  then  hundreds  of  planes  would  pour  out  of  what  seemed  to  be 
solid  white  banks  of  fog.  When  these  planes  returned  home  there 
would  appear  canyons  in  the  fog  by  which  they  descended  safely  to 
the  landing-field.  The  mechanism  is  fairly  simple.  It  consists  of 
a  huge  box  of  pipes  which  burns  vaporized  gasoline  under  pressure . 
When  it  is  first  turned  on  it  gives  off  clouds  of  dark  smoke,  but  as 
the  gasoline  vapourizes  under  its  own  heat  it  burns  with  a  very  hot, 
smokeless  flame.  The  terrible  heat  causes  the  fog  to  evaporate 
leaving  a  clear  space.  This  modern  invention  has  been  costly  but 
the  costs  are  gradually  being  cut  down. 

FIDO  will  make  a  great  contribution  to  peacetime  flying.  It 
was  invented  because  of  necessity  but.  like  radar,  it  will  be  of  lasting 
benefit  to  the  world. 

Mary  O'Reilly,  13-B,  S.J.C.S. 


FARM  SER\  ICK 


Overalls,  rubber  bcots,  blankets,  heavy  shirt  and  bandanas  .... 
there'.  My  list  was  complete!  Everything  was  accounted  for  and 
packed.  Now  I  was  ready  for  my  journey  to  the  Niagara  Falls  dist- 
rict to  pick  fruit.  We  arrived  at  the  farm  about  three  hours  after 
we  left  Toronto,  dusty  and  tired  from  our  long  train  trip.  Our  bed 
was  comfortable  but  not  the  type  advertised  in  the  McColl's  maga- 
zine. At  six  we  rose,  washed  and  dressed  ourselves  in  blue  overalls. 
The  breakfast  was  excellent  and  abundant.  Two  of  us  carried  lad- 
ders out  to  tbe  truck  and  then  twenty  of  us  piled  in  as  the  truck  set 
out  for  the  peach  orchard.  The  farmer,  Mr.  Alexander,  told  us  how 
to  hold  our  baskets  on  our  arms;  how  to  maintain  our  balance  on  the 
ladders  and  how  to  pick  the  fruit  without  bruising  them.  He  was 
patient  and  kind  and  we  gradually  became  more  expert  at  the  task. 
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On  the  first  day  the  peaches  appeared  better  to  eat  than  to  pick  and  we 
gave  way  to  temptation  now  and  again,  (mostly  again)  to  enjoy  the 
luscious  fruit.  By  the  time  lunch  hour  rolled  around  we  had  picked 
a  small  amount  of  fruit  and  we  were  far  from  being  hungry.  Ignor- 
ing the  latter  fact  we  sat  down  on  the  ground  and  ate  the  delicious 
lunch  which  Mrs.  Alexander  had  prepared  and  soon  we  were  back  at 
work.  The  sun  became  more  intense  as  time  went  on.  At  two  Mr. 
Alexander  told  us  we  could  have  a  fifteen  minute  rest  for  which  we 
were  thankful.  Then  back  to  work  until  six  with  a  few  breaks  in 
between  times.  Dinner  put  us  in  a  jolly  mood  and  we  soon  forgot 
how  tired  we  had  been.  We  retired  at  six  realizing  that  we  were 
having  a  wonderful  time  even  though  we  had  to  work  hard. 

Jon  McLean,  13-B,  S.J.  C.S. 


MY  UNCLE'S  FAB]\I 

"Along  the  lines  of  smoky  hills,  the  crimson  forest  stands 
And  all  the  day  the  blue-jay  calls  through  the  autumn  lands." 

Indian  Summer  by  Wilfred  Campbell  will  always  remind  me  of 
that  unforgettable  visit  to  my  uncle's  farm  last  year.  I  could  hardly 
wait  for  the  first  days  of  summer  to  pass  and  for  that  joyful  day  to 
come  when  I  would  go  to  the  farm. 

On  my  first  day  there  I  wandered  aimlessly  through  the  fields, 
enjoying  the  refreshing  air.  What  a  feeling  descends  upon  you  as 
you  realize  how  unconfined  and  free  from  city  crowds  you  are! 

Next  day  when  I  awoke,  the  sun  beams  danced  on  the  dew  across 
the  pastures.  I  hurried  to  the  spotless  dining  room  just  in  time  to 
enjoy  the  fresh  eggs,  home-made  bread  and  my  aunt's  special  golden 
butter,  with  the  rest  of  the  family.  But  I  lost  no  time  in  getting 
outside.  Across  the  meadow  under  a  huge  maple  the  lazy  cows  were 
chewing  their  cud.  I  passed  the  farm-yard  and  I  could  not  resist 
a  glance  at  the  fowl.  It  is  a  long  time  since  I  was  afraid  of  turkeys 
but  I  confess  that  there  is  something  awe  inspiring  about  the  old 
turkey  which  struts  about  among  the  less  dignified  fowl.  As  he 
promenades  with  his  fan  shaped  tail  and  stiff  wings  he  .seems  the 
king  of  the  farmyard.  What  a  contrast  with  the  simple,  peaceful, 
loving  duck  who  stays  quietly  back  in  the  farthest  corner  of  the 
yard ! 

Yes,  every  day  brought  new  wonders.  But  all  too  soon  my  visit 
was  over  and  I  had  to  return  to  the  noise  and  continual  hustling 
around  of  my  city. 

Teresa  Heenan.  1?,-B,  S.J.  C.S. 


DISRAELI 


Perhaps  the  most  interesting  character  in  the  play  Disraeli  is 
the  hero  himself.  Disraeli  was  a  clever,  quick-witted  man  of  high 
intelligence.  He  was  very  fastidious  in  dress.  Although  he  was 
Prime  Minister  of  England  he  did  not  boast  about  it .  In  promoting 
the  purchase  of  the  Suez  Canal  he  won  admiration:  and  showing  his 
loyalty  he  made,  Queen  Victoria,  Empress  of  India. 

Jo.in  Doraii.  11-B.  S.J.  C.S 
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WHY  HOMKWORK  SHOlTLl)  BE  ABOWSHED. 

This  is  one  of  the  students  favourite  topics.  Despite  being 
rather  amusing  at  times,  this  subject  requires  more  serious  thought. 
Many  people  think  that  homework  should  be  altogether  abolished  or 
at  least  greatly  decreased.  From  the  time  a  student  rises  in  the 
morning  until  three  o'clock  in  the  afternoon,  with  but  a  brief  inter- 
mission, he  must  put  in  a  great  deal  of  time  in  studying,  writing  and 
other  mentally  strenuous  schoolwork.  Therefore  it  is  almost  a  crime 
to  compel  the  scholar  to  relinquish  most  of  this  remaining  time  to 
which  he  is  entitled  to  homework.  This  increases  the  students  dis- 
like for  schoolwork  and  even  for  teachers,  besides  dulling  his  mind 
by  overwork.  Most  teachers  say  that  the  students  have  a  whole 
week-end  to  themselves,  but  homework  seems  to  pile  up  sufficiently 
on  these  supposedly  free  days  to  occupy  most  of  this  well  deserved 
time.  The  reason  is  obvious.  Some  students  have  hobbies  or  are 
interested  in  music,  and  it  is  unfair  to  rob  them  of  their  valuable 
time.  Young  people  need  plenty  of  exercise,  entertainment  and 
something  to  break  school  routine,  yet  they  are  chained  down,  by 
enormous  amounts  of  daily  homework.  From  these  facts  it  may 
be  readily  observed  that  this  unfair  treatment  should  stop  and  the 
abolishing  of  homework  would  help  the  students  as  well  as  the  teach- 
ers about  this  matter,  and  undoubtedly  the  answer  comes  in  the  form 
of  a  laugh  and  this  followed  by  an  extra  dose  of  homework.  I  won- 
der why? 

Helen  Gardiner,  12-B,  S.J.C.S. 


AN  AUTUMN  WAI^. 

Autumn  is  the  time  of  blue  skies  and  multi-<'.olored  trees.  It  is 
the  season  whose  hazy,  smoke-filled  atmosphere  urges  me  to  "tramp 
hills  and  breathe  the  upland's  air,"  to  cover  my  old  shoes  with  the 
dust  of  country  roads,  and  to  fill  my  nostrils  with  the  choking,  sting- 
ing odours  of  burning  leaves. 

When  the  first  day  of  Autumn  dawns,  I  sniff  the  air  and  decide 
that  it  has  an  adequate  supply  of  smoke  in  it.  The  leaves  of  the 
maple  are  crimson  and  then  I  prepare  for  a  walk  in  the  country. 

I  set  out  briskly  through  streets,  impatient  until  I  have  left  the 
last  vestiges  of  "civilization"  behind,  and  then  I  shuffle  through  the 
long  knife-like  grass  of  the  fields. 

After  clambering  over  old  stiles,  extricating  my  feet  from  rab- 
bit burrows,  and  trying  to  avoid  the  old  cow,  I  sink  exhausted  on  a 
moss-covered  stone. 

From  this  ring-side  seat,  I  watch  birds  heading  towards  the 
South,  black  squirrels  storing  nuts,  and  tlie  little  gopher  who  hops 
in  and  out  of  his  hole,  favouring  me  with  a  shy  buck-toothed  grin. 

The  wind  moves  the  trees:  a  shower  of  leaves,  acorns  and  chest- 
nuts are  rained  on  my  head.  I  watch  the  rosy  sun  beginning  to  sink 
slowly  beyond  the  darkened  trees.  Dishevelled,  I  start  down  the 
path  brushing  the  bushes  away  from  my  scratched  face. 

Back  to  the  city,  patiently  I  pick  the  burrs  from  my  coat  and 
plan  another  autumn  walk  when  the  weather  is  colder  and  the  leaves 
a  little  deeper. 

Jean  Ross,  1 2-A,  S.J.C.S. 
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ABE  YOU  A  GOOD  EXAMPLE? 

In  ©very  nation  the  young  girl-type  of  the  new  generation  stands 
forth  a  prominent  figure,  full  of  hope  and  promise  for  the  future. 
She  marks  the  mile-stones  of  mental  progress  and  human  develop- 
ment. She  is  the  heir  of  the  women  who  have  gone  before,  and  may, 
if  she  will,  profit  by  their  ideals,  aspiration  and  comquests. 

It  rests  on  us,  students  in  a  large  Catholic  school,  to  date  the 
ideals  of  our  parents  and  superiors  and  follow  them  in  order  to  yield 
a  peaceful  world  with  a  more  religious  attitude. 

A  happy  home  and  school  life  is  the  basis  of  character  which 
makes  for  solid  independence.  People  of  a  next  generation  will  be 
counting  on  you,  so  try  hard,  be  a  good  example. 

Helen  Gardner,  12-B,  S.J.C.S. 


POSTERS  ON  OUR  BULLETEV  BOARD 

Through  the  past  three  or  four  weeks  there  has  been  a  colour- 
ful array  of  placards,  announcing  the  coming  events. 

Grade  Eight's  alluring  poster  on  their  Homecooking  Sale  was 
an  "eyeKjatcher."  To-day,  everyone  is  wondering  who  Is  the  insti- 
gator of  that  horrorizing  poster.  With  an  ominous  headline  of 
"Murder"  and  concluding  with  a  dire  threat  of  poison,  what  will 
come  next 

A  great  and  colourful  variety  of  posters,  symbolizes  the  grow- 
ing of  School  Spirit.  It  shows  activity,  and  urges  the  forms  who 
might  be  tempted  to  lag  behind,  to  organize  and  "to  be  up  and 
doing." 

Margaret  Tipping,  12-C.  S.J.C.S. 


MISSION  ACC50MPLISHED 

Twenty-four  silent  men  strode  into  the  Dispersal  Hut  with 
thoughts  on  their  important  assignments.  They  put  on  their  flying 
.suits,  attached  their  parachutes.  Four  men  singled  themselves  from 
the  group  and  climbed  into  a  Mosquito.  Under  each  wing  were  two 
oil  drums,  and  in  the  racks,  incendiaries. 

The  men  dropped  a  wide  rim  of  oil  in  front  of  the  oncoming 
boats  in  the  channel  and  then  let  their  incendiaries  light  the  flames. 
A  green  light  flashed;  the  plane  rose  to  a  height  of  4.0  0  0  feet,  level- 
led off  in  line  with  five  planes,  and  streaked  for  the  coast.  The  sea 
below  was  black,  and  overhead  a  pale  moon.  The  leading  Mosquito 
dropped  flares,  which  shone  on  two  dark  objects.  Down  dived,'  an 
aircraft,  and  in  front  loomed  huge  barges  packed  with  men  and  ma- 
terials. Germans!  Their  objective  was  reached!  Speeding  ahead  of 
the  boats  each  aircraft  in  ttirn  hedge-hopped  low  over  the  water,  lay- 
ing the  oil  drums  on  the  water.  A  returning  sweep  over  the  area  and 
they  dropped  their  incendiaries.  Flames  rapidly  snread  over  the 
water.  Forward  into  the  danger  ran  the  barges.  Overhead  the  planes 
sped  for  home,  their  jol)  accomplished.  The  invasion  threat  from  the 
sea  was  over. 

Prue  Jarvis.  S  .  .T  .  C  .  S  . 
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MY  DOG 

Christmas  morning  Dad,  as  Santa  Claus,  presented  me  with,  a 
box  with  a  number  of  holes  punctured  in  the  cover.  Opening  it  I 
found  a  cocker  spaniel  puppy  with  a  short  stubby  tail  and  a  shiny 
coat  of  black  fur.  Skippy  and  I  became  friends.  When  I  gave  him 
his  first  training,  I  had  to  use  harsh  words  and  scoldings.  But  after 
he  obeyed  I  gave  him  chocolates. 

One  hot  day  when  Skippy  was  two  years  old,  I  took  him  to  the 
beach.  After  I  had  been  swimming  for  a  while  I  felt  a  sharp  pain 
in  my  side  and  was  unable  to  keep  above  water.  I  began  calling  for 
help  and  Skippy  swam  out.  After  I  came  up  the  third  time  he  took 
hold  of  my  bathing  suit  and  pulled  me  to  shore. 

Ann  Miller,  12-D.  S.J.C.  S. 


A  NIGHT  ADVENTURE 

When  staying  at  Pointe-au-Trembles,  on  the  island  of  Montreal 
ray  aunt  and  uncle  made  arrangements  for  a  picnic  across  the  river. 

We  left  home  early  and  crossed  in  a  home-made  flat  bottomed 
boat  my  uncle  used  for  fishing.  About  5  o'clock  Mr.  Radway  said 
to  Uncle  Jack: 

"I  think  we  should  get  back.  I  don't  like  that  •cloud  in  the  west." 
Uncle  laughed  and  kept  talking  until  the  cloud  covered  the  sun 
and  the  wind  began  to  rise.  We  hurriedly  put  our  equipment  into 
the  boat  and  Mr.  Radway  took  the  oars,  pulled  out  into  the  river, 
and  ran  into  the  white  caps.  The  boat  was  rocking  so,  six  of  us  sit 
in  the  bottom  of  the  boat,  while  Mr.  Radway  headed  upstream 
against  the  wind.  But  what  a  ride!  It  was  pitch  black  except  for  a 
light  on  the  power  station.  Our  great  danger  was  of  being  swept 
into  the  buoys  lining  the  fairway.  We  could  not  see  them  until  they 
were  quite  close;  we  would  let  the  river  carry  us  down  past  the  buoy, 
then  pull  like  mad  to  get  through  before  we  hit  the  one  lower  down. 

It  took  us  four  hours  to  get  across. 

Alma  Freyer,  Commercial,  S.J.C.S. 


MRS.  TRA\T5RS 


Perhaps  the  most  interesting  character  in  "Disraeli"  by  Parker 
was  Mrs.  Travers .  The  contrast  between  her  outward  warmth  and 
beauty  and  her  inward  coldness  of  heart  formed  a  circle  of  intrigue 
around  her.  There  was  mystery  surrounding  her  at  the  opening  of 
the  play  and  it  heightened  as  the  plot  was  revealed.  The  discovery 
that  Mrs.  Travers  was  the  cruel  spy  whom  Disraeli  remembered  from 
earlier  days  was  a  blow,  but  dissolved  the  mystery  of  the  "blue  and 
white"  with  which  Disraeli  connected  her  in  his  mind.  We  found 
her  no  longer  the  beautiful,  popular  social-climber,  but  a  clever,  re- 
sourceful spy,  engineering  a  plot  to  undermine  the  Empire.  She  had 
a  dynamic  personality  and  at  times  even  Disraeli  seemed  to  be  under 
the  spell  of  her  charms.  Her  absence  from  the  triumphant  last  scene 
was  quite  significant  as  she  was  the  defeated  spy,  no  longer  fascinat- 
ing, but  despised  by  all. 

Mary  Dunn,  11-B,  S.J.C.S. 
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MY  CATS 

Two  and  a  half  years-  ago,  my  father  gave  me  a  kitten  for  my 
birthday.  The  tiny  thing,  only  six  weeks  old,  was  so  nosey  about 
things  that  Mother  and  I  named  her  "Tinker."  Now  I  have'  another 
kitten,  named  "Snooks,"  almost  three  months  old.  What  Snooks 
doesn't  know  about  the  ways  of  our  house,  Tinker  teaches  him  — 
where  to  hide  when  caught  in  the  living-room,  the  best  tim©  to  sneak 
upstairs,  and  the  rest  of  the  daily  routine.  During  the  last  week 
Snooks  has  had  his  first  experience  in  the  stable,  and  soon  he  will 
move  to  it  from  the  house.  From  then  on  he  will  be  allowed  in 
only  for  short  visits  each  day,  as  Tinker  is  now,  and  he  will  help  her 
in  the  job  of  patrolling  for  mice. 

Mary  Buckley,  11-A.  S.J.€.S. 


WHO  WROTE  DISRAELI 

The  author  of  the  play  Disraeli  was  Louis  Napoleon  Parker,  a 
dramatic  author,  born  at  Calvados,  France,  in  1852. 

For  nineteen  years  he  was  Director  of  Music  at  Sherborn  School 
in  Dorset,  England,  but  later  resigned  to  write  plays.  Eight  years 
later  in  1890  Louis  Parker  wrote  "Disraeli."  The  author  may  not  be 
historically  accurate  but  he  is  dramatic  and  appealing.  Parker  brings 
out  Disraeli's  pleasing  personality,  and  his  genius  and  tact  in  politi- 
cal affairs.  While  there  is  little  action  in  the  play,  interest  is  sus- 
tained by  the  suspense  accompanying  the  purchase  of  the  Suez  Canal. 
The  love  interest  is  added  by  the  affair  of  Charles  and  Clarissa  con- 
cluded so  happily  in  the  last  act. 

Unlike  Shakespearean  plays  there  is  no  division  of  acts  into 
scenes.  The  simple  dialogue  in  each  Act  is  continuous,  with  lapse 
of  time  and  change  of  scene  represented  by  the  division  into  acts. 

Mary  Ellen  Hayes.  11-B,  S.J.C.S. 


TO  MARY 


God  in  His  goodness  gave  Mary 
To  us;  for  us  to  love; 
And  she  is  watching  and  waiting 
From  her  beautiful  throne  above. 

She  is  patiently  waiting  for  us. 
To  come  and  kneel  at  her  feet, 
With  our  rosary  clasped  in  our  hands, 
And  with  every  bead  repeat: 

"I  love  you  with  my  whole  heart, 
I  really,  really  do." 

And  with  a  sweet  smile  she'll  whisper 
"My  child.  I  love  you  too!" 


Margaret  Pellettier,  10-D,  S.J.C.S. 
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A  SUBJECT  I  LIKE 

English  Literature  is  one  of  the  subjects  I  like.  I  like  it  be- 
cause different  kinds  of  poems  are  taken.  First,  there  are  those 
that  tell  of  the  beauty  of  nature.  Some  stir  the  imagination  so 
much  that  my  thoughts  are  transferred  to  another  place  in  the 
world.  Then  others  bring  out  the  realistic  side  of  life  and  make  one 
feel  both  happy  and  sad. 

I  like  Nature  poems  because  they  show  how  lovely  nature  is  and 
how  good  is  the  Creator  who  made  this  beauty.  Poems  also  help  me 
to  see  the  brighter  side  of  life. 

Jean  Ceolin.  11-A,  S.J.C.S. 


THE  OOL^CULATE  CONCEPTION 

The  Immaculate  Conception,  Dec.  8th,  is  one  of  the  most  cele- 
brated feasts  in  heaven  and  on  earth.  It  is  the  day  when  Our  Lady 
is  paid  honour  due  only  to  the  Mother  of  God.  Our  Lord  has  pre- 
pared a  special  feast  for  His  Mother.  All  the  angels  and  saints,  as 
they  come  through  gates  of  brilliant,  sparkling  stars,  plucked  from 
the  sky  for  this  special  occasion  see  Our  Lady  and  Our  Lord  seated 
upon  a  throne  of  jewels.  Two  little  cherubim  are  hovering  over  the 
throne  placing  the  prayers,  offerings  and  sacrifices  at  the  feet  of 
Mary  and  Jesus. 

The  celestial  choirs  are  heard  singing  hymns  of  praise,  thanks- 
giving and  love.  The  glorious  day*  ends  in  happiness  and  praise. 
The  Mother  of  God  has  been  paid  the  honour  due  to  her. 

Barbara  Markle,  10-D,  S.J.C.S. 


SI^ORTS 


What  would  some  do  without  the  competition  and  the  fun  of 
sports?  It  is  said  that,  at  some  time  of  a  person's  life  there  is  a 
game  in  which  he  plays  an  important  part.  Sports  not  only  give  you 
spirit  and  fun  but  educate  you  in  sticking  to  the  rules,  consideration, 
teamwork  and  working  for  honour.  In  my  estimation,  basketball 
is  the  most  exciting  girls'  sport.  Its  keen  competition,  the  basket 
shots,  the  shrill  deciding  whistle  and  loud  rousing  cheers  seem  to  go 
with  the  word. 

"Win  or  lose,  be  a  good  sport.  This  is  the  key  to  true  sports- 
manship." Alice  Wood.  10-E,  S  .  J  .  C  .S  . 


SUMMER  VACATION 

Few  people  came  to  supper  that  evening.  The  decks  were  va- 
cant— the  dance  floor  vacant,  and  even  the  dining-room.  Everyone 
wag  sick — seasick.  The  maids  carried  fresh  sheets  and  the  waiters 
carried  cups  of  tea.  My  father  laughed  but  he  laughed  alone — 
yes.  my  mother  and  I  were  ill. 

You  see  we  were  on  the  S.S.  Keewatin  in  the  middle  of  Lake 
Superior  and  It  Was  Very  Rough! 

Elaine  Waller.  10-E,  S.J.C.S. 
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DISTRESS 

The  date — October,  1946,  a  white  fog  hangs  over  the  empty 
shells  of  the  town's  houses  and  the  cold  winds  bite  into  our  thin 
rags.  The  place — a  converted  air-raid  shelter  in  the  town  of  Wys- 
kov.  The  air-raid  shelter,  which  housed  thousands  during  the  Ger- 
man bombings  now  houses  twenty-five  children.  We  are  skeletons. 
Our  eyes  do  not  laugh,  our  cheeks  are  not  rosy-red.  No — but  then 
no  one  in  Poland  has  tasted  for  six  years  the  hot  nourishing  food 
our  mothers  cooked  over  the  fire;  no  one  has  seen  the  fire;  we  have 
seen  fires,  blazing  books  and  burning  buildings  but  not  the  good, 
warm,  bright  fire  in  the  hearth. 

Our  pupils  are  not  brilliant;  their  minds  have  been  dulled  by 
seeing  their  families  taken  away  for  voluntary  slave  labour.  Anna 
has  a  brown  dress  on  to-day,  the  same  one  she  has  worn  for  years; 
Stanislaus  has  on  his  new  boots,  new  five  years  ago,  but  now  there 
are  just  the  rims  of  the  soles.  We  should  be  happy  that  we  have 
been  saved  from  the  Germans.  Tell  that  to  my  mother,  my  father 
and  my  brother;  they'd  laugh  but  they  can't — -they  are  dead.  When 
we  all  have  new  shoes,  warm  clothes,  freedom  of  religion,  warm 
homes  we  then  will  be  thankful. 

Gertrude  Sidsworth,  10-E,  S.J.C.S. 


MY  DOG 


People  simply  jump  when  they  hear  my  dog  bark,  and  ask  me 
why  I  do  not  get  rid  of  him.  To  those  who  have  not  see  him,  he  seems 
a  huge  and  ferocious  beast.  Brown  eyes,  very  large  and  filled  with 
merry  twinkles,  cocked  ears  and  a  wagging  tail  are  all  I  can  see  as 
he  joyously  greets  me  each  night.  He  jumps  up  on  me,  his  tail  wag- 
ging furiously  —  his  way  of  welcoming  me. 

Some  people  would  be  shocked  and  amused  to  learn  that  this 
dog  is  in  reality  a  very  lovable  and  affectionate  little  thing.  I  say 
'little'  because  he  is  about  six  inches  high  and  about  ten  inches  long. 
I  would  not  part  with  him.  This  just  proved  that  the  saying  "A 
dog's  bark  is  worse  than  his  bite,"  is  true. 

Helen  Smith,  10-E,  S.J.C.S. 


THK  .M.\\   WHO   IvNKW    IT  ALL 

My  story  begins  on  a  day  in  eaiiy  fall.  In  the  office  of  a  large 
company  a  knock  was  heard. 

Two  young,  very  well  groomed  men  came  into  the  office.  "Hello. 
Mr.  Jones!  Good  to  see  you  again.  I'm  Bob  McClure."  The 
other  young  man  stood  quietly  aside  and  let  this  Bob  rave  on  about 
his  schooling,  friends,  background  and  so  forth.  When  he  left,  think- 
ing he  would  obtain  the  position,  everyone  was  glad. 

The  other  young  man  stepped  up,  introduced  himself  quire 
plainly  and  gave  his  reference.  He  was  reserved  and  quiet.  After 
some  questions  he  said  "I'll  do  my  best,  Sir,  and  thank  you." 

That  young  man  obtained  his  jol).  So  the  moral  of  my  story 
is  "Don't  Think  You  Know  It  All." 

Jean  Holmes.  9-C,  S.J.C.S. 
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THE  ROCK 

A  long  time  ago  there  lived  at  the  side  of  a  stream  two  objects, 
one  a  beautiful  flower,  the  other  a  hard,  flat  rock.  One  day  the 
beautiful  flower  said,  "Brother  Rock  I  am  an  object  of  beauty  and 
will  probably  make  something  of  myself  in  this  world."  "And  so 
will  I,"  replied  the  rock,  "even  though  I'm  not  attractive."  "What, 
you,"  laughed  the  flower,  "I  should  say  you  are  not  attractive.  I  can't 
imagine  a  hard,  flat,  old  rock  like  you  ever  doing  any  good  in  this 
world."  "I  shall  pray  to  God  and  ask  His  help,"  replied  the  rock. 
"Nonsense,  you'll  never  be  anything,"  said  the  vain  flower,  "I  need 
not  pray,  for  I  have  beauty."  The  determined  rock,  prayed  for  he 
heeded  not  the  vain  little  flower's  insulting  remark. 

One  day  a  laughing  little  girl  noticed  the  flower  and  she  picked 
it,  and  that  night  the  child  put  the  flower  on  the  altar  in  the  church. 

"Oh,"  sighed  the  vain  flower.  "At  last  I  have  come  to  my  own, 
if  only  that  old  rock  could  see  me  now."  "Flower,  O  vain  little 
flower,"  called  a  voice  from  under  the  flower.  ''Who  is  it?"  asked 
the  flower.  "It  h  I,  the  rock"  answered  the  voice.  "You  see,"  said 
the  rock,  "I'm  part  of  this  altar." 

Long  after  the  vain  flower  had  wilted  and  died  the  hard,  flat 
old  rock  remained  as  close  to  God  and  as  important  as  a  rock  could 
wish  to  be.     God  had  answered  this  rock's  prayers. 

Diane  Davis,  9-A,  S.J.C.S. 


>  AN  UX FORGETTABLE  MOMENT 

When  her  alarm  failed  to  go  off,  a  suburban  miss  bounded  out 
of  bed,  dressed  in  a  flash,  took  no  time  for  breakfast,  ran  to  the  bus 
stop,  mentally  out-raced  the  street-car  all  the  way,  and  threw  her- 
self at  her  office  door  breathlessly, — to  find  it  locked.  It  was  seven 
o'clock,  two  hours  ahead  of  the  regular  business  opening, — nine 
a.m.! 

Florence  Farro.  9-B,  S.J.C.S. 


THIRTEEN  IS  NOT  AN  UNLUCKY  NL^IBER 

Some  superstitious  people  believe  that  the  number  thirteen  has 
the  power  to  bring  bad  luck.  For  instance,  if  there  are  thirteen  at  the 
dinner  table  the  hostess  will  invite  one  more  or  take  out  one  of  the 
already  invited  guests.  Any  half-intelligent  person  knows  that 
numbers,  black  cats  or  any  other  omen,  so  to  speak,  will  not  bring 
one  good  or  bad  luck.       God  alone  can  plan  or  predict  coming  events. 

I  myself  am  not  superstitious.  My  thirteenth  year  is  one  of  my 
happiest  and  most  enjoyable  years.  The  thirteenth  number  has  no 
more  power  to  cast  spells  or  to  bring  sickness  or  poverty  upon  us 
than  any  other  number.  It  is  idiotic  for  full-grown  men  and  women 
to  believe  in  these  things,  and  to  frighten  children  with  them.  If 
people  knew  more  about  God  and  His  love  for  us,  these  thoughts 
would  never  enter  their  heads. 

Dolores  Reding,  9-D,  S.J.C.S. 
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FOREWARNED  IS  FOREARMED 

For  food  the  sailor  Ulysses  was  forced  to  the  island  of  Circe,  an 
enchantress'  home.  His  men  were  divided  into  two  groups  under  Ulys- 
ses and  Euryloclaus.  By  the  tossing  of  a  coin  it  was  decided  that  Eury- 
lochus  would  go  on  the  island  and  Ulysses  stay  with  the  boat.  When 
ready  to  enter  Circe's  house  Eurylochus,  forseeing  danger,  suggested 
waiting  outside  for  the  men.  After  waiting  hours  Eurylochus 
sadly  related  to  Ulysses  what  had  happened  to  his  men. 

Ulysses  set  out  with  his  eager  men  to  find  their  unfortunate 
companions.  Hesitating  an  instant  at  the  gate  the  god,  Mercury, 
met  them  and  begged  them  to  stay  away .  Firmly,  Ulysses  insisted 
and  as  a  help  the  kind  god  gave  him  a  white  flower  called  moly. 

Entering  the  enchantress's  house  she  struck  him  with  her 
magic  wand  but  the  power  of  the  moly  greater  than  that  of  the  wand 
saved  him.  Triumphantly  ordering  her  to  turn  the  men  back  into 
their  bodies  he  was  quickly  obeyed. 

Thus  wisely  proven  is  the  proverb  "Forewarned  is  Forearmed." 

Janet  Fraser,  9-D,  S.J.O.S. 


MY  FIRST  HORSEBACK  RIDE 

The  first  time  I  rode  a  horse  was  two  years  ago  at  a  camp. 

The  last  horse  in  the  stalls  was  brought  out  for  me.  Silver  by 
name.  I  looked  at  him,  patter  him  and  then  sat  on  him.  After 
successfully  mounting  the  horse  I  thought  everything  would  be  easy. 
It  was  for  a  few  minutes.  Suddenly  Silver  gave  a  start  and  raced 
down  the  path.  I  was  so  startled  that  I  dropped  the  reins  and  grab- 
bed the  pommel.  Silver  gave  one  leap  in  the  air  and  I  lost  my  hold 
on  the  saddle-bow  and  slid  down  his  back  to  what  seemed  to  me  as 
the  roughest  piece  of  land  in  North  America. 

Undaunted  I  remounted  and  after  a  few  mishaps  (dropping  my 
wallet,  hopping  a  couple  of  fences  and  getting  lost  in  the  woods)  I 
spent  an  enjoyable  three  hours. 

The  next  morning  came,  and  oh,  my  aching  back! 

Rosanne  Monfred,  9-C.  S.J.C.S. 


THE  COW  AND  THE  DOG 

"He  who  has  knowledge  has  force."  See  how  a  proud  canine 
was  killed  by  an  old,  weak  cow. 

One  day,  an  old  cow  was  grazing,  when  suddenly  a  loudly  yap- 
ping dog  came  tearing  from  the  bushes.  Snapping  at  her  hind-quar- 
ters he  troubled  the  poor  animal  for  nearly  an  hour.  Being  able  to 
stand  it  no  longer,  the  old  Guernsey  said.  ''Yonder  another  dog,  as 
powerful  as  you,  is  depriving  you  of  your  fun,  and  is  himself  chas- 
ing the  grazing  cows."  The  conceited  dog  angrily  cried,  "Take  me 
to  this  anmial  and  I  will  show  him  who  is  master  of  this  pasture!" 

The  wise  old  cow  led  him  to  a  pond  and  the  dog,  seeing  his  own 
and  the  cow's  reflection  in  the  pond,  threw  himself  In  and  was 
drowned. 

Joan  Price,  9-D,  S.J.C.S. 
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A  GARDEN  IN  WINTER 

On  passing  a  garden  early  one  morning  last  winter  I  stopped 
breathless  at  the  beautiful  sight. 

A  rain  had  frozen  on  top  of  a  snow-clad  world.  The  archway  en- 
cased in  shining  Ice  invited  a  visit  to  fairyland.  Huge,  rolling  drifts 
of  snow  flaunted  their  shiny  coverings  hiding  lawn  and  garden. 
Bordering  these  drifts  were  bushes  whose  long  slender  branches  bow- 
ed under  their  burden  of  ice.  In  the  midst  of  all  two  tall  trees,  in 
their  crystal  cases,  lifted  white  feather  fingers  to  the  sky — proud 
guards  protecting  the  peace  of  the  winter  garden. 

I  passed  on  my  heart  singing  praise  to  God's  artistry. 

Mary  Sue  MoGee,  9-D,  S.J.C.S. 


THE  OWL  AND  THE  SPARROW 

The  owl  thought  he  was  a  clever  bird. 

The  little  sparrows  often  asked  why  he  killed  so  many  but  he 
would  Just  say  "I  have  to  eat,  don't  I?"  He  was  mean  and  he  used 
to  take  down  nests  even  if  there  were  eggs  in  them  and  of  course  the 
sparrows  did  not  like  this. 

The  sparrows  started  thinking  about  what  they  could  do  about 
it,  one  of  them  got  a  wonderful  idea. 

They  went  to  see  the  owl  and  told  him  of  a  beautiful  tree  where 
he  was  sure  to  get  enough  to  eat.  The  owl  was  sitting  on  the  branch 
of  the  tree  waiting  for  his  food,  when  the  little  sparrows  came  up 
behind  and  pushed  him  into  the  pond  below  the  tree  and  he  drow^ned. 

Loretta  Mioile,  9-D,  S.J.C.S. 


THE  WANDERER 


When  Spring  appears  in  all  her  glorious  beauty,  with  a  promise 
of  summer  in  the  buds  and  frail  green  shoots  of  Mother  Earth,  back 
to  our  highways  comes  the  everlooked  wanderer. 

Some  say  "tramp"  with  a  distasteful  air,  but  those  people  are 
the  skeptics,  those  who  don't  know  the  outdoors  and  nature's  lore. 

The  wanderer  is  a  free  man,  free  in  every  sense  of  the  word . 
He  has  no  worldly  ties;  he  roams  endlessly  under  a  canopy  of  blue,  a 
golden  sun  and  a  silver  moon,  with  the  animals  of  the  woods  as  his 
closest  kin.  He  is  free  in  a  world  which  is  continually  bringing  him 
closer  to  his  Maker,  the  God  who  created  the  world  for  man  and  is 
surely  blessing  His  beloved  wanderer. 

Mary  Jane  Shaughnessy,  9-E,  S.J.C.S. 


MUSIC 

Did  you  ever  stop  to  listen  to  all  the  music  in  the  world?  I  do 
not  mean  to  listen  to  an  orchestra  play,  but  the  every  day  music 
that  meets  your  ears. 

There  is  the  laugh,  rising  and  falling,  expressing  the  joy  and 
happiness  the  person  is  feeling.  Would  we  not  miss  this  merry 
music  if  it  were  not  there         The  whisper  of  the  wind  through  the 
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trees,  the  splash  of  waves  on  the  shores,  the  song  of  the  birds,  the 
ring  of  the  bicycle  and  the  rush  of  the  traffic  on  a  busy  street. 
All  these  things  are  the  real  music — the  music  of  the  world. 

Ann  Wiertz,   9-E,  S.J.C.S. 


THE  SMART  BIRD  GETS  HER  AVORM 

I  woke  up  bright  and  early  one  morning  to  hear  a  meow  and  a 
sweet  little  chirp.  I  looked  out  to  see  a  mother  robin  with  four  little 
nestlings  under  her  wing  trying  to  shelter  them.  She  was  afraid  to 
leave  them  for  fear  the  cat  would  get  them,  yet  they  needed  their 
breakfast. 

An  idea  struck  her.  The  cat  had  had  no  breakfast  either;  If 
she  stalled  long  enough  the  cat  would  get  hungry  and  go  for  his  food, 
then  he  would  come  back.  By  that  time  she  would  be  far  away  from 
her  enemy. 

There  was  a  long  silence  and  then  a  growl.  A  dog  chased  the 
cat.  The  robin  chirped  merrily  and  flew  off  to  get  a  nice  worm  for 
her  children.  Marlene  Robertson,  9-D,  S.J.C.S. 


A  CHRISTMAS  STORY 

Church  bells  rings  out  over  the  little  snow-covered  town  calling 
the  faithful  to  Midnight  Mass.  Alone,  up  the  road  comes  an  emaci- 
ated, shivering  little  girl  dressed  in  light  attire,  hatless  and  glove- 
less.  As  she  passes  into  the  church  the  kindly  usher  leads  her  to  a 
place  close  to  the  illuminated  Clib.  The  Mass  begins,  the  Christmas 
story  is  told,  the'  Little  King  has  rested  in  the  heart  of  each  commun- 
icant, the  last  worshipper  has  left  the  Crib,  the  church  is  closed. 

Early  morning:  the  last  votive  light  has  spent  itself.  An  aged 
pastor  about  to  prepare  for  Mass  bends  over  the  lifeless  form  of  a 
little  child.  From  a  dream  of  alabaster  figures,  of  lights,  of  shep- 
herds, of  baby  lambs,  the  little  soul  has  passed  to  unending  peace 
and  happiness.  Frances  Schollen,  Grade  12, 

S't.  Patrick's,  Vancouver,  B.C. 


A  STORY  PI^EADS 


I'm  just  a  story,  too  childish  for  many,  too  old  fashioned  for 
others,  too  far-fetched  for  the  worldly  wise.  But  read  me,  I  plead  . 
God  inspired  St.  Luke  to  write  me.  I'm  the  story  of  a  wonderful 
night,  of  star-lit  skies,  of  angels'  message  and  angel  choirs,  of  shep- 
herd's wonder,  of  a  Virgin  Mother  and  the  birth  of  the  Christ  Child. 
Read  me:     St.  Luke's  story  of  that  first  Christmas  Night. 

Gertrude  Stain,  Grade  12, 
St.  Patrick's,  Vancouver,  B.C. 
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MY  DOG 

My  dog  is  a  small,  wire-haired  terrier,  looking  like  thousands  of 
other  wire-haired  terriers,  but,  having  something  different:  more 
intelligence,  more  pep  or  maybe  more  devilment:  perhaps  I  am  pre- 
judiced. 

He  is  white  with  two  brown  .spots  on  his  back,  has  one  soft 
brown  ear  and  one  white  one  His  eyes  have  a  roguish  twinkle  and 
his  nose  sniffs  inquisitively  at  anyone  and  everything;  lastly  he  has 
a  small  stub  of  a  tail  that  wags  continually.  To  you  he  may  re- 
semble any  dog  on  any  street  but  to  me  he  is  special,  a  good  com- 
panion.    He  is  "My  dog." 

Mary  Jane  Shaughnessy,  10-E,  S..I.C.S. 


I  OFTEN  WONDER 


I  often  wonder  wiiat   Td  have  done 

Had  I  been  there  that  Christmas  night. 
I'm  sure  I  would  have  offered  gifts 

And  knelt  before  my  God  of  Might. 
or  would  I 

I'd  have  adored  this  wondrous  Child. 

Who  within  a  manger  lay. 
I'd  have  placed  my  heart  befoi'e  the  Babe 
Who  left  His  heavenly  home  that  day. 

but  would  I? 

Shirley  Crosby,  Grade  12, 
St.  Patrick's,  Vancouver,  B.C, 


AT  THE  (RIB 


We've  heard  about  Mary  so  meek  and  so  mild 
As  she  gazed  in  rapture  at  the  tiny  Christ  Child; 
And  the  story  over  and  over's  been  told 
Of  the  kings,  of  frankincense,  myrrh  and  gold. 
But  what  of  dear  Joseph  who  stood  there  behind 
And  adoringly  looked,  while  through  his  mind 
Flashed  visions  of  the  Babe  to  manhood  attained. 
And  His  Gospel  of  truth,  of  Heaven  regained? 
What  thoughts  were  St.  Joseph's  as  in  silence  he 

gazed. 
Adoring  His  Creator  in  wonder  amazed. 
While  Mary  bends  o'er  the  poor  lowly  manger 
To  enfold  in  her  arms  earth's  little  Stranger 
Was  Joseph  a-tremble  with  heavenly  joy? 
3r  did  he  envision  the  death  of  that  Boy? 

No  via  Hebert,  Grade  12, 
St.  Patrick's.  Vancouver,  B.C. 
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A  GREAT  PROBLEjM 

My  Great  Problem  is  this.  I  am  always  late  and  my  teacher  is 
thiiilcing  of  curing  me.  She  is  going  to  square  the  number  of  min- 
utes between  9  o'clock  and  the  time  I  arrive  at  school,  the  result  to 
determine  the  length  of  my  detention.  Two  minutes  late  would 
mean  a  four  minute  detention.  But — as  I  am  in  the  liabit  of  arriv- 
ing between  9.30  and  10  o'clock  in  the  morning,  which  means  an 
average  of  45  minutes  late.  45  squared  equals  33  hours  and  45 
minutes.  I  would  only  be  able  to  serve  3  hours  or  180  minutes  after 
school,  and  that  would  still  leave  1,845  minutes  left,  or  a  total  of  29 
hours  and  59  minutes.  Would  I  have  time  to  serve  this  sentence? 
The  next  day  I  would  be  late  again,  and  the  same  thing  would  hap- 
pen. I  would  stay  3  hours  and  the  remainder  of  tire  time,  combined 
with  the  remainder  of  the  night  before,  would  equal  3,890  minutes, 
or  59  hours  and  5  7  minutes.  At  the  end  of  the  week  a  detention  of 
9,225  minutes  or  153  liours  and  45  minutes!  The  week-end  com- 
prises at  the  most  60  hours.  And  I  need  sleep.  When,  then,  and 
where,  the  time  for  my  detentions?  The  best  solution  for  my  problem 
is  resolute  promptness — -others  can  do  it — so  will  I. 

Anne  McOinn,  Grade  12.  S..T.C.S. 


THE  ADVEXTURES  OF  A  SHILWNG. 

A  shilling  can  have  more  adventures  than  a  business  man.  In 
dreamland  I  heard  a  shilling  talking  of  his  life: 

"I  was  born,"  said  he,  "on  the  side  of  a  mountain,  near  a  village 
of  Peru,  and  made  a  voyage  to  England.  I  was  naturalized  and  put 
into  the  British  mode.  Before  I  was  five  years  old,  I  had  travelled 
into  almost  every  corner  of  the  nation.  In  my  sixth  year  a  miserable 
old  fellow  clapped  me  into  an  iron  chest  for  years.  His  heir  released 
me  and  five  hundred  others.  I  was  sent  to  the  apothecary,  to  the 
butcher,  to  the  brewer's  wife  who  made  a  present  of  me  to  a  preach- 
er. After  this  I  was  arrested  by  a  superstitious  old  woman  who  shut 
me  in  her  old  purse  for  months.  In  the  civil  wars  I  was  employed  in 
raising  soldiers  against  the  king,  until  an  officer  gave  me  to  a  milk- 
maid. When  they  were  married  he  pawned  me  for  a  dram  of  brandy. 
After  many  adventures  a  young  spendthrift  disinherited  threw  me 
under  a  wall  and  I  lay  there  until  a  poor  cavalier  dined  upon  me. 
Being  old  now  I  was  looked  iipon  as  a  medal  and  I  fell  into  the  hands 
of  an  artist,  who  threw  me  into  a  furnace.  I  now  appeared  Avith 
greater  beauty  and  lustre." 

I  woke  up  with  a  start  but  even  now  years  after  I  remember. 

Kazia  Rup,  11-B,  S.J.C.S. 


AX  ELEVATOR  GIRIi. 

"Third  Floor — children's  hats,  coats  and  dresses. — Keep  to  the 
riglit,  please,"  says  the  Elevator  Girl  trying  to  smile  in  spite  of  the 
fact  that  her  feet  feel  as  though  a  4  00-pound  elephant  has  been 
standing  on  them.     That  lady  behind  her  doesn't  know  her  packages 
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are  like  a  knife  in  that  uniformed  back;  that  man  at  the  back  prob- 
ably wouldn't  holler  so  loud  if  he  knew  how  it  pierces  the  girl's  ear- 
drums and  makes  her  head  ache. 

In  spite  of  the  difficulties  the  elevator  girl  has  to  "grin  and  bear 
it."'  It  is  her  duty  to  guide  people  to  the  proper  place  and  always 
keep  that  winning  smile  on  her  face. 

Marjorie  Teabeau.  l(i-K.  S  . .)  .  (■ .  S. 


THK  RUNX.ABLE  STACJ. 

Do  you  like  to  read  exciting  things?  Things  like  the  R.C.M.P. 
hunting  down  a  criminal.  Then  you  would  like  the  poem  "The  Ruil- 
nable  Stag"  by  John  Davidson.  This  verse  is  breath-taking  in  its 
narration.  The  story  is  of  a  stag  chased  by  three  hundred  horse- 
men and  hounds.  Did  this  hunted  creature  win  or  lose?  This  ques- 
tion will  be  answered  in  the  poem. 

Elizabeth  Boyle,  11-A.  S.J.C.S. 


A  HOBO. 


Oh  to  be  a  hobo!  Knight  of  the  open  road!  A  hobo's  life  is  one 
of  freedom.  He  can  go  where  he  pleases  and  do  what  he  plea-ses.  I 
would  like  to  be  a  hobo.  He  has  no  worry  about  exams  or  getting 
up  in  time  for  school.  These  Knights  of  the  open  road  often  stop  in 
a  city,  obtain  a  job  and  when  wanderlust  strikes  them  they  move  on. 
A  hobo  rarely  rides  inside  a  train  but  inside  a  box-car  of  a  freight 
train.  The  poets  were  right  when  they  called  a  hobo  "The  Knight 
of  the  Open  Road." 

Mary  McCarthy.   lO-E.   S..T.C.S. 


THE  HOSTESS  OF  AX  AIK-LIXEK 

The  air  line  hostess  leads  an  interesting  and  full  life.  She  meets 
many  people — of  the  business  world,  of  the  stage  and  from  the  ordi- 
nary ways  of  life.  Some  airlines  require  the  hostess  to  take  a  course 
In  medicine,  and  learn  to  care  for  infants  as  well  as  the  aged. 

Before  a  flight  the  air  hostess  checks  supplies  making  sure  noth- 
ing has  been  omitted.  After  her  passengers  are  settled  for  the  flight 
she  provides  them  with  cotton  to  drown  out  the  noises  of  the  engine . 
During  the  flight  she  keeps  her  passengers  amused  and  sees  that 
everyone  is  comfortable.  If  a  meal  is  to  be  served  she  prepares  it  in 
the  tiny  kitchen  and  serves  each  person  individually  on  a  tray.  The 
air  hostess  sees  that  all  her  passengers  are  safely  landed  and  then 
takes  a  few  hours  of  needed  rest  before  her  next  flight. 

Eva  Perfetti,  10-E,  S.J.C.S. 
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OUR  SCHOOL  CHOIR 

It  is  the  ambition  of  everyone  to  be  in  the  school  choir,  for  if 
you  get  in  you  go  places.  I  have  been  in  the  choir  since  Grade  5 . 
I  got  a  thrill  singing  the  Christmas  Carols  at  Mercy  Hospital  to 
cheer  the  sick.  At  Easter  I  felt  glorious  singing  for  the  patients  in 
the  General  Hospital.  I  felt  proud  when  one  of  our  songs  received 
Highest  Marks  at  the  Kiwanis  Festival. 

I  thought  my  happiest  moment  was  when  our  choir  received 
Communion  from  the  Cardinal  in  our  Church.  Now  I  know  that  the 
climax  was  when  the  new  organ  was  blessed.  Quentin  MacLean 
played  while  we  sang. 

To  stay  in  the  choir,  you  have  to  work  hard  to  learn  the  Propers 
for  the  Sundays  and  feasts.  Your  school  hat  and  uniform  have  to  be 
ready  at  any  moment  for  service.     But  it  is  worth  while. 

Ida  Buday,  Grade  8, 
St.  Patrick's  School,  Toronto. 


FROST  AND  SUNLIGHT 

Oveiuight,  frost  has  scribbled  window  panes  with  white; 

Left  its  bright  signature  on  every  bough,  and  now 

The  sun,  thrusting  its  golden  lance 

Over  the  edge  of  the  frozen  winter 

Begins  to  dance 

On  white  brocaded  roofs, 

Throwing  a  splinter 

Of  sharp  light  down  the  frost  spangled  pines. 

Carving  designs 

Exquisite  in  white  and  gold  on  the  churcli  spire, 

Until,  beneath  that  fire. 

The  frost  melts  its  bright  jewels  seem  to  be 

Counterfeit,  and  now  each  splendid  tree 

Stands  shaking  the  water  from  its  back 

And  a  wide  track 

Of  moisture  slithers  down  the  window  pane 

And  the  beautiful  frosty  markings  are  lost  again. 

Bettv  Zoskev.   1-D.  S.J.C.S 
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LOYOLA  COLLEGE 

MONTREAL 

Conducted  by  the  Jesuit  Fathers 

B.A.  Course  with  optional  work  in  Pre-Law,  I*re-Medical  Studies,  etc. 
B.Sc.  Course  for  students  in  Engineering  and  all  who  wish  to  major  in 
Chemistiy,  Physics,  Mathematics. 
Catholic  Pliilosophy  and  kindred  cultural  subject  in  both  courses- 
Canadian  Officers'  Training  Coi'ps — Public  SiK^aking — Dramatics — Athletics. 

LOYOLA    HIGH    SCHOOL 

An  Intennediate  School  of  Recognized  Standing. 

LOYOLA    PREPARATORY     SCHOOL 

A  boarding  school  staffed  by  Jesuit  teachers,  for  i>upils  in  the  highest  clasa 

of  Primarj-  School  (i.e.,  in  Quebec,  ready  for  seventh  grade,  in  Ontario,  ready 

for  Senioi'  W)  to  prepare  them  for  entrance  to  Loyola  High  School. 

For  further  information  WTite: 

REV.  EDWARD  M.  BROWN,  S.J.,  Rector 


Pigott  Construction 

Company,  Limited 

Engineers  and  Contractors 

FOR 

Addition    to   St.    Joseph's  Hospital,    Toronto. 
New  Mercy  Hospital,  Sunnyside,  Ont. 
Addition  to  St.  Michael's  Nurses  Home,  Toronto. 
New  Loretto  Abbey,  Armour  Heights,  Toronto. 
Basilica  of  Christ  the  King,  Hamilton. 
McMaster  University  Buildings,  Hamilton. 

HAMILTON  CANADA 

(Pigott  Building) 

PLEASE   PATRONIZE    OUR    ADVERTISERS 
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g)Cf)ool  of  i9ur£fing 

tlEoronto 

Under  the  Direction  of 
THE  SISTERS  OF  ST.  JOSEPH 


"^M 


For  Prospectus  apply  to 

THE  SUPERINTENDENT  OF  NURSES 

St.  Michael's  Hospital 
Toronto,  Canada 


PLEASE   PATRONIZE    OUR    ADVERTISERS 
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Painting,  Decorating 
and  Building 


INDUSTRIAL  AND  RESIDENTIAL 

BRUSH  AND  SPRAY 

PAINTING  OF  ALL  KINDS 

Warehou-ses,    Factories,    Offices,    Homes  ajid   Apai'tinents 
Estimates  Provided    —    Pi'ompt  Courteous  Service 


F.  C.  LAILEY 


881    DOVERC^OURT  ROAD 


LJj.  asoa 


MAPLE  LEAF 
CHEESE 

4  flavours 

1.  CANADIAN 

2.  PIMIENTO 

3.  RELISH 

4.  NUTTY 

CANADA        PACKERS 


_TRY  — 

CHARLIE'S 

YEAST 

DONUTS 

AT  THE  CAFETERIA 


PLEASE    PATRONIZE    OUR    ADVERTISERS 
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RILEY 
BRASS 
GOODS 


FOR 
LONG 
LIFE 


tet™^ 


The  JAMES  ROBERTSON  CO.,  Ltd 

,  207-219  Spadina  Ave.,  Toronto. 

WHOLESALE  DEALERS  IN  PLUMBERS'  AND 
STEAM  FITTERS'    SUPPLIES 


FAMED  FOR  FLAVOR 

Wonder  Bread 

and 

Hostess    Cakes 

Made  by 

IDEAL  BREAD  CO.  Limited 

183-193  DOVERCOURT  RD. 
Phone  LOmbard  1192-1193 


PLEASE   PATRONIZE    OUR    ADVERTISERS 
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W.  R.  Mothersill 


PAINTING 

AND   DECORATING 

CONTRACTOR 


377DundasSt.  E. 
WA.   0258 


Higgins&  Burke 

Limit<»<l 
TORONTO,  CANADA 


WHOLESALE  GROCERS 
AND  IMPORTERS 

Uoasters  of  Higli  Grade  Coffee 

Blue    Mountain    Canned    Goods 
and   Jams 


STAFiFGRD   HIGGtNS,    Preslden* 


For 

Beauty  *  Protection  * 

Economy    *    Use — 

Trelco 


HIGH=QUALITY 

PAINTS    *    VARNISHES 
ENAMELS 

Trelco  Limited 

PAINTS-  VARNISHES  -ENAMELS 
518  YONGE  STREET,  TORONTO 


Klngsdale  9311 

DR.  J.  RYAN 

DENTIST 


86    BliOOR    STREET    WEST 

Physicians    and    Surgeons 
Building 


PLEASE    PATRONIZE    OUR    ADVERTISERS 
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COIPLIMEXI^  OF 

HAYES    &    LAII.F.Y 

04  Wellington  St.  AV.,  Toronto,  Ontario 

EI>OIN  8!)4;J 

1 

OUR  LADY  OF  MERCY 
HOSPITAL 

for  INCURABLES 

100  Sunnyside  Avenue 
Toronto    ^ 

Conducted  by 
THE  SISTERS  OF  ST.  JOSEPH 


THE    WHYTE    PACKING    CO.    LTD. 

FRESH  EGGS  and  BUTTER  Received  Daily 

ALSO 

RICE,  BARLEY,  DRIED  PEA    BEANS,  etc. 

78-80  Fiont  St.  East,  Toronto.  Elgin  0121 


PLEASE    PATRONIZE    OUR    ADVERTISERS 
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SUPER-WEAVE  TEXTILES 

Sheetings     -     Pillow  Cottons     -     Towelling  and  a 
general    line    of   Textiles  for 

Hospitals     —     Institutions     —     Hotels     —     Laundries 

and  the  general  Manufacturing  Trade. 

We  SoUcit  Your  Enquirj-. 
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THE  STATIONAL  MASSES  DURING  LENT 

By  MOST  REV.  GEORGES  CABAXA 
Coadjutor  Archbishop  of  St.  Boniface 

THERE  is  a  hidden  treasure  in  Lenten  ^Masses   and   even   a 
short  study  of  their  origin,  and  of  their  ascetic  and  theo- 
logical wealth  may  prove  greatly  beneficial. 

A  "'Station"  is  indieated  in  the  ^Missal  for  every  Mass  during 
Lent.  This  military  term  comes  from  the  language  of  the  Roman 
soldier  who  divided  the  nights  into  vigils  and  the  day-s  into 
stations.  To  hold  a  "Station"  during  Lent  meant,  for  a  Cath- 
olic, to  abstain  from  food  and  drink,  while  he  performed  a  day's 
work,  until  the  hour  of  None  (3  or  4  o'clock  p.m.)  when  he 
attended  Mass  and  received  Holy  Communion;  finally  he  ate  his 
first  and  only  mea!  of  the  day. 

It  is  unnecessary  to  point  out  that  the  severity  of  this  di-s- 
eipline  has  been  modified  through  the  centuries.  It  was  almost 
impossible  to  improve  upon  the  Christian  Ceremonial  during 
the  persecutions.  The  religious  ceremonies  were  held  in  tHe 
bar^ilicas  (homes)  of  a  few  wealthy  Christians  who  donated  these 
to  the  Church.  In  time  of  peace  the  meetings  were  held  in  the 
exterior  basilicas  of  the  cemeteries;  sometimes,  in  the  catacombs. 
The  Christian  religion  was  not  officially  recognized  but  consid- 
ered as  an  enemy  of  the  Roman  Empire.  For  a  Roman  the  con- 
cepts of  country  and  divinity  could  not  be  separated.  After 
the  edict  of  ]\Iilan  the  Christian  ceremonial  was  openly  and 
gra<lually  shaped.     In  Rome  one  may  admire  the  simplicity  and 
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the  grandeur  of  the  llomaii  genius.  The  complications  apparent 
in  our  ceremonial  rites  nowdays,  are  due  to  Gallican  and  By- 
zantine influences.  The  Church,  as  a  good  mother,  yielded  to 
the  eccentric  demands  of  some  of  her  children  who  perhaps 
otherwise  might  have  drifted  towards  schism  and  heresy,  over 
a  simple  matter  of  ceremonies.  Rome  will  always  do  all  in  her 
power  to  keep  her  children  in  Christ's  mystical  body,  the  dog- 
mas, however,  being  safeguarded.  Because  of  her  conciliatory 
attitude  a  great  number  accepted  the  Roman  liturgy  to\Tftrds 
whicii  they  were  not  at  first  inclined. 

IIistor;\^  tells  us  that  a  great  number  of  conversions  took 
place  after  the  persecutions.  The  candidates  to  the  Catholic 
Faith  were  not  admitted  immediately  as  members  of  the  Church. 
They  had  to  attend  religious  instructions;  give  sufficient  proof 
of  their  sincerity;  find  sponsors  (who  would  be  responsible  for 
their  conduct  and  fidelity)  ;  go  through  different  stages  as 
catechumens,  competents,  elects,  before  they  were  finally  bapt- 
ized, i 

Easter  was  the  day  set  for  this  great  ceremony  in  the  Latin 
Church,  because  by  Baptism,  man  rises  with  Christ  after  having 
died  to  himself.  Unfortunatel}'  there  were  Christian's  who  com- 
mitted sin  after  their  Baptism.  When  the  bishop  or  the  priest 
wlio  liad  heard  their  confessions  judged  it  necessary,  he  imposed 
upon  them  a  public  penance.  At  the  beginning  of  Lent  these 
public  penitents  were  given  a  special  dress  (hair-cloth).  Ashes 
were  imposed  upon  their  heads  and  sometimes  thej-  were  obliged 
to  spend  the  Lenten  season  in  one  of  the  many  Roman  monast- 
eries. These  penitents  had  to  retire  before  the  Offertory  and 
they  were  segregated  from  the  faithful.  Their  reconciliation 
took  place  (if  their  penance  was  judged  adequate)  during  one 
of  the  Ma.sses  celebrated  especially  for  them  on  Holy  Thursday. 

The  catechumens  who  were  to  be  baptized  on  Easter  had  to 
attend  the  first  part  of  INIass  every  day.  On  Holy  Saturday, 
around  three  o'clock  in  the  afternoon,  the  inspiring  ceremony 
of  P>ai)tism  began  in  the  Lateran  church.  After  the  reading  of 
eitliei-  all  or  few  of  the  prophecies,  the  "elects,"  anxious  to  re- 
ceive the  Sacrament,  were  led  to  the  baptistry.    The  faithful  who 
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remained  in  the  church  listened  to  the  reading-  or  the  chantuig 
of  the  Bible :  and  chanted  the  litany  of  the  saints  several  times. 

After  the  blessing  of  the  water  in  the  baptistry  the  caiecli- 
nmens  walked  down  into  the  piscina  where  a  few  were  baptized 
by  the  Pope  himself;  the  others  by  priests  who  replaced  him. 
On  the  steps  of  the  baptistry  the  godfather  waited  for  liis  god- 
son Avhom  he  wiped  dry  and  then  dressed  in  a  long  white  tunic. 
A  priest  anointed  the  head  of  the  newly-baptized.  The  same 
ceremony  was  pei'formed  for  women:  the  godmother  replacing 
the  godfather.  On  their  way  back  to  the  church  they  .stopped  at 
the  Oratory  of  the  Cross  where  Confirmation  Avas  administered. 
Ma«s  was  afterwards  continued  in  the  Lateran  church.  The 
new  Christians  attended  the  Mass  of  the  faithful  for  tlie  first 
time,  made  their  oflferings  and  received  Holy  Communion,  then 
they  all  returned  home,  around  3  or  4  o'clock  on  Ea.ster  morn- 
ing, after  having  fasted  from  the  preceding  Friday  evening. 

The  liturgy  of  the  Stations  of  Lent  was  established  for  the 
following  purposes :  to  prepare  the  people  for  the  reception 
of  the  sacraments  of  Baptism,  Confirmation,  Penance  and  the 
Blessed  Eucliarist;  to  give  a  catechetical  instruction  to  the 
Christians ;  at  the  same  time  it  was  like  a  pascal  retreat  preached 
to  the  faithful  of  Rome  who  gathered  every  day  of  Lent,  to  hear 
the  sermon  and  partake  of  the  same  Sacrifice. 

In  the  fifth  century  Rome  was  divided  into  25  parishes  under 
the  care  of  priests  called  "incardinati"— hence  the  origin  of 
cardinals.  In  each  parish  divine  liturgy  was  attended  to  by 
members  of  the  clergy,  under  the  care  of  a  rector.  Through 
motives  of  charity,  the  city  of  Rome  had  been  divded  into  seven 
districts :  each  one  under  the  care  of  a  deacon  who  was  in  charge 
of  what  is  now  called  "social  work."  Those  districts  had  their 
own  basilicas.  A  decline  iu  Catholic  worsliip  was  brought  about 
at  that  time  by  intermittent  wars.  In  the  seventh  century  it 
was  restored  to  all  its  glory  by  Pope  Gregory  the  Great.  The 
arrangement  is  almost  the  same  as  the  one  found  in  our  modern 
missals.  There  are  still  in  the  whole  year  89  stational  days,  and 
43  stational  churches  (out  of  500  churches  in  Rome). 

Here  is  a  summarv  of  the  ceremonial  followed  in  the  davs  of 
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St.  Gregory  the  Great.  The  name  of  ehureh  where  the  people 
had  to  gather  around  9  o'clock  (at  the  hour  of  None),  was  al- 
ways announced  at  Mass  the  preceding  day.  Very  often  the 
Pope  himself  attended  the  gathering.  lie  would  pray  over  the 
people  assembled  there  (oration  supra  populum)  ;  then  the 
clergy  and  the  faithful,  chanting  the  litanies,  went  in  procession 
to  the  stational  church  which  was  close  by.  There  the  Pope 
or  the  bishop,  who  replaced  him,  concelebrated  with  the  clergy 
of  Rome.  How  solemn  those  processions  must  have  been :  they 
were  headed  by  7  subdeacons,  each  one  carrying  a  censer,  by 
seven  acolytes  with  torches  (which  were  set  on  the  pavement 
near  the  altar  itself  with  the  processional  cross).  Then  came 
the  clergy  of  the  city.  There  were  at  least  25  bishops,  as  many 
priests,  deacons,  subdeacons  and  acolytes  and  also  many  dele- 
gates from  th-e  sub-ui'ban  churches.  A  great  multitude  of 
people  came  last.  Very  often  the  sacred  ministers  attended  the 
procession  barefoot. 

In  the  secretarium  (hall)  of  the  stational  church  the  Pon- 
tiff put  on  his  pontifical  vestments.  Then  the  procession  con- 
tinued to  the  sanctuary.  The  Pontiff  made  a  reverence  to  the 
particle  of  host  presented  to  him,  which  had  been  kept  from  the 
preceding  Mass:  it  was  put  into  the  Precious  Blood  consecrated 
that  day.  After  having  kissed  the  altar  and  given  the  kiss  of 
peace  to  those  who  were  to  concelebrate  with  him,  the  Pope 
walked  to  his  throne  situated  in  the  center  of  the  apsis.  The 
altar  (which  Avas  a  simple  table  covered  with  a  linen,  and 
built  under  a  ciborium  or  baldachino)  stood  between  the  faith- 
ful and  the  clergy.  The  psalm  of  the  Introit  was  chanted  while 
all  were  entering  the  church.  It  Avas  ended  by  the  Kyrie  elei.son 
chanted  by  a  deacon  standing  in  the  ambo.  Then  all  knelt 
down,  except  the  Pope,  and  prayed  silently.  The  Pope  resumed 
the  prayer  by  chanting  the  Collect.  An  extract  (pericope)  of 
the  Old  and  New  Testament  was  then  read.  At  the  end  of  each 
lesson  a  gradual  or  response  or  a  tract  was  chanted  by  a  deacon 
on  the  step  (gradus)  of  the  ambo:  h^ence  the  name  giadual, 
gradus.  For  a  long  time,  in  the  Latin  Church,  a  candidate  un- 
able to  sing  was  not  ordained  deacon.     A  part  of  the  actual 
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ceremonies  of  Baptism  took  place  during  the  seven  scrutinies  of 
Lent.  The  exorcisms  which  are  almost  the  same  in  our  present 
ritual  were  made  by  the  exorcists  over  the  catechumens.  The 
Symbol  of  the  Apostles  and  the  Pater  were  taught  to  the 
"elects"  during  those  days.  They  were  the  pai*iwords  used 
among  the  Christians.  On  account  of  the  pagans,  those  prayers 
were  not  ])ut  into  writing  at  the  beginning  of  the  Christian 
era.  The  Pontiff  preached  the  homily  on  the  Gospel  just  chant- 
ed. The  catechumens  and  the  public  penitents  were  sent  back 
to  the  Narthex  (porch)  ;  only  the  faithful  who  received  Com- 
munion remained  in  the  church.  The  clergy  gathered  the  offer- 
ings of  bread,  wine,  silver  and  other  gifts  brought  by  the  faith- 
ful while  the  Offertory  was  chanted  by  the  schola.  The  mem- 
bers of  the  clergy  also  made  their  offerings  of  bread  and  wine. 
The  recommendations  to  prayers  were  read  (Memento  Com- 
municantes.  Nobis  quoque).  When  the  archdeacon  had  set  on 
the  altar  the  matter  to  be  consecrated,  the  Pontiff  and  his 
clergy  returned  to  the  altar  and  began  the  canon  of  the  Mass 
(Preface). 

At  the  end  of  the  canon  the  kiss  of  peace  was  given  first  to 
the  host  by  the  Pontiff;  then  it  was  given  to  the  members  of  the 
clergy ;  it  was  also  given  to  the  men  who  were  in  the  right  nave ; 
and  to  the  women  in  the  left  nave.  During  the  distribution  of 
Holy  Communion  under  both  species  the  schola  chanted  the 
antiphon  of  Communion.  The  Pontiff  then  sang  the  prayer  of 
thanksgiving  (Postcommunion).  The  names  of  the  churches 
(that  of  the  collect  and  that  of  the  stations)  were  announced 
for  the  following  day.  The  pope  blessed  the  people  with  the 
prayer  that  follows  the  ''Humiliate  capita  vestra  Deo."  The  end 
of  INIass  was  announced  by  the  deacon :  "Ite,  Missa  est."  On  their 
way  back  to  the  secretarium  the  faithful  asked  the  celebrant's 
blessing  thus:  "Jube  domne  benedicere."  The  first  meal  of  the 
day  was  then  taken. 

This  is  not  a  complete  description.  ]\Iore  details  may  be 
found  in  Cardinal  Schuster:  "Liber  Sacramentorum.  Vol.  Ill"; 
Gueranger:    "The  Liturgical  Year." 

Should  we  celebrate  the  ferial  Masses  of  Lent  when  the  rub- 
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ries  permit,  in  preference  to  the  other  ^Masses?  Reverend  Father 
j\I.  Roy  answers  the  qnestion  very  thoronghiy  in  "La  Revue 
Eucharistique  du  Clerge"  (Feb.  19-46,  p.  58).  Priests  will  want 
to  say  these  masses  if  they  ever  have  the  chance  of  knowing- 
more  about  them. 

Those  ferial  ^Masses  are  like  a  treatise  of  theology  and  as- 
cetism  that  guided  those  who  composed  them.  The  parts  of 
the  ]Mass  that  vary  every  day  were  often  chosen  after  the  sug- 
gestiveness  of  the  Station  Church.  The  text  may  thus  mention 
a  virtue  practised  by  tlie  patron  saint  of  that  Church.  Fre- 
quently we  are  reminded  of  the  primacy  of  Petei'.  In  some 
cases_  for  instance  on  Wednesday  of  Ember  Days,  the  text  is 
remindful  of  tlie  presentation  to  the  people,  of  a  candidate  to 
Holy  Orders,  etc.,  etc.  The  Introit  indicates  the  idea  that  will 
be  stressed  during  the  Mass  and  found  in  the  Collect  and  other 
prayers.  The  Gospel  will  emphasize  the  lesson  given  in  the 
Epistle. 

The  chanted  parts:  Introit,  Gradual,  ( )ftertory  and  Com- 
munion will  be  better  understood  if  the  whole  psalm  is  read 
from  which  the  short  verse  given  in  oui'  missals  is  taken.  The 
Secret  Postcommuniou  and  the  Oration  over  the  people  are  an 
immediate  preparation  to  the  Synax  or  thanksgiving.  They 
may  be  used  as  models  for  our  meditations.  Those  masses  are 
suitable  to  every  century;  they  still  retain  their  appropriate- 
ness. We  feel  that  they  were  written  for  us,  to  guide  us  through 
the  purgative  into  the  illuminative  and  nnitive  life.  They  are 
written  in  so  simi)le  a  language  that  even  the  ordinary  Chris- 
tians will  understand  them  thoroughly. 

In  many  parishes  the  ferial  Masses  are  said  during  Lent 
and  prove  gi-eatly  beneficial  to  those  who  attend  them  ;  for  Faith 
is  increased  by  Liturgy.  They  also  are  of  great  help  to  Catholic 
Action.  Reading  of  the  "Entretiens  Liturgiques,"  by  Cardinal 
Villeneuve,  will  surely  increase  our  love  for  Liturgy. 

Pius  X  and  his  successors  have  encouraged  the  celebration 
of  these  ferial  Masses.  A  plenary  indulgence  and  a  partial  in- 
dulgence of  ten  years  may  be  gained  on  all  the  days  on  which 
a   Stational    ^lass   is   indicated.     ^Members   of  the   "Adoration 
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Nocturne,"  of  the  Altar  Societies,  of  the  Scapulars  of  the  Im- 
maculate Conception  and  St.  Joseph  of  the  Third  Order,  of  the 
Sodality  of  the  Blessed  Virgin,  may  gain  those  indulgences.  The 
conditions  are  the  following:  either  Mass  or  the  evening  exer- 
cise must  be  attended  in  the  church  :  Holy  Communion  must  be 
received,  and  a  prayer  for  the  Pope's  intentions  must  be  said. 
For  the  partial  indulgence  of  ten  years,  a  visit  to  the  chnrt-h, 
and  the  recitation  of  nine  "Pater,"  "Ave,"  Gloria  Patri,"  foi- 
the  Pope's  intentions,  before  the  altar  of  the  Blessed  Sacrament, 
or  before  the  relics  of  the  saints,  is  required.  (A.A.S.  1,  Juil.  1, 
1932— Janv.  20,  1934.) 
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"HAIL,  GLORIOUS    SAINT    PATRICK" 

By  THE  LATE  MONSIGNOR  J.  B.  BOLLARD,  Litt.  D. 

IN  THE  YEAR  1932  Eire  celebrated  the  fifteen  hundredth 
anniversary  of  the  coming-  of  St.  Patrick  to  Ireland.  On 
August  the  6th  of  that  year  I  stood  on  the  summit  of  the  vener- 
able Hill  of  Tara,  and  gazed  around  me  over  the  verdant 
reaches  of  the  great  Central  Plain.  The 
smoke  of  Dublin,  which  is  only  eighteen 
miles  from  Tara,  could  be  seen  darkening 
the  blue  skies  of  the  Irish  Sea  to  the  south- 
east. Down  the  slope  of  the  hill  stretched 
the  foundations  of  the  famous  Tara  Hall, 
but  there  were  no  walls  on  which  to  hang 
the  celebrated  hari?  of  Thomas  ]\Ioore.  Per- 
fectly well-defined,  and  in  some  places 
eight  feet  in  depth,  are  the  two  long  fosses 
where  the  vanished  walls  rested,  and  it 
it  gave  one  a  weird  feeling  to  think  that 
tliese  walls  could  be  built  again  on  the 
very  same  foundations.  The  summit  of 
Tara  is  just  a  great,  green  field,  in  which 
there  are  several  forts  or  dunes — circles  of  fortifications.  I  stood 
before  the  Royal  Mound  wihere  the  palace  of  Erin's  king  could 
be  seen  in  some  centuries  before  and  after  Christ.  St.  Patrick's 
statue  is  on  this  plateau  and  I  thought  of  the  day  in  the  year 
432  when  he  .stood  in  person  here  and  preached  to  the  king 
and  to  his  household  and  army.  The  shamrocks  are  there  yet, 
and  I  thought  of  how  he  bent  and  plucked  the  little  trefoil  and 
(Icmoiisti-ated  tlie  docti-ine  of  the  blessed  Trinity.  Loneliness 
Avas  heavy  over  all  the  hill,  and  cattle  grazed  quietly,  here  and 
there,  along  the  grassy  slopes.  I  thought  of  Patrick's  miracles 
performed  on  this  very  spot.  The  ' ' Tri-partite  Life"  tells  us 
that  an  elemental  struggle,  similar  to  Moses'  duel  with  the 
priests  of  Pharaoh,  took  place  on  this  hallowed  site.     The  chief 
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antagonist  of  Patrick  was  a  Druid  named  Luchru  who  by 
Satan's  aid  performed  great  feats  of  necromancy  to  deceive 
the  people.  At  last  Luchru,  like  Simon  Magnus^  began  to 
boast  that  he  could  raise  him.self  up  to  the  very  skies  by  his 
magic  powers.  But  Patrick  prayed  to  God,  and  when  the 
Druid  arose  in  the  air  lie  was  liinied  lifeless  to  the  earth  in  the 
sight  of  all ! 

The  "Tri-partite  Life"  tells  us  that  Saint  Patrick  challeng- 
ed the  Druids  to  a  supreme  ordeal.  "Let  a  wooden  house  be 
built  with  two  rooms,"  said  the  Saint,  ''and  let  one  room  be 
filled  with  green  wood  and  another  room  with  dry  wood.  Then 
let  a  Druid  be  placed  in  the  midst  of  the  green  wood,  and  let 
my  disciple  Benignus  be  placed  in  the  midst  of  the  dry  wood." 
This  was  done.  Then  the  Druids  began  to  pray  and  to  shout 
to  theii"  pagan  gods  to  send  down  fire  from  Heaven  to  consume 
Benignus.  But  all  their  prayers  and  rantings  were  in  vain. 
St.  Patrick  then  prayed  to  his  God,  and  presently,  though  it 
was  a  fair,  clear  day,  thunder  was  heard  over  Tara,  and  a 
vivid  shaft  of  lightning  struck  the  wooden  honse.  When  the 
people  ventured  tremblingly  to  approach,  they  found  tnat,  in 
the  mid'St  of  the  green  wood,  the  body  of  the  Druid  was  burned 
to  a  crisp,  and,  in  the  midst  of  the  dry  wood,  the  young  Benig- 
nus was  peacefully  sleeping  in  safety. 


Proofs  like  these,  combined  with  the  Saint's  eloquent  ser- 
mons, could  not  be  with.stood,  and  that  fir.st  day,  the  greater 
number  of  that  vast  assemblage,  including  the  High  Queen, 
embraced  the  Christian  Faith.  The  Ard-Ri  or  High  King,  was 
not  converted  the  first  day,  but  gave  the  Saint  permission  to 
preach  the  gospel  over  all  the  kingdom  of  Ireland.  This  the 
Saint  did,  with  most  amazing  results :  for  soon  the  whole  island 
was  converted  to  the  True  Faith.  At  Cashel  in  Munster  oc- 
curred a  remarkable  event.  St.  Patrick  had  already  converted 
the  King  of  Munster,  and  his  wife  and  daughters.  He  was 
now  baptizing  the  young  warrior.  Prince  Aengus,  Son  of  the 
King,  and  Tanist  of  the  Royal  Line.     The  Saint  was  weary 
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after  a  hard  clay  and  the  light  was  growing  dim.  He  drove 
the  iron-pointed  erozier  into  the  gronnd  and  leaned  heavily 
upon  it.  After  .some  time  he  became  conscious  that  he  had 
driven  the  point  of  the  staff  through  the  young  prince's  sandal 
and  into  his  foot.     "Son,"  cried  the  grief -stricken  saint,  "Why 

did  you  not  warn  me  of  thisf  "Fath- 
er," answered  the  heroic  prince.  "I 
knew  that  I  was  being  made  a  fol- 
lower of  Ilim  who  was  pierced  and 
crucified,  and  I  thought  it  was  part 
of  the  initiation."  Then  the  Saint 
mourned  over  him  and  blessed  him 
and  prophesied  tliat  he  would  become 
a  great  saint  and  confessor  of  the 
Faith.  He  also  signed  a  cross  upon 
his  wounded  foot,  which  immediatelv  was  healed. 


TMf  ROCK  OFCASHEL 


When  the  illustrious  apostle  had  accomplished  the  work  of 
conversion  throughout  the  length  and  breadth  of  the  island 
he  at  once  proceeded  to  set  the  seal  upon  his  work  by  a  long 
prayer  and  fast.  For  this  he  chose  tlie  summit  of  a  high 
mountain  on  the  western  coast,  then  called  ]\Iount  Cruachan, 
but  ever  afterwards  named  Croagh-Patrick.  Here,  upon  one 
of  nature's  mighty  altars  St.  Patrick  was  nearer  to  Heaven, 
and  could  hold  converse  with  the  Omnipotent,  undisturbed  by 
the  jarring  noises  of  the  world.  For  fort}^  days  and  forty 
nights  he  was  alone  on  the  vast  and  lonely  mountain  wrestling 
in  prayer  with  God.  Some  of  his  requests  ai'e  too  mysterious 
for  our  feeble  minds  to  understand. 

He  asked  that  tlie  land  which  he  had  evangelized  might 
never  again  be  lost  to  the  true  Faith. 

He  prayed  that  the  waters  of  the  ocean  might  close  above 
his  beloved  island  seven  years  before  the  Day  of  Judgment. 
He  thus  Avished  to  spare  his  people  the  hideous  anticipatory 
terrors  that  shall  precede  that  terrible  event  when  men  shall 
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wither   away   with  fear  and   expectation   of   what    is   to  come 
upon  them  in  these  last  awful  days! 

Thirdly,  he  prayed  that,  a-s  the  twelve  Apostles  would  judge 
the  twelve  tribes  of  Israel,  so  also  he  him>self  would  judge  his 
own  people,  the  race  of  the  Gael! 

AVe  are  told  that  a  shining  angel  came  down  from  Heaven 
and  remonstrated 
with  liim.  and  ask- 
ed him  to  cease  his 
praying.  But  the 
angel  w  a  s  sent 
only  to  try  h  i  s 
faith,  and  Patrick 
triumphed,  for  he 
told  the  heavenly 
visitant  tliat  lie 
Avould  continue  to 
pray  there  until 
his  death,  and  that 
after  h  i  s  death 
a  disciple  would  place  the  knees  where  now  his  own  rested,  and 
so  the  prayer  would  continue  forever. 


Crodgh — Pafiick.  Co.  Mayo 


•As  Saint  Patrick's  life  was  crowned  with  the  splendour  of 
miracles,  so  also  was  his  death.  One  day,  he  went  on  a  journey, 
a  great  crowd  of  both  men  and  women  joyfully  accompanied 
him.  He  began  a  discourse  on  the  glory  of  God  in  Heaven 
and  on  the  joys  of  God's  saints  there.  Among  his  auditors 
were  St.  Brigid  and  St.  Ethembria,  with  many  other  holy 
women.  As  he  was  discoursing,  a  bright  light  was  seen  shin- 
ing over  a  certain  spot  in  a  nearby  graveyard.  The  people 
asked  St.  Patrick  what  it  signified.  St.  Patrick  then  said:  "If 
you  go  to  Brigid  she  will  explain  it  all  to  you."  St.  Brigid 
told  them  it  meant  that  soon  a  very  high  .servant  of  God  would 
be  buried  there.  St.  Ethembria  then  secretly  asked  St.  Brigid 
what  was  the  name  of  this  high  servant  of  God,  and  was  told 
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that  it  was  St.  Patrick  himself  who  was  soon  to  die.  St.  Patrick 
knowing  well  what  was  passing  between  these  two  turned  to 
St.  Brigid  and  requested  her  to  go  back  to  her  convent  and 
bring  to  him  the  shroud  which  she  had  woven 
for  his  dead  body.  lie-  then  advanced  a  little 
northward  into  a  place  called  Saul  where  he 
had  first  landed,  a  place  that  he  loved  very 
much.  There  on  the  17th  of  March,  Anno  Do- 
mini 493,  he  died,  and  was  buried  in  the  holy 
shroud  at  Downpatrick.  The  "Tripartite 
Life"  tells  us  that  a  sweet  fragrance  exhaled 
from  the  bodj^  of  the  saint,  and,  during  the 
twelve  nights  of  the  wake,  a  brilliant  illum- 
ination spread  itself  over  the  skies,  and  angels 
were  heard  singing  his  praises  and  his  virtues. 


<"" 
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The  three  great  characteristics  of  Patrick, 
the  son  of  Calphurnius,  w'ere,  indomitable 
courage ;  unwavering  Faith ;  and  devotion  to 
prayer.  His  courage  was  shown  when  he  con- 
fronted all  the  wrath  of  Druidical  paganism 
on  the  summit  of  the  Royal  Hill  of  Tara. 
There  he  defeated  the  powers  of  Earth  and 
the  powers  of  Hell ! 

His  unbreakable  Faith  was  shown  in  the 
numerous  miracles   he   accomplished,    calling 
on  Heaven  to  be  witness  before  men  to  the 
truth  of  the  gospel 
lie   was  preaching 
to  the  multitudes.      Pf</-/lp//m 

His  devotion        ^^^jv^^ 
to  prayer  was 
manifested    in 
his  youth 
on    the        ^ 
m  O  U  n  -  Grave  of  St.  Patrick 


.A^ls 


u 


a:> 


h>T.  JOSEPH  LILIES 17 

tains  of  Slieve  Misli  when  he  was  awakened  at  night  by 
the  snow  and  the  freezing  winds,  and  a  hundred  times  a  night 
he  communed  with  God  in  prayer.  The  power  of  his  prayer 
was  made  manifest  on  Croagh-Patrick  when  the  very  pillars  of 
Heaven  were  swayed  b\'  the  resistless  storm  of  impetration ! 

Patrick's  personality  was  sublime  and  powerful,  like  to  the 
mighty  mountain  to  which  he  gave  his  name ;  and,  as,  around 
the  summit  of  that  storied  peak,  tlie  lightnings  of  Heaven  flash 
and  reverberate,  so  around  the  brow  of  Patrick  was  seen  the 
scintillant  crown  of  miracles  and  of  prophecy.  The  following 
poem,  which  is  apropos  of  my  subject,  was  written  by  me  in 
1912,  and  was  included  in  Joyce  Kilmer's  anthology,  "Dreams 
and  Images":  — 


THE    SONS    OF    ST.   PATRICK 

By  JAMES  B.  BOLLARD.  Litt.D. 

INTO  the  mists  of  the  Pagan  Island, 
Bearing  God's  message,  great  Patrick  came ; 
The  Druid  altars  on  plain  and  highland 

Fell  at  the  sound  of  his  mighty  name ! 

Swift  was  the  conquest— with  hearts  upswelling, 
The  Faith  they  took,  and  to  God  they  swore 

That  precious  spark  from  their  bosom's  dwelling, 
Man's  guile  or  torture  should  snatch  no  more! 

And  ever  since,  while  the  wide  world  wonders; 

This  steadfast  people  their  strength  reveal 
As   Time    Earth's   Kingdoms  and   Empires   sunders, 

Thev   stand    bv    Patrick   in    ranks   of   steel ! 
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The  nations  mock  them,  like  Christ's  tormentors, 

"Descend:"  they  cry  "from  your  cros-s  of  shame!" 

"Abjure  the  Faitli— .see  the  road  that  enters 

The  groves  of  pleasure  and  wealth  and  fame!" 

Like  those  who  passed  where  the  Cross  rose  dimly, 

Their   wise   beards   wagging— "what   fools"    they  say! 

But  the  Sons  of.  Patrick  make  answer  grimly — 

"Our  God   we've    chosen.— the    price    we'll   pay! 

"Ever  about  as  the  foe's  commotion, 

The  anguish  sweat  on  our  brows  ne  'er  dry ; 

Our  martyrs'  bones  strew  the  earth  and  ocean. 
Lone  deserts  echo  our  exiles'  cry." 

"Unto  our  hearts  is  Earth's  pride  forbidden. 

Unto  our  hands  is  its  gold  denied, — 
We  do  not  question  the  Purpase  hidden,— 

Let  Him  AVho  fashioned  our  souls  decide." 

"Yet  though,  once  more,  to  us  choice  were  given, 
And  the  long  aeons  were  backward  rolled. 

We'd  walk  again,  before  Earth  and  Heaven 

The  blood-stained  pathway  we  walked  of  old." 


Tlie  lelic  of  the  true  cross  in  tlie  Ursuline  Convent,  Cork, 
Ireland,  was  formerly  owned  by  Donald  O'Brien,  King  of  Lime- 
rick in  the  12th  ceutui-y,  who  erected  Holy  Cross  Abbey,  Thur- 
les,  for  its  reception. 
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FATHER   AND    THE    GHOST 

By  PAUL  KAY 

SHE  stood  waiting-  lier  turn.  The  Cluire-h  was  .shaded  off 
into  the  wintry  darkness  which  filtered  tlirough  the  stain- 
ed g'lass  in  heavy  gobs  of  blaek.  One  tired  bulb  fliekered  in- 
consistently over  the  sacristy  door,  the  (mly  electric  light  in  the 
vaulted  room  which  was  the  House  of  God.  A  solitary  candle 
held  a  red  and  lonel.y  vigil  in  the  center  of  the  spacious  sanctu- 
ary. St.  Peter's  was  big  and  dark.  She  was  glad,  for  in  the 
gigantic  shadows  her  fears  and  nervous  gestures  were  kindly 
hidden  from  even  those  next  to  her  in  the  penitential  line.  The 
priest  droned  through  the  absolution  and  repeated  a  few  words 
of  advice  to  the  unknown  sinner  words  which  she  tried  not  to 
hear.  The  man  standing  next  to  lier  coughed  impatiently;  ap- 
parently anxious  to  have  his  confession  over  and  to  be  back  to 
his  work  or  play.  She  would  have  liked  to  offer  him  her  turn 
which  was  coming  next  but  feared  such  generosity  might  be 
interpreted  as  the  agitated  fear  it  was.  Slie  quickly  reviewed 
her  conscience,  formulating  her  words  to  such  particulars  that 
the  good  Father  could  not  be  misled.  The  penitent  on  her  side 
came  out.  With  a  sudden  appeal  to  the  Good  Lord,  "Help  me, 
God,"  she  walked  quickly  into  the  box  and  knelt  down. 

The  darkness  was  all  concealing  but  she  knew  that  very 
.shortly,  in  too  soon  a  time^  the  slide  would  be  pulled  back  and 
she  would  be  facing  the  priest,  his  features  dimly  outlined  in 
the  air  of  opaque  mysterj^  which  surrounds  every  confessor. 
She  prayed.  He  was  going  through  the  absolution  now,  wnth 
the  surety  which  comes  from  multiple  repetition.  The  penitent 
on  the  other  side  got  up  noisily.  Here  it  was.  The  slide  rolled 
noisily  back. 

"In  Nomine  Patris,  et  Pilii,  et  Spiritus  Sancti.  ..." 
She  held  her  breath.  "Bless  me^  Father,  for  I  have  sinned 
.  .  .  two  weeks  since  my  last  confession  ..."  She  was  forced 
to  stop  as  an  unwilling  sigh  dislodged  itself  from  her  breast 
and  eased  asthmatically  from  her  throat.  The  priest  half  turn- 
ed iu  a  kind  of  curious  sympathy. 
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"Father,  I  lost  my  husband  ten  da^'s  ago.  Died  very  sud- 
denly.   You  said  the  funeral  mass." 

■'Ilmmm  .  ."  he  murmured  in  an  objective  and  impersonal 
tone  whieh  was  comfortingly  noncommittal. 

"One  of  my  friends  told  me  about  a  spiritualist  here  in 
town  and  1  let  lier  talk  me  into  going  to  see  him.  He  said  he 
would  bring  my  husband  back  so  I  could  talk  to  him."  All  her 
rehearsed  words  were  forgotten  as  her  story  formed  in  small 
revealing  syllables. 

"You  knew  it  was  wrong  to  do  this,"  Father  said  in  a  half 
declarative  question. 

"Yes,  Father.  I  knew  it  was  wrong  but  1  had  to  go.  I  had 
to  talk  to  my  husband,  and  now  that  I  have,  I  feel  more  com- 
forted and  I  promise  I  won't  go  back  again."  She  knew  that 
this  promise  was  necessary  before  she  could  receive  absolution. 

"So^  you  talked  to  your  husband,  there,  did  you?"  There 
was  just  a  tinge  of  anger  in  the  sacerdotal  voice.  This  w^as  the 
question  she  had  dreaded.    There  was  only  one  answer. 

"Yes,  Father." 

There  was  no  surprise  in  the  clerical  re-action.  More  the 
forbearance  of  a  father  with  a  stubborn  child.  "What  did  your 
husband  have  to  say  to  you?" 

"He  said  he  was  very  happy  and  that  I  should  not  worry." 

The  next  queiy  had  the  unexpectedness  of  a  fall  off  a  cliff 
at  midnight.    "How  much  did  this  fellow  charge  you?" 

She  hesitated,  just  for  a  moment.  "Twenty-five  dollars. 
Father." 

"Don't  you  think  that's  a  lot  of  money  to  pay?  Just  to  see 
a  ghost?" 

"But,  Father.  His  usual  rate  is  fifty  dollars.  He  charged 
me  only  twenty-five." 

"I  wonder  why." 

"He  told  me  that  my  husband  was  veiy  easy  to  contact." 

"The  next  time  it  would  probably  be  more  difficult.  At 
least  fifty  dollars  worth  of  effort."  The  pi-iest  was  somewhat 
upset. 

"I  don't  know.  Father."  The  penitont  was  half  apologetic, 
half  queru'ous. 
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"At  any  rate,  there  is  going  to  be  no  next  time."  Father 
spoke  conclusively. 

She  did  not  answer. 

"You  understand  that,  do  you .'"  lie  asked. 

"Yes,  Father."  Very  docile.  There  was  relief  in  her  mind 
that  she  was  g-etting  oi¥  so  easily.  She  had  anticipated  a  tongue 
lashing  and  was  pleasanth'  relieved.    But  just  momentarily. 

"For  your  penance,  you  will  go  back  to  the  home  of  the 
spiritualist.  Ask  him  for  twenty-five  dollars,  which  he  took 
under  false  pretenses.  If  lie  refuses,  threaten  him  with  the 
police." 

She  gasped.    "Fatlier,  I  can't  do  that." 

"Why  not?"  A  quiet  question. 

"He  was  recommended  to  me  by  a  friend.  If  she  ever  found 
out  that  this  happened  she  would  spread  it  all  over  town.  I 
would  look  like  a  fool." 

"Right  now  you  are  a  fool.  The  sooner  you  prove  your- 
self wise — the  better.  Unless  you  promise  to  fulfill  that  pen- 
ance. I  cannot  give  you  absolution." 

Then  she  did  the  womanly  and  unexpected  thing.  She  got 
sick.  Father  sensed  immediately  what  had  happened.  He  call- 
ed to  one  of  the  waiting  pentients  to  give  the  woman  first  aid. 
The  line  of  waiting  sinners  looked  on  in  shocked  surprise.  But 
no  one  left. 


During  the  next  two  weeks  Father  prayed  very  hard.  Feel- 
ing that  his  own  attitude  might  have  caused  the  woman  to  be- 
come upset^  he  asked  forgiveness  for  himself  and  pleaded  help 
for  her.     God  did  not  keep  him  waiting. 


She  stood  waiting  her  turn.  Tlie  Church  was  shaded  off 
into  the  wintry  darkness  which  filtered  through  the  stained 
glass  in  heavy  gobs  of  black.  One  tired  bulb  flickered  incon- 
stantly over  the  sacristy  door,  the  only  electric  light  in  the 
vaulted  room  which  was  the  House  of  God.  A  solitary  candle 
held  a  red  and  lonely  vigil  in  the  center  of  the  spacious  sane- 
tuarv.       St.  Peter's  was  big  and  dark.       But  to  her  it  did  not 
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matter.  After  all  her  horrible  doubts,  her  stupidity  and  false 
anxiety  a  light  was  glowing-  inside  her  mind.  A  light  which 
scouted  and  dispelled  all  shadow;  fretted  out  every  hidden  cob- 
M'eb  of  revolt,  and  settled  over  troubled  and  disturbing  fears  a 
mantle  of  dissolving  glow.  She  could  hardly  wait  her  turn.  It 
came  so  slowly. 


"Oh,  bless  me,  Father^  for  I  have  sinned.  I  was  in  here  two 
Aveeks  ago  but  you  did  not  give  me  absolution.  About  the  spir- 
itualist.   Remember,  I  got  weak." 

"Yes.  go  on."    Father  admitted  nothing. 

"I  did  what  you  told  me.  I  went  back  and  asked  for  the 
money.  He  refused,  of  course.  I  did  as  you  said.  I  threatened 
him  with  the  police.  So  he  got  frightened.  But  he  gave  me 
only  15  dollars." 

Father  said  nothing.    She  went  on, 

"I  asked  him  for  the  rest.  And  when  he  told  me  where  it 
Avas  I  could  have  cried  at  my  own  blindness.  This  friend  of 
mine  had  received  a  payoff  for  telling  me  about  the  fellow.  It 
seems  she  steers  grief  stricken  customers  to  him  for  a  certain 
percentage." 

"Well  M'hat  did  vou  do?"    Father  was  anxious  to  hear  all. 

"I  went  to  the  police." 

"And  they  told  you  they  could  do  nothing."  Father  filled 
in. 

"Yes,  and  I  became  so  angry  they  fined  me  10  dollars  for 
contempt  of  court." 

There  was  almost  a  chuckle  from  behind  the  screen.  "At 
least  you'll  do  your  best  to  keep  others  away  from  spiritualists 
in  future.    "Won't  you  f 

^'You're  not  kidding  .  .  .  Oh,  I  beg  your  pardon,  Father.  I 
really  will.    You  were  so  right." 

"May  be  it  was  not  that  I  was  so  right — God  does  not  let 
us  make  mistakes  in  here.  Maybe  it  was  that  you  were  so 
wrong." 

The  absolution  droned  off  into  a  fading  whisper.  God  had 
won  another  round. 
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CONTARDO    FERRINI 


EDITOR'S  NOTE:  We  present  a  short  sketch  of  the  life  of  Contardo 
Ferrini,  once  a  professor  at  the  Catholic  University  of  Milan,  whose 
beatification  is  expected  to  take  place,  in  Rome,  April  13,  1947. 

WE  MAY  trtily  s;iy  of  Contardo  Fei-riiii  that  lie  lived  in  the 
world  bnt  was  not  of  the  world. 

As  soon  as  he  reached  school  age  he  went  to  the  Public 
Schools  of  ]\Iilan,  the  city  where  he  was  born  on  the  4th  of 
April  1859.  After  he  finished  the  elementary  school  he  passed 
on  to  the  high  schools  and  afterAvards 
to  the  University.  During  his  school 
days  his  real  trouble  wa.s  with  his 
companions.  He  was  fond  of  them 
but  their  stories  and  jests  made  him 
really  miserable.  Being  boys  the 
more  they  saAv  him  suffer  the  more 
they  showed  themselves  more  foul  in 
their  language  and  behavior  than 
they  really  were.  They  nicknamed 
him  ''Saint  Aloysius"  not  out  of  re- 
spect but  for  the  derision.  Some 
people  even  pitied  his  mother  for 
having  such  a  son  who  blushed  so 
easily  and  seemed  to  be  so  dull. 

His  father  Einaldo  Ferrini,  gentle 
and  genial  and  dignified,  was  Pro- 
fessor of  a  Polytechnic.  He  taught 
classes  and  wrote  treatises  in  scien- 
tific subjects.  But  he  left  the  management  of  the  house  and 
the  care  of  the  children  entirely  to  his  wife  Luigia  Buccellati. 

The  great  event  of  Contardo's  boyhood  was  his  first  Com- 
munion, which,  as  was  customary  then,  he  made  at  the  age  of 
twelve  on  April  20th,  1871.  He  speaks  of  his  first  Communion 
as  the  date  of  his  conversion.  By  this  he  meant  a  new  sense  of 
freedom,  of  sorrow  for  his  faults  and  a  deep  joy  in  God.    He 
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passed  from  performing  scattered  acts  of  piety  into  a  state  in 
which  everything  found  its  place  as  a  part  of  a  single  harmony. 
It  would  seem  that  at  his  first  Communion  he  had  some  mysti- 
cal experience  which  altered  his  whole  life,  but  he  took  it  to  be 
the  normal  effect  of  first  Communion,  namely,  that  others  also 
found  in  it  the  same  sweetness  and  the  same  feeling  of  union 
with  God  that  he  did.  At  least  from  his  fourteenth  year  on- 
wards he  communicated  daily,  a  practice  unusual  iii  those  days. 
He  also  joined  with  his  father  the  Confraternity  of  the  Blessed 
Sacrament. 

In  the  year  1876  he  went  to  the  University  of  Pavia  and 
boarded  in  the  Borromeo  College.  Here  he  also  suffered  the 
jeers  and  derisions  of  his  co-boarders.  He  was  always  so  at- 
tentive at  the  lectures  in  the  University :  he  was  seen  in  the  cha- 
pel kneeling  before  the  Blessed  Sacrament :  he  even  refused  to 
take  part  in  or  to  listen  to  conversations  which  were  not  edify- 
ing. After  a  while  though  he  became  spiritual  enough  to  reap 
happiness  from  the  pain  caused  him  by  his  schoolmates.  It  was 
a  period  of  sharp  trial  for  the  Church  in  Italj',  the  period  of  Re- 
sorgimento,  of  the  capture  of  Rome  from  the  Pope  and  of  the 
Pope's  withdrawal  Avithin  the  Vatican.  Catholics  who  lived  up 
to  their  i-eligion  and  maintained  their  sul)missiou  to  the  teach- 
ing of  the  Church  Avere  accused  of  being  anti-patriotic.  One 
cannot  have  two  masters,  they  were  told,  one  cannot  serve  the 
Cbureli  and  State  at  the  same  time.  A  Catholic  needed  to  be 
firm  to  his  principles,  to  be  at  once  obedient  to  his  spiritual 
superiors  and  also  patriotic^  to  follow  the  line  of  duty  in  both 
spheres.  Contardo  kept  his  balance  all  through  life  and  never 
faltered.  He  also  met  with  a  few  3'oung  men  at  school  who 
shared  the  same  sentiments  as  his  own  and  they  became  great 
friends  not  only  in  school  but  as  long  as  they  lived.  He  Avrote : 
''What  a  blessed  apostolate  is  that  of  a  good  life,  more  beauti- 
ful than  the  apostolate  of  preaching,  onl.v  less  beautiful  than 
the  apostolate  of  prayer."  A  note  in  the  report  of  the  Rector 
of  the  Borromeo  for  the  year  1878  reads:  "Signor  Contardo 
Ferrini  is  a  .voung  man  who  is  to  be  recommended  from  every 
point  of  view.    He  deservi's  our  praise  and  perhaps  our  thanks 
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for  the  instant  good  example  he  has  given  to  all  his  companions." 
On  April  16,  1880,  Ferrini  ended  his  law  studies  at  Pavia 
by  submitting  a  thesis  on  "The  Legal  Knowledge  contained  in 
the  poems  of  Homer  and  Hesios,"  and  on  June  21  he  also  sub- 
mitted to  the  oral  examinations  required  by  the  University  Sta- 
tutes and  secured  full  marks.  In  the  same  year  having  won  a 
scholarship  he  went  to  Berlin  to  take  a  post  graduate  course. 
He  writes:  "Hardly  had  I  arrived  than  I  made  a  tour  of  the 
city,  found  the  University,  admired  the  Unter  den  Linden,  and 
finally  paid  a  visit  to  the  principal  Catholic  church  here,  that  of 
St.  Hedwig.  I  entered  it  and  went  into  a  chapel  and  saw  kneeling 
near  me  a  3'oung  man  of  my  own  age  :  he  was  praying  fervently. 
I  finished  my  prayers  and  went  over  to  him  and  spoke  a  few 
words  to  him.  He  was  amazingly  kind  to  me.  He  found  me  a 
room,  made  himself  my  companion  for  the  first  days,  patiently 
helped  me  to  practise  my  German  on  him.  and  introduced  me — 
which  was  nicest  of  all— to  several  Catholic  students."' 

In  Berlin,  he  became  well  acquainted  with  his  professors 
and  they  liked  him  as  he  did  them,  and  considering  their  life 
he  resolved  that  a  professional  life  would  suit  him  better  than 
the  rush  and  tumble  of  the  courts.  At  that  time  Berlin  Univer- 
sity under  the  direction  of  Theodor  Mommsen  (he  died  1903) 
had  acquired  a  European  reputation  as  a  school  for  the  study 
of  ancient  law.  The  Italians  were  not  a  little  hurt  to  see  that 
their  inheritance  of  ancient  Roman  law  had  been  taken  from 
them.  Ferrini  decided  he  would  bring  back  to  Italy  that  lost 
inheritance.  He  had  been  trained  in  the  preliminary  studies 
necessary  for  his  purpose.  Of  the  modern  languages  he  spoke 
German  fluently  and  he  could  read  French,  Spanish,  English, 
and  Dutch.  Of  the  ancient  languages  he  knew  Latin,  Greek  and 
Hebrew.  While  in  Berlin  he  even  began  to  write  books,  though 
he  did  not  publish  them  until  he  returned  home.  Back  from 
Berlin  in  the  year  1883  the  authorities  of  his  Alma  Mater,  the 
University  of  Pavia,  created  a  new  chair  for  him  "for  the  study 
of  the  exegesis  of  the  sources  of  Roman  Law."  But  he  was  not 
on  a  par  with  other  professors.  He  was  allowed  to  teach  Ro- 
man law  as  an  adjunct  to  the  regular  law  course.    They  called 
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his  position  "Libera  Doeeiiza"  which  was  a  permission  given  to 
edited  his  books  "T/ic  Rights  of  BuriaV^  and  "Teofilo"  which 
to  sciences  ah-eady  taught  by  others  on  a  special  part  of  them. 

His  professorial  work  took  up  most  of  his  time,  but  he  also 
edited  kishook^" The  Rights  of  Burial"  and  "Teofilo"  which 
latter  is  the  great  paraphrase  of  the  code  of  Emperor  Justinian. 
He  was  affable  and  gentle  with  his  pupils  and — so  rare  in  pro- 
fessors it  would  seem — never  sarcastic.  Daily  Mass  and  Com- 
munion and  his  daily  visit  to  the  Blessed  Sacrament  were  part 
of  his  life,  but  his  da}-  was  too  full  of  his  legal  work  to  allow 
him  much  time  for  other  exercises  of  devotion.  No  piety  was 
allowed  to  interfere  with  his  duty.  His  other  publications 
" Storia  delle  fonti  del  diritto  romano"  (1885),  '^11  dirrito  ro- 
mano"  (1885)  and  "Diritto  peiude  rometno"  (1888)  were  evi- 
dence of  his  learning  and  of  his  ethical  view  of  law  as  a  noble 
art  and  science  to  secure  not  only  peace  amongst  men,  but  a 
positive  inspiration  towards  a  richer  and  fuller  life.  During 
his  twenty  years  of  active  life  he  published  over  two  liundred 
works  of  every  kind,  books,  articles,  reviews,  etc. 

In  1887  he  was  transferred  to  the  Universitj'  of  INIessina. 
Here  the  students  disliked  him  because  lie  made  them  work. 
Orlando,  who  at  this  writing  is  still  li\-ing  and  who  has  been 
several  times  member  of  the  Italian  Goverinnent  and  was  a  fel- 
low professor  with  Perrini  at  j\Iessina  some  years  later,  said  of 
Ferrini :  "The  students  were  discontented  witli  him  because  of 
the  severity — not  of  his  way,  but  of  his  system  of  teaching." 
The  newspapers  made  fun  of  him  and  even  under  pressure  at- 
tacked him.  And  so  he  wanted  to  go  away  from  Messina.  In 
1899  there  was  a  vacant  law  chair  at  the  famous  University  of 
Bologna.  He  wrote  test  examinations  in  competition  with  oth- 
ers but  although  lie  was  the  best  qualified  foi-  the  post,  the  pos- 
ition was  given  to  another  man.  His  friends  wished  to  protest, 
but  he  begg.'^d  them  to  leave  things  alone.  He  was  at  peace  with 
the  Divine  AVill. 

That  very  year  the  Universities  of  Parma  and  ]\Iodena  both 
petitioned  the  Government  for  him  to  be  sent  to  them:  Hearing 
this  Messina  at  once  petitioned  the  Government  to  leave  him 
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witli  them.  The  ^linister  of  Justice  advised  him  to  give  up 
Parma  and  aerept  Modena.  but  with  tlie  proviso  that  he  should 
remain  in  Messina  one  more  year.  He  taught  at  Modena  four 
years,  1890-04.  In  1894  he  moved  again  to  Pavia.  In  this  year 
died  Carlo  Zacharia  Von  Lingental,  ("ontardo's  professor  in 
Germany.  Just  before  ids  deatli  lie  handed  over  to  Ferrini  all 
his  manuscripts.  This  request  was  the  tribute  of  the  most  learn- 
ed man  in  Euro])e  in  that  particular  field  of  law  to  Ferrini  who 
by  now  held  unchallenged  supremacy  in  the  fie^ld  in  Italy. 

As  a  professor  he  was  now  a  success.  "Experience  taught 
me — he  wrote  in  the  preface  of  a  book,  the  Digesto — that  in  lec- 
turing it  is  essential  to  aim  at  the  greatest  possible  simplicity 
of  expression  and  that  the  continual  mention  of  writers,  books 
and  controversies  only  create  confusion  in  the  miiuls  of  the 
students  and  prevent  the  clear  understanding  of  fundamentals. 
Henc-e  my  teaching  tends  to  become  clearer  and  more  metho- 
dical each  year."  His  pupils  also  confirmed  this  and  proclaim- 
ed his  marvelous  clarity  of  expression.  His  facility  of  speech, 
his  elegance  of  thought  made  his  teaching  so  simple  that  at  first 
his  hearers  were  ignorant  of  how  much  i-eading  and  thought 
had  gone  to  build  it  up. 

His  mother  was  anxious  that  he  should  marry  and  to  this 
effect  several  times  invited  girls  to  her  hoiLse  that  her  son  may 
get  interested  in  some  one  of  them,  but  she  did  not  succeed, 
nor  were  mothers  with  marriageable  girls  more  successful  when 
introducing  their  girls  to  him.  One  mother  had  two  daughters  : 
she  persuaded  Contardo  to  take  them  for  a  mountain  excursion 
hoping  that  he  might  become  interested  in  one  of  them.  Later 
on  when  she  asked  him  which  of  the  two  he  preferred  his  aii- 
sw-er  was :  the  third. 

THE  MEANS  OF  HOLINESS 

His  methods  to  holiness  were  the  common  ones.  Every  day 
he  said  his  prayers  and  made  his  meditation.  Every  two  weeks 
went  to  confession  waiting  his  turn  patiently  in  the  line  of 
penitents.  In  the  Holy  Sacrifice  of  the  ]\rass  he  found  his  chief 
inspiration.    He  loved  to  be  united  to  God  in  Holy  Communion. 
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His  Bible  was  a  perpetual  treasure  store  for  him ;  he  read  and 
reread  it.  Besides  Scriptures  he  read  much  of  the  Imitation 
of  Christ :  he  never  omitted  his  Rosary.  He  and  his  friends 
were  much  impressed  by  the  Encyclical  of  Leo  XIII  which 
recommended  to  the  world  the  Third  Order  of  St.  Fi-ancis  as 
an  offset  to  the  greed  for  wealth  and  comfort  which  was  de- 
stroj-ing"  the  social  order  of  the  day.  For  that  reason  he  and 
some  of  his  friends  joined  the  Third  Order  in  Milan  in  the  year 
1886.  He  also  actively  participated  in  the  works  of  the  St.  Vin- 
cent de  Paul  Society  and  loved  to  be  of  help  amongst  the  poor. 
But  the  Holy  Eucharist  was  undoubtedly  for  him  the  centre  of 
his  mystical  life.  "What  wonderful  words  are  these:  He  that 
eateth  my  flesh  and  drinketh  my  blood  abideth  in  me  and  I  in 
him.  How  these  words  always  comfort  my  soul,  how  they 
strengthen  it,  how  they  give  it  joy!— I  long  (as  You  also  have 
longed  ever  since  I  was  born)  for  You  to  give  Yourself  to  me 
whereby  I  shall  be  raised  from  ni}^  nothingness  to  share  in 
Your  infinite  being." 

It  was  God  to  whom  his  life  wholly  and  consciouslj'  turned. 
He  was  enamoured  of  God :  ' '  We  are  aware  of,  we  desire,  the  In- 
finite. It  is  a  reality  alive  and  personal,  the  first  of  all  things, 
the  being  of  beings,  the  highest  of  all  joys — from  Him  we  came, 
to  Him  we  go^  in  Him  we  hope,  we  shall  see  Him  in  the  ending 
of  our  mortalities,  j'ct  this  infinite  God  is  also  Our  Father." 
Yet  it  must  be  owned  that  there  was  little  that  an  observer 
could  call  extraordinary  in  his  spiritual  life.  There  are  no  re- 
cords of  visions  or  raptures  or  miracles  or  prophecies.  His  only 
sanctity  was  within. 

Soon  after  Contardo  was  born  his  father,  for  the  sake  of 
his  wife  and  child,  bought  a  house  at  Suna  on  Lake  ]\Iaggiore. 
This  was  to  be  the  most  permanent  centre  of  the  family  life, 
here  at  the  end  Contardo  was  to  die.  During  the  Summer  holi- 
days the  Ferrini  family  repaired  to  Suna:  the  beautiful  lake 
was  in  front  of  the  house  and  the  Alps  right  behind  it.  Con- 
tardo and  his  friends  spent  their  leisure  time  swimming  and 
boating  or  climbing  the  mountains.  He  enjoyed  both  the  water 
and  the  mountains.    He  became  quite  an  expert  both  at  swim- 
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miiig"    and  at  climbing.     "I  am  in  love  with  this  marvelous 
country"  he  had  written  to  one  of  his  friends. 

In  August,  1902,  Contardo  wrote  from  Suna :  "I  was  caught 
with  the  thorns  of  examinations  and  prize-giviijgs.  I  came  out 
here  on  July  10th  more  dead  than  alive  through  fatigue  and  the 
great  heat."  His  strength  was  failing  and  he  sought  to  recover  it 
by  gentle  walks  along  the  hills.  On  one  occasion  he  felt  sud- 
denly ill,  was  in  great  pain  but  refused  some  pick-me-up  his 
companions  ofifered  to  him.  Instead  he  knelt  down  to  drink  at 
a  stream  of  water.  Within  two  weeks  he  developed  typhus. 
Was  it  the  stream?  The  doctors  thought  so.  Contardo  was  cer- 
tainly far  too  weak  in  health  to  be  able  to  resist  any  infection 
that  reached  him.  At  the  beginning  of  October  lie  had  to  go  to 
bed:  the  doctors  could  not  do  anything;  the  parish  priest  was 
called  and  anointed  him  but  did  not  give  him  Holy  Communion 
because  he  seemed  only  half-conscious.  Nurses  took  good  care 
of  him  night  and  day.  The  parish  priest  returned  and  gave 
him  the  usual  papal  blessing  in  articulo  mortis.  It  was  clear 
that  the  end  was  not  far  off.  On  October  17,  the  priests  and  his 
family  were  by  him :  he  lifted  his  hands  a  little,  opened  his  eyes 
widely,  smiled  and  fell  slowly  into  the  arms  of  death.  He  was 
buried  according  to  his  wishes  in  the  little  cemeterv  of  Suna. 


Oh !  by  all  thy  peaceful  years, 

By  all  the  dangers  run, 

By  all  the  joys,  by  all  the  fears, 

For  ]\Iary  and  her  Son ; 

Oh  !  by  thy  peaceful  failing  breath 

Jesus  and  Marj'  nigli ; 

Be  with  us,  Joseph,  at  our  death. 

And  help  us  all  to  die.     Amen. 

Brian  O'Higgins 
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THE  PLAY  MUST  GO  ON 

By  M.  S.  KEENAN 

THIS  little  story  tells  us  of  a  heroism,     quite  common  to 
most  men,  sometimes  instinctive,  which  we  are  not  often 
called  upon  to  witness. 

At  the  beginning  of  this  century  a  Canadian  actor,  well 
known  in  the  United  States  as  well  as  Canada,  was  playing  with 
his  own  company  in  a  large  theatre  in  Cincinnati,  Ohio.  It 
Avas  a  matinee,  so  the  audience  was  mostly  composed  of  the  very 
3^oung  and  very  old. 

The  play  was  on.  Our  Comedian  was  disporting  himself 
as  "The  Yellow  Kid"— a  fictional  personality  of  a  comic-strip 
of  the  day.  The  briglit  costume,  his  antics,  gyrations,  facial 
grimaces,  and  the  rippling  lines  of  his  comic  song  delighted 
the  audience. 

Suddenly  he  glanced  up  at  the  enormous  suspended  electrical 
dome  that  eano])ied  the  greater  portion  of  the  ceiling  like  a 
huge  inverted  hemi.sphere  where  myriads  of  rainbow  lights  in 
symmetrical  formations  glittered,  transforming  the  vast  theatre 
into  a  fairyland. 

Once  again  in  the  joy  of  vocal  expression,  he  threw  back  his 
head  so  his  face  was  almost  parallel  to  the  ceiling.  Fear  and 
foreboding  made  his  blood  freeze,  for  a  fine  dust  was  falling 
silently  from  the  brilliant  dome  and  the  dust  was  steadily  in- 
creasing in  density.  Then  seeing  fragments  of  plaster  and 
cement  falling,  the  actor  realized  the  situation.  His  one  thought 
was  to  hold  the  attention  of  the  audience  before  him,  from  what 
inevitably  must  happen.  With  no  thought  of  self  preservation 
but  like  a  true  showman  he  sang  as  he  had  never  sung  before, 
thrilling  the  audienee.  It  was  not  for  long,  w'ith  a  tremendous 
roar,  the  great  dome  fell  smashing  all  beneath  it  and  plunging 
the  theatre  into  total  darkness. 

A  terrible  silence  followed  the  deafening  crash;  then  agon- 
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izing  cries  filled  the  building.  The  soot-covered  "Yellow  Kid" 
comedian  was  electrified  into  action.  Through  the  proscenium 
arch  backstage  he  ran  to  the  dressing  rooms  in  the  dark  and 
fumbling  at  the  door,  managed  to  open  it.  Inside  a  woman  and  a 
little  girl  huddled  together  in  great  fear  and  he  reassured 
them,  commanding  them  not  to  leave  where  they  were  until  he 
came  for  them.  Back  he  ran  out  to  the  front  of  the  stage, 
dropped  down  into  tlie  auditorium,  to  continue  all  night  the 
heroic  work  of  rescue. 

F()]'  hours  he  toiled  in  si)ite  of  his  badly  injured  legs  and  the 
constant  dread  of  fire  which  might  start  from  live  wires  in  the 
aisles.  Gruesome  sights  added  to  the  hon-ors:  one  woman  was 
completely  severed  when  the  dome  came  down,  while  the  man 
be.side  her  escaped  uninjured  by  a  hair'^s  breadth. 

Toward  morniug  the  actor  stood  in  the  centre  of  the  desert- 
ed theatre  now  littered  with  clothing  and  remnants  of  equip- 
ment, peering  into  the  grey  dusk  to  see  if  any  had  been  over- 
looked. Hearing  a  low  sobbing,  he  groped  toward  the  sound  to 
find  a  little  frail  old  lady.  Stooping  down  the  comedian  took 
her  arm  and  asked  if  she  were  hurt  or  if  he  could  be  of  service 
to  her.  Assisting  her  up,  she  begged  him  to  find  her  little 
grand-son.  She  did  not  want  to  leave  without  him.  Just  then  a 
.soft  rustling  sound  was  heard  and  a  little  head  was  thrust  out 
from  beneath  a  seat.  The  boy  had  crawled  under  the  wreckage 
down  the  full  length  of  the  floor,  .so  afraid  wa.s  he  to  emerge 
into  the  open  theatre.  The  two  embraced  midst  tears  of  joy  and 
the  little  old  lady  held  the  boy's  small  hand  tightly  as  they 
were  both  removed  to  safety. 

Cincinnati  was  shocked  at  this  terrible  catastrophe.  A  bright 
afternoon's  promise  of  joy  and  amusement  had  ended  in  a 
night  of  horror  and  death  for  many  of  its  citizens. 

What  happened  to  the  brave  actor  in  the  grotesque  clown 
suit,  whose  heroism  had  helped  so  many?  In  the  cold  grey 
dawn  of  that  unhappy  morning,  backstage  he  went  to  claim 
his  Avife  and  little  daughter.  They  had  obediently  remained 
in  their  dressing  room  to  await  his  coming.  It  seems  a  very 
long  time  ago— for  that  actor  was  my  father. 
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WHY  THE    IRISH   LOVE  THE  FRIARS 


Bv  FRANK  J.  McGILLY 


I 


RELAND  is  a  country  uni- 
versally famed  for  her  re- 
spect for   the   clergy.    A   re- 
kSS  ^__.^__.      -^y-sf  ligious  habit  is  a  pas.sport  to 

fffK^^^i^^^^___^^___  welcome  in  the  Emerald  Isle 

'mi^^iSmiaHmnatasi^  and  the  brown  habit  of  the 

Franciscan  Friars  is  beloved 
by  all.  There  is  a  reason  for 
til  is.  It  goes  back  a  long, 
long  way  into  time. 

In  the  early  part  of  the 
seventeenth  century,  St.  An- 
thony's College  in  Louvain, 
Belgium,  had  become  fam- 
ous as  a  religious  and  cultural  centre.  It  was  the  home  of  then 
exiled  Irish  Franciscans,  banished  from  their  homeland  by  the 
English  invaders.  Among  these  exiles  were  two  priests  with 
one  dream. — Friar  Patrick  Fleming  and  Friar  Hugh  Ward.  The 
one  dream  was  the  collection  and  compilation  of  the  complete 
lives  of  all  the  Irish  saints — a  weighty  task. 

These  two  men  were  kept  far  too  busy  with  their  labors 
for  the  Order  to  do  much  concrete  work  on  their  i^roject;  all 
they  accomplished  was  the  publication  of  a  few  small,  unim- 
portant volumes.  But,  as  the  saying  goes,  they  set  the  ball  roll- 
ing, and  it  is  doubtful  that  the  Avork  would  have  reached  the 
proportions  it  did  without  them. 


COMMEMORATIVE   STAMP 

For    the    Glory    of    God    and    the 
Honour  of  Ireland 


EDITOR'S    NOTE:    The  above    commemorative    stamp  issued 
by  the  Minister  for  Posts  and  Telegraphs,  Ireland,  has  renewed  inter- 
est in  the  Four  Masters  so  it  may  be  oppoi'tune  to  publish  a  short 
review  of  the  special  work  of  one  of  them  Michael  O'Clery,  a  truly 
great  historian. 
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To  make  a  long  story  shorty  they  enlisted  the  aid  of  Broth- 
er Michael  O'Clery  (O'Cleirigh),  a  born-and-bred  Irish  histor- 
ian who,  despite  his  fine  education,  entered  the  Order  as  a 
humble  lay  brother  (there  are  several  cases  of  this  in  the  history 
of  the  Order). 

Ted  (Thaddeus)  O'Cleirigh  was  born  in  Donegal  in  the 
latter  part  of  the  sixteenth  century.  From  youth  he  was  train- 
ed in  history,  which  was  the  chief  occupation  of  his  clan.  He 
attained  the  title  of  "Ollav"  in  liistoi-y,  which  roughly  corres- 
ponds to  a  doctorate  of  today,  and  so  was  well  prepared  for  this 
life's  work.  At  an  early  age  he  enlisted  in  the  Spanish  army ; 
but  little  is  known  of  his  military  career.  We  ma}'  be  sure  that 
the  qualities  of  which  he  gave  unmistakable  evidence  in  later 
life  made  him  a  fine  soldier.  The  fact  that  he  held  a  commis- 
sion speaks  well  for  his  soldierly  ability. 

First  association  of  the  name  of  O'Clery  with  the  Marty- 
rology  is  found  when  we  read  that  he  was  asked  some  question 
about  one  of  the  lesser  Irish  saints :  Friars  Fleming  and  "Ward 
must  have  been  acquainted  with  the  brother's  talent.  A  few 
years  after  this  episode,  Friar  Michael  O'Clery  was  sent  to  Ire- 
land to  complete  the  task  begum  by  the  dead  Fleming  and  the 
enthusiastic  Ward. 

The  choice  of  ^Michael  O'Clery  for  this  mission  was  a  happy 
one.     The  man  was  excellently  equipped  for  his  duties. 

In  the  fii'st  place,  he  knew  his  subject  thoroughly.  He  knew 
the  brands  of  authenticity  in  the  books  of  history,  and  he  knew 
where  to  find  the  most  authoritative  books. 

Secondly,  he  had  an  overwhelming  devotion  to  his  task. 
When  we  consider  the  tremendous  hardships  he  faced,  we 
will  realize  that  no  common  zeal  could  spur  a  man  to  such  great 
efforts. 

O'Clery  landed  on  the  shores  of  Donegal  with  little  more 
than  his  ardor  and  ability,  and  he  set  out  to  do  his  work. 

Ireland  was  overrun  by  the  Protestant  English  at  the  time, 
and  if  ever  a  religious  group  was  persecuted,  it  was  the  Catholic 
clergv  of  Ireland  in  the  earlv  seventeenth  centurv.    Monaster- 
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ies  \vere  robbed  and  razed.  Their  occupants  were  martyred,  or 
at  best  they  escaped;  and  thos^  who  did  escape  were  hounded 
and  hunted  and  driven  about  the  country  like  rabbits.  In  some 
parts  of  the  land,  the  communities  managed  to  stay  together; 
in  fact,  quite  a  number  were  able  to  steal  back  to  their  pillaged 
homes  and  recommence  their  works  of  piety. 

Into  this  hazardous  situation  stepped  Michael  O'Clery. 
Travelling  here  and  there  across  the  country  "on  foot"  he  as- 
sembled what  he-  could  of  the  ancient  books  of  Ireland.  Patient- 
ly he  copied  out  volume  after  volume,  secretly  sending  his 
work  to  Louvain.  It  was  no  swift  process.  He  was  forced  to 
conceal  all  his  movements.  He  always  had  to  be  ready  to  gather 
his  books  and  papers  and  flee  at  a  moment's  notice.  But  in 
spite  of  these  and  other  difficulties,  the  Avork  progressed. 

In  time  he  enlisted  the  aid  of  three  other  friars  well  versed  in 
history.  These  men.  all  of  them  experts  in  the  field  of  history^ 
were  of  great  assistance  to  O'Clery.  The  names  of  these  men 
were  :  Peregrine  O'Clery ;  Peregrine  Duignan  and  Ferf  essa  Mul- 
conry.  AVith  Michael  O'Clery,  they  made  up  the  "Four  Masters" 
as  they  are  called  with  respect  for  their  excellence. 

The  products  of  O'Clery's  indefatigable  industry  are,  of 
course,  too  numerous  to  mention.  The  most  famous  is  the  Marty- 
rology  of  Donegal,  a.  complete  list  of  the  saints  of  O'Clery's 
home  county.  Several  other  important  Martyrologies  testify 
to  the  scope  of  the  small  group's  great  efforts. 

After  completing  his  monumental  Martyrologies,  O'Clery 
turned  to  another  formidable  task;  a  history  of  Ireland  from 
earliest  times.  This  man  and  his  three  associates  thus  under- 
took one  of  the  most  forbidding  research  programs  of  all  time. 
By  raking  up  all  the  ancient  records  they  could  lay  their  hands 
on^  they  pieced  together  the  glorious  history  of  Ireland;  and 
these  same  records  yielded  considerable  knowledge  of  other 
European  lands  too. 

O'Clery  had  one  habit  which  makes  him  unique  among  his- 
torians: he  used  to  make  little  marginal  notes  to  his  writings, 
referring  to  the  condition  of  the  particular  material  he   was 
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copying.  Such  notes  a.s,  freely  translated,  "This  writing  from 
which  I  am  copying  is  almost  illegible,"  appear  frequently  in 
his  own  writings.  They  give  us  an  idea  of  one  more  difficulty 
under  which  the  man  labored. 


BROTHER  MICHAEL  UCLERY 


AVhen  Michael  O'Clery  wrote  his  last  word,  he  finished  a 
work  for  which  historians  Irish  and  otherwise,  will  be  forever 
indebte-d  to  him. 

It  was  fortunate  that  O'Clery  completed  his  task  when  he 
did^  for  not  long  afterwards  the  Cromwellite  hordes  descended 
on  Ireland  and  scattered  to  the  four  Avinds  all  the  writings 
they  could  find. 

"Without  the  dream,  of  Ward  and  Fleming,  and  the  diligent 
toil  of  the  Four  Masters,  the  Irish  race  would  have  lost  the 
memory  of  the  splendid  history  of  which  it  is  so  justly  proud. 
Ireland's  past  would  be  shrouded  in  mystery,   only  made   the 
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more  opaque  by  myths  and  legends,  and  a  nation  without  a  past 
is  a  nation  without  pride. 

Without  the  fruits  of  the  labors  of  the  P^our  Masters,  we 
would  have  to  content  ourselves  with  a  perfunctory  glance 
through  the  key-hole  of  Irish  history.  With  the  taste  of  those 
fruits  in  our  mouths,  we  are  empowered  to  pronounce  a  Gaelic 
"Open,  Sesame."'  and  the  gates  open  wide,  and  we  can  thrill 
to  the  supreme  splendor  of  Irish  antiquity. 


"The  slowly  moving  line  of  priests  down  through  the 
Chapel  of  St.  Patrick's  College  is  never-ending ;  it  goes  into  the 
four  provinces  of  Ireland;  it  crosses  the  seas  into  neighbour- 
ing England  and  Scotland,  and  the  greater  seas  into  the  Amer- 
icas and  Australia,  and  Africa  and  China ;  it  covers  the  whole 
earth  ;  it  goes  wherever  man  has  gone,  into  the  remotest  regions 
of  the  world;  it  is  unbroken,  it  is  ever  i-enewing  itself  at  the 
High  Altar  in  Maynooth,  and  setting  out  again  before  the  fath- 
ers and  mothers  of  Ireland,  whose  eyes  are  dim  at  the  sight  of 
it  .  .  .  ." 
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MEDICAL   BENEFITS  FROM 
ATOMIC   ENERGY 

By  PROFESSOR  JAMES   FRANCK 

SINCE  tlie  iiimouncemeiit  of  the  first  atomic  bomb,  a  great 
(leal  has  been  said  about  the  destructive  power  of  the  new 
explosive.  But  there  is  also  a  constructive  aspect  of  the  Atomic 
age.  Two  questions  present  themselves.  First,  will  our  new-found 
ability  to  tap  the  energy  within  the  atom  promote  progress  in 
biochemistry  and  medicine?  Second,  can  important  beneticial 
results  be  expected  in  the  near  future?  My  answer  to  both 
questions  is  "yes."  We  may  look  for  rapid  and  important 
benefits^  provided  we  keep  scientific  progress  from  being  stifled 
by  considerations  of  military  security.  Let  me  tell  you  why  I 
take  this  optimistic  view. 

All  matter  is  compo.sed  of  atoms.  Every  atom  contains  a 
small  but  massive  atomic  kernel,  the  nucleus,  which  itself  is  made 
of  heavy  particles  closely  bound  together.  Revolving  about  this 
nucleus  are  a  number  of  light-weight  particles  known  as  elect- 
rons. Each  of  these  two  part«  of  the  atom  may  be  altered.  First, 
the  arrangement  of  the  surrounding  electrons  may  be  changed ; 
chemical  reactions  belong  in  this  class  of  process.  Second,  the 
particles  within  the  nucleus  may  be  rearranged ;  such  rearrange- 
ments are  called  nuclear  changes.  Whenever  a  change  occurs, 
energy  i'S  either  absorbed  or  released. 

If  the  change  is  .such  that  makes  the  system  more  stable, 
energy  is  released — just  as  energy  is  released  when  a  stone  in 
an  unstable  position  on  a  mountainside  rolls  to  a  more  stable 
position  farther  down  the  slope. 

Chemical  reactions,  as  already  stated,  involve  only  rearrange- 
ments of  the  looseh'  bound  electrons  in  the  outer  part  of  the 
atom.  Up  to  now,  such  changes  have  been  the  most  important 
everyday  source  of  the  burning  of  coal,  furnish  great  quantities 
of    energy    for    industry.      But   the  large   amount   of  energv 
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thus  produced  is  due  to  the  fact  that  countless  billions 
of  atoms  react  within  a  .short  time.  The  energy  contributed 
by  a  single  atom  in  a  chemical  reaction  is  very  tiny  in  amount. 

Nuclear  changes  are  different.  Here  it  is  not  the  loosely 
bound  electrons  which  are  shifting  their  positions,  but  the  build- 
ing stones  of  the  nucleus.  These  are  held  together  by  tremen- 
dous forces  and.  consequently,  even  when  they  rearrange  only 
slightly,  the  amount  of  energy  released  may  be  enormous. 
Perhaps  the  most  familiar  example  of  a  nuclear  change  is  that 
involved  in  radioactivity,  such  a-s  occurs  when  an  atom  of 
radium  shoots  out  an  alpha  particle.  The  energy  released  by  a 
single  atom  undergoing  a  radioactive  change  is  about  one  mil- 
lion timas  as  great  as  the  energy  released  by  a  single  atom  under- 
going chemical  change. 

Still  more  powerful  is  the  nuclear  change  known  as  fission, 
the  process  utilized  in  the  atomic  bomb.  Here  the  nucleus  is 
profoundly  altered.  It  splits  into  fragments  in  such  a  way  that 
the  energy  released  is  a  hundred  times  as  great  as  the  energy 
released  by  a  radio-active  change.  Thus,  radioactivity  pro- 
duces a  million  times  as  much  energy  as  doe-s  chemical  reaction, 
and  fission  produces  a  hundred  million  times  as  much  per  atom. 

Part  of  the  energy  relea.sed  by  fission  is  in  the  form  of 
powerful  radiations.  Moreover,  the  fragments  of  the  split 
nucleus  are  not  quite  stable.  They  are  therefore  radioactive, 
and  emit  additional  penetrating  rays.  These  rays  are  danger- 
ous. A  man  exposed  even  for  a  few  seconds  to  those  produced 
by  a  single  unshielded  nuclear  power  unit  would  surely  die. 
That  i.s  why  such  a  unit  must  be  surrounded  by  walls  several 
yards  thick. 

The  destructive  power  of  the  radiations  is  ea.sy  to  undei- 
stand.  AVhen  these  radiations  are  absorbed  by  matter,  their 
energy  is  taken  up  by  the  loosely  bound  electrons  responsible 
for  the  structure  of  chemical  compounds.  Thus,  the  radiation 
from  a  single  disintegrating  nucleus  is  sufficient  to  change  the 
structure  of  hundreds  of  thousands  of  molecules.  This  pro- 
cess plays  havoc  with  the  delicately  balanced  chemistry  of  living 
tissues. 
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The  radiations  produced  by  fission,  thouyh  dangerous,  may 
nevertheless  prove  to  be  the  most  important  gift  of  the  new 
scientific  development.  A  knife  can  be  used  not  only  to  kill 
but  to  cure.  The  radiations  from  radium  and  X-ray  are  also 
dangerous,  but  the  miraculoUvS  results  achieved  by  using  them 
against  cancer  are  well  known.  Atomic  power  plants  provide 
the  means  of  magnifying  and  possibly  of  multiplying  many 
times  such  applications  in  the  treatment  of  disease. 

Another  by-product  of  an  atomic  power  plant  is  an  im- 
mensely increased  supply  of  radioactive  isotopes— atoms  of  the 
same  chemical  element  which  differs  in  atomic  weight.  Some 
isotopes  are  radioactive.  That  is,  their  nuclei  are  unstable,  and 
may  at  any  moment  release  radioactive  energy.  It  is  possible 
to  produce  a  radioactive  isotope  of  almost  every  chemical  ele- 
ment. Carbon,  iodine,  phosphorus,  and  other  elements  which 
are  natural  constituents  of  our  bodies  may  thus  be  rendered 
temporarily  i-adioaetive.  And  while  they  are  radioactive,  they 
may  be  used  in  the  treatment  of  disease. 

The  thyroid  gland,  for  example,  selectively  absorbs  from 
the  blood  .stream  compounds  containing  iodine.  So  the  attempt 
has  been  made  to  treat  the  thyroid  di.sease  known  as  goiter  by 
introducing,  into  the  body,  compounds  containing  a  radio- 
active isotope  of  iodine.  Perhaps  some  day  the  same  principle 
may  be  used  to  develop  a  successful  treatment  for  cancer.  The 
first  step  would  be  to  find  an  ordinary  chemical  compound 
which  is  selectively  ab.sorbed  by  cancer  cells.  The  next  step 
would  be  to  rebuild  this  compound,  replacing  some  of  the  atoms 
in  its  molecules  by  radioactive  isotopes.  Such  a  project  would 
require  long  and  careful  research. 

Radioactive  isotopes  have  also  been  used  to  trace  the  com- 
plicated sequences  of  chemical  reactions  which  take  place  within 
the  body.  Consider,  for  example,  the  process  by  which  -sugar  is 
used.  Sugar  serves  as  a  fuel.  In  the  body,  it  burns  and  yields 
energy— that  chemical  energy  which  was  mentioned  a  few 
moments  ago.  But  at  body  temperature,  the  ordinary  process 
of  combustion  is  too  slow  to  maintain  life.  On  the  other  hand 
the  body  temperature  cannot  be  increased  without  endangering 
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life.  So  the  combustion  of  sugar  must  somehow  be  accelerated 
at  body  temperature. 

For  this  purpose,  the  body  ha.s  developed  a  group  of  acceler- 
ators known  a-s  enzymes.  Each  enzyme  molecule  has  a  special 
task  which  it  performs  over  and  over  again,  like  a  workman  on 
an  assembly  line.  There  are  more  than  twenty  enzymes  engaged 
in  the  oxidation  of  sugar  within  the  body.  Some  remove  hydro- 
gen atoms  from  the  sugar  molecules;  others  split  off  carbon 
dioxide.  Tlius  with  enzyme-s  serving  as  the  activators  of  change, 
the  pr(  cess  <if  breaking  down  sugar  and  releasing  its  energy  pro- 
ceeds step  by  step. 

Tt  has  been  a  long  and  laboriou-s  task  to  unravel  this  sequence 
of  chemical  changes  by  which  sugar  is  burned  in  the  body,  but 
developments  in  this  field  have  recentlj'  been  greatly  aided  by 
the  use  of  radioactive  isotopes.  The  biochemists,  by  building 
radioactive  carbon  atoms  into  sugar  molecules,  have  shown  that 
the  Mrecking  of  these  molecules  is  accompanied  by  combination 
of  the  fragment  into  new  compounds.  A  similar  technique  has 
been  very  useful  in  exploring  the  method  by  which  plants,  under 
the  influence  of  sunlight,  produce  sugar. 

Here,  then,  are  two  benefits  that  we  can  confidently  expect 
from  the  development  of  nuclear  energy. 

First,  an  enormously  increased  supply  of  radiation  for  the 
ti-eatinent  of  diseases;  second,  a  prolific  source  of  radioactive 
isotopes  for  use  both  in  medical  therapj-  and  in  biochemical  re- 
search. And  there  are  other  possibilities.  As  a  matter  of  fact, 
the  new  sources  of  atomic  energy  offer  so  many  opportunities 
for  advance  that  we  are  now  facing  the  dawn  of  a  new  era  in 
cliemistrv  and  liioloiiv.  .  _ 
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ST.  PATRICK  IN  THE   OLD  CELTIC   MASS 

By  SIR  SHAXE  LESLIE 

WHAT  is  the  oldest  form  of  the  ]Mass  whicli  we  can  attri- 
but'e  to  the  Celtic  Church?  The  Book  of  Kells  is  ai\ 
illumination  of  the  Four  Gospels.  What  is  the  oldest  nuuiu- 
script  showing  the  Canon  of  the  Mass  as  used  by  the  old  Irish  in 
Ireland  or  in  Scotland? 

The  oldest  that  I  know  is  the  Drummond  ^lissal, 
a  famous  transcription  of  the  Latin  Mass  into  Irish 
characters.  Of  its  history  we  know  nothing  but  it  can 
only  have  been  written  in  Ireland  and  taken  th<:'nce  to 
Scotland  where  in  the  eighteenth  century  it  appears 
in  possession  of  the  Second  Duke  of  Perth. 

It  dates  as  script  from  the  eleventh  century,  so  it  is  getting 
on  for  its  thousandth  year^  and  being  written  on  vellum  is  like- 
ly to  survive  most  printed  books  on  paper.  The  Dukes  of  P^erth 
preserved  it  at  Drummond  Castle.  The  Dukes  were  Catholic 
and  Jacobite.  The  second  Duke  accompanied  King  James  to 
Ireland.  After  the  rebellion  of  1715  the  Duke  retired  to  Paris 
and  was  buried  in  the  Scots  College. 


The  Drummond  Missal  was  edited  in  1860  by  Bishop  Forbes  / 
and  then  it  disappeared.  There  seemed  no  means  of  seeing  it 
again.  My  excitement  may  be  imagined  when  I  found  it  in 
New  York  at  the  bottom  of  Mr,  J.  P.  Morgan's  safe  in  his 
famous  library  under  a  heap  of  manuscripts.  It  had  been  priv- 
ately purchased  (that  was  all  I  could  discover)  and  remains 
now  the  oldest  Missal  and  the  most  precious  Irish  Manuscript 
preserved  in  the  United  States. 

I  obtained  photographs  of  some  of  the  precious  pages  to 
prove  what  I  had  always  suspected  that  in  old  Irisli  Missals 
Saint  Patrick  figured  not  onlv  on  his  feast  dav  but  in  the  Canon 
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of  the  Mass  along  with  the  Apostles  and  was  iuvoked  every 
time  Mass  was  said.  Liturgists,  take  note  !  Owing  to  the  small 
space  allowed  by  velluni  the  sacred  words  were  liable  to  con- 
traction. 

The  photographed  pages  read  thus  in  Roman  letters:  .... 

COMOXICAXTES  ET  MEMORIA  VEXERAXTES  I  PMIS 
GLOSE  SMR  VIRGIXIS  MARIE  GEXETRICIS  DI  &  DM  XRI 
IHU  XPI  S  ET  BEATORU  APOSLORU  AC  MARTIRUM 
TUORU:\I  PETRI  PILIPPI  CLETI  PAULI  BARTHOLEMI 
CLEMATIS  AXDREE  :\IATIIEI  XIXTI  LACOBI  SIMOXIS 
CORXILI  JOIIxVXXIS  TATIIEI  CIPAXI  TOMAE  MATIilE 
LAUREXTI  LACOBI  LIXI  CSOGOXI 

So  far  the  names  correspond  to  the  present  Roman  Canon, 
but  there  are  surprises  on  the  next  page : 

JOHAXXIS 
ET  PAULI 
COSME 
ET  DAMIAXI 

These  are  additional — St.  Maitiu  of  Tours,  St.  Gregory,  St. 
Augustine,  St.  Benedict  and  ST.  PATRICK!  Represented  by 
these  letters : — 

:\IARTIXI 

GRIGORII 

AUGUSTIXI 

BEXEDICTI 

PRICII 

I  know  few  more  interesting  or  stirring  relics  from  the 
past.  But  how  many  Irish  priests  are  aware  that  St.  Patrick 
figured  in  the  Canon  of  the  Mass  with  Peter  and  Paul  ? 
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A  MIRACULOUS  STAIRCASE  IN  A 
MECHANICAL  AGE 

By  SISTER  MARY  PHILIBERT,  S.L. 


THE  repercussion  i-)rodueed  by  a  recent  Ripley  Believe  It 
Or  Not  story,  attributing  to  St.  Joseph  the  workmaaship 
of  a  stairway  in  a  Santa  Fe  chapel  is  an  indication  of  the 
increased  rigidity  of  American  mechanical  mindedness.  Stories 
of  miraculous  assist- 
ance given  to  convents 
through  the  interces- 
sion of  Saint  Joseph 
in  other  countries  are 
almost  as  numerous  as 
the  convents  them- 
selves. Th-eir  very 
number  and  universal- 
ity should  give  some 
grounds  for  faith  but 
the  attempt  to  intro- 
duce sufh  a  story  iu 
the  e  n  V  ironment 
which  is  ours  here  and 
now  will  not  pass 
without   a    challenge. 

The  Samarian  wo- 
man of  the  gospel 
story  was  modernly 
eaj)tious  when  she  in- 
quired of  Christ :  "Ai't 

thou  greater  than  our  father  Jacob,  who  gave  us  this  well?"' 
Satisfied  with  her  knowledge  of  the  origin  and  the  mechanical 
operation  of  the  well,  she  refused  to  accept  any  suggestion 
which  went  beyond  her  own  experience. 

The   legend   referred    to  by  Ripley    contains  few    details. 


Miraculous  Staircase  in  the  Convent  Chapel 

of  Our  Lady  of  Light.  Santa  Fe, 
Legend    identifies    the    unknoion    carpeyiter 
who  completed  the  stairs   ivith  St.  Joseph. 
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During  the  construetiou  of  the  convent  Chapel  of  Our  Lady 
of  Light  in  Santa  Fe  (1873-1878)  a  difficulty  came  up  about 
the  erection  of  a  stairway,  and  that  part  of  the  edifice  had  to 
be  discontinued.  Some  time  later  an  unknown  carpenter  came 
to  the  convent,  offered  his  services  and  erected  the  stairway. 
But  when  the  superior  of  the  convent  wished  to  pay  him,  he 
disappeared.  If  there  were  other  circumstances  which  at  the 
time  aroused  the  belief  that  it  was  St.  Joseph  who  had  been  the 
carpenter,  they  can  not  be  discovered  now.  Whatever  is  recorded 
in  the  annals  can  have  only  indirect  reference  to  any  miracle : 

The  Chapel  was  begun,  1873,  July  25.  Architect  Mr. 
Mouly.  The  men  commenced  to  cut  the  stone,  Jan.  19,  1874. 
1878,  April  25,  the  edifice  was  blessed. 

After  recording  the  ceremony  of  the  blessing,  the  annalist 
(Mother  Magdalen)   continues: 

"Two  years  ago  we  had  almost  abandoned  the  idea  of 
finishing  it.  Senor  Vicario  borrowed  the  money  and  finished  the 
work.  Its  erection  was  placed  under  the  protection  of  St. 
Joseph,  in  whose  honour  we  communicated  every  Wednesday 
that  he  might  assist  us.  Of  his  powerful  help  we  have  been 
Avitnesses  on  several  occasions." 

A  letter  soliciting  information  from  the  secretary  of  the 
Chancery  office  at  Sante  Fe  in  1937  brought  forth  the  most 
enlightening  information  gleaned  outside  the  convent  in  regard 
to  the  stairway : 

"I  got  in  touch  with  the  Enrique  Sanchez  about  whom 
you  inquired.  He  told  me  that  .  .  .  his  father  had  worked  on 
the  stairway  in  the  Lorettine  Chapel  here.  His  father's  name 
was  Guadalupe  Sanchez,  a  native  of  New  Mexico.  Guadalupe 
Sanchez,  however,  was  only  one  among  other  men  who  worked 
on  the  stairwa}^  Enrique  told  me,  however,  that  these  men 
who  worked  on  the  stairway  could  not  finish  it  because  of  lack 
of  space.  The  stairway  was  left  unfinished  therefore  until  some 
unknown  carpenter  finished  it.  You  have  probably  heard  from 
the  Sisters  here  that  there  is  a  story  or  legend  or  some  tradition 
to  the  effect  that  St.  Joseph  built  this  stairway.  After  hearing 
the  story  Enrique  gave  me  about  the  stairway's  being  left 
unfinished  I  am  more  inclined  to  believe  the  tradition." 
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Neither  the  evidence  here  given,  nor  even  the  architectural 
skill  shown  in  the  stairway  would  necessarily  require  of  any- 
one a  belief  in  the  miraculous.  After  an  examination  of  all  the 
circumstances,  however,  it  might  not  be  too  credulous  to  admit 
the  possibility  or  even  the  probability  of  the  miracle. 

The  strongest  evidence  in  favour  of  the  St.  Joseph  legend 
centres  around  the  person  of  the  only  witness  mentioned  in  it, 
the  "superior  of  the  convent."  If  she  was  the  originator  of  the 
story— and  evidently  .she  was— it  came  undeniably  from  one 
who  believed  in  miracles.  Yet  a  glance  at  her  life  will  show 
that  her  faith  can  scarcely  be  attributed  to  credulousness. 

Mother  Mary  Magdalen,  or  Joanna  Hayden  as  she  was 
baptized  in  a  Rath-Clough  church  in  Ireland.  1813,  came  to  this 
country  with  her  parents  and  brothers  and  sisters  w-hen  she 
was  seven.  The  Haydens  settled  near  the  Barrens,  Perry  County, 
Missouri,  and  Joanna  was  entrusted  to  the  Sisters  of  Loretto  at 
Bethlehem  Academy  for  her  education.  She  had  early  intima- 
tions of  her  desire  to  become  a  Sister  of  Loretto.  Her  first 
attempt  to  make  that  desire  a  reality  was  ended  rather  abruptly 
by  her  father,  and  Joanna  found  herself  restored  suddenly  to 
the  family  circle  and  required  to  submit  to  her  parents'  au- 
thority since  she  was  not  yet  of  age.  She  returned  to  the 
novitiate  a  few  years  later,  and  in  1852,  when  Bishop  Lamy 
came  to  Loretto,  Kentucky,  for  teachers  for  the  Territory  of  New 
Mexico,  Sister  Magdalen  was  among  the  volunteers. 

The  events  of  the  trip  from  Loretto  to  Santa  Fe— the 
death  of  the  superior  of  her  band  after  a  trip  up  the  Missouri 
in  a  cholera  infested  boat,  another's  and  her  own  nearness  to 
death  by  the  same  disease  on  the  plains  near  Independence,  the 
fears  which  threatened  their  caravan  while  crossing  the  desert 
were  for  Sister  jMagdalen  powerful  reminders  of  the  nearness  of 
God. 

"Those  illimitable  plains,"  she  wrote  to  a  friend,  "with 
their  winding  arroyos  and  rivers,  and  the  countless  thousands 
of  those  prodigious  animals  called  bison,  spoke  to  us  of  the 
power  and  grandeur  of  the  Most  High,  and  those  frightful 
tempests  of    wind,   rain,   thunder   and  lightning   told  us    how 
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easily  the  same  power  could  return  us  to  nothingness.  During 
our  trip  on  the  plains  nothing  gave  us  so  much  alarm  as  the 
Indians.  We  were  at  one  time  surrounded  by  some  thousands 
of  those  children  of  the  forest." 

The  impelling  motive  which  followed  Sister  Mary  Magda- 
len across  the  distances  of  time  and  space  which  now  separated 
her  from  early  friends  and  surroundings  was  a  sermon  preached 
by  a  young  priest  who  had  developed  his  own  missionary  spirit 
riding  the  country  about  Barrens  Seminary  in  fifty-mile 
stretches  in  the  company  of  the  Lazarist  Father  Odin.  "For 
me  Christmas  is  the  sweetest  feast  of  all  the  year,"  reflects  the 
missionary  sister,  after  years  of  isolation  in  the  Territory  of 
New  Mexico,  "for  I  owe  my  conversion  to  a  sermon  which 
Bishop  Timon  preached  on  this  feast  in  1830.  It  is  noAV  over 
30  years  ago  and  with  all  the  graces  which  I  have  received  since 
then  I  ought  to  be  a  saint  now,  and  very  holy.  But  it  frightens 
me  to  see  how  far  I  am  from  being  so  and  how  badly  I  have 
corresponded  with  so  many  graces." 

In  her  office  as  superior  of  the  new  community  which  she 
filled  by  the  Bishop's  request  until  she  was  appointed  officially 
by  the  Motherhouse,  Mother  Magdalen  Avrought  by  faith.  Her 
letters  are  filled  with  events  which  she  brought  to  a  successful 
issue,  always,  as  she  believed,  by  prayer  to  God  and  her  favor- 
ite saints.  Their  assistance  is  recorded  wnth  every  event.  We 
will  give  one  example  which,  if  historians'  estimates  are  accur- 
ate, may  hold  more  importance  for  the  people  of  the  United 
States  than  most  of  them  would  be  willing  to  admit. 

The  advance  of  the  Confederates  or  the  Texans  as  the  New 
Mexicans  preferred  to  call  their  bitterest  enemies,  even  during 
the  Civil  War,  had  been  led  successfully  through  Albuquerciue 
and  Fort  Craig  by  General  Henry  Hopkins  Sibley.  Union 
troops  fled  f]-om  Santa  Fe  and  the  advance  of  the  Confederate 
troops  became  a  special  menace  to  ^Mother  Magdalen's  com- 
munity since  their  line  of  march,  the  Santa  Fe  Trail,  passed 
before  the  convent.  In  Santa  Fe  the  soldiers  made  their  quart- 
ers in  front  of  the  convent.  The  Sisters  dismissed  their  pupils 
and  lived  in  fear  while  the  impertinent  soldiers  climbed  over 
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their  buildings  or  peered  into  their  courtyard.  It  was  believed 
that  Sibley's  plan  was  to  join  his  forces  with  tlie  Mormons  and 
possibly  the  terrible  Apaehes.  Had  tliis  plan  succeeded,  the 
confederates  might  have  carried  out  a  well  planned  attack  up- 
on the  "states"  from  new  positions. 

The  days  of  fighting  on  the  field  which  followed  the  taking 
of  Santa  Pe  are  not  more  faithfully  recorded  in  the  annals  of 
the  nation  than  is  the  record  of  the  spiritual  combat  kept  up 
during  the  same  days  in  the  Santa  Fe  convent.  Mother  Mag- 
dalen summarizes  the  Glorieta  campaign  and  her  own  as  fol- 
lows : 

"The  whole  time  the  Texans  remained  here  we  were  in 
continual  distress  of  mind.  We  hid  many  of  our  provisions  for 
fear  they  wovdd  pay  us  a  visit  when  they  found  no  more  in 
other  places.  We  spent  the  whole  of  Lent  in  fear  because  of 
this  war.  AVe  made  many  novenas.  The  last  was  to  Our  Lady 
of  Prompt  Succour,  and  the  day  it  ended,  which  was  our  most 
solemn  feast,  that  is  the  feast  of  the  Seven  Dolors,  April  11, 
our  troops  entered  and  thus  our  good  God  granted  us  peace 
once  more." 

]\Iother  [Magdalen's  life  was  full  of  occasions  which  both 
tried  and  deepened  her  faith.  In  addition  to  this  she  shouldered 
and  carried  faithfull.v  through  the  larger  part  of  her  life  a 
burden  of  debt  which  also  was  a  fearful  responsibility. 
Priests  in  every  part  of  the  Territory  pleaded  with  her  to  "send 
at  least  two  Sisters"  to  "prevent  the  danger  in  which  these  chil- 
dren are  in  of  losing  their  faith,"  though  conditions  were  so 
bad  that  they  could  "not  engage"  themselves  "to  aid  the  Sist- 
ers financially."  To  meet  necessities  appallingly  extensive 
she  opened  and  maintained  convents  throughout  the  territory — 
adobe  shacks,  many  of  them — under  increasing  debt,  besides 
supporting  a  novitiate  in  Santa  Fe  for  recruiting  much  needed 
help. 

The  seventh  year  after  suffering  had  confined  her  to  bed 
in  an  illness  Avhich  was  to  last  for  thirteen  years,  when  rheuma- 
tism had  paralyzed  all  but  her  hope,  she  dictated  a  letter  to 
her  "beloved"  Mother  Superior,  (March  1,  1888)  : 
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"In  regard  to  temporal  affairs,  the  best  and  most  consol- 
ing (at  least  for  me)  information  that  I  can  give  is  that  we 
are,  thanks  to  the  dear  Sacred  Heart,  to  the  Blessed  Virgin, 
and  the  glorious  St.  Joseph  free  from  debt.  Oh !  dear  Mother 
you  do  not  know  the  pangs  that  I  have  suffered  during  so  many 
years,  in  consequence  of  my  great  and  heavy  debts,  with  so 
very  little  hope  of  paying  them.  Please,  have  the  kindness  to 
thank  our  dear  Lord  a  hundred  million  times  for  His  great  and 
unexpected  goodness  to  us  .  .  .  ." 

After  surveying  her  many  years  of  hardship,  her  next 
thought  is  of  "dear  Saint  Joseph,"  as  if  she  owed  him  much 
and  3'et  expected  more  of  his  favors,  though  it  was  now  the 
evening  of  her  life. 

"We  have  a  nice  little  altar  in  honor  of  dear  St.  Joseph, 
and  we  are  making  his  devotions.  I  therefore  hope  that  he 
will  assist  us  in  building  the  school  house  which  we  think  of 
commencing,  send  us  some  Postulants,  and  obtain  for  each  of 
us  an  increase  of  fervor  in  divine  love." 

If  such  a  one  relied  too  much  on  the  supernatural  for  solv- 
ing life's  problems,  she  had  learned,  at  least,  how  to  live  seren- 
ely. If,  in  her  deliverance  from  the  hardships  of  war  and  debt, 
or  even  the  difficulty  of  constructing  a  stairway,  she  saw  too 
much  of  the  miraculous,  she  was  yet  less  mistaken  than  those 
of  us  who  see  onlv  our  works  or  Jacob's. 
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MARY  AND  THE  ATOMIC  AGE 

By  ALFRED  J.  DeMAXCHE 

"O  holy  and  immaculate  virginity,  I  know  not  witn 
what  praises  to  extol  thee;  because  whom  the  heavens 
could  not  contain,  thou  hast  borne  in  thy  womb.'' 

(Little  Office  B.V.M. — Matins) 

THE  Atomic  Age !  These  words,  packed  full  of  dynamite,  are 
whispered  as  we  hopefully  stand  on  the  horizon  of  a  new 
age  and  a  new  century  of  discoveries  and  marvels.  Atomic  fis- 
sion, electronic  energy,  cyclotrons— the.se  words  are  now  on  the 
lips  of  every  man  in  the  street.  The  atomic  bomb  has  burst  with 
surprising  suddenness  and  splendour  upon  a  tired  world  that 
knew  little  of  the  atomic  theory  and  was  content  to  let  the 
scientist  play  with  his  dream  of  .splitting  the  atom.  But  now 
it  is  a  different  matter.  Everyone  now  knows  that  this  planet, 
we  call  our  home,  is  fast  approaching  an  atomic  age. 

You  may  also  be  one  of  the  many  who  eagerly  look  forward 
to  this  supra-modern  time  when,  at  the  push  of  a  button  or  the 
flip  of  a  switch,  tremendous  energy  will  be  silently  released  and 
channelled  into  our  very  homes  and  everj'-day  life  for  our  con- 
venience and  pleasure.  If  life  is  considered  speedy  in  our  day, 
what  adjective  will  be  used  in  the  days  of  atomic  energy  ?  The 
imagination  loves  to  skip  from  the  world  of  reality  and  dream 
in  the  world  of  Buck  Rogers  where  almost  unlimited  powers  are 
at  everyone's  command.  Dreams.'  The  i-adio  and  telegraph 
were  but  dreams  to  our  great-grandfathers.  Today,  every  one 
takes  these  discoveries  for  granted. 

Not  without  fear  do  many  await  this  new  age  of  atomic 
energy.  They  are  those  who  realize  what  happened  at  Hiroshima 
and  what  could  happen  if  these  tremendous  powers  were  mis- 
used. A  single  bomb,  dropped  from  an  American  plane,  explod- 
ed with  the  power  of  20,000  tons  of  TXT,  equivalent  to  the  ex- 
plosive power  that  could  be  dropped  by  a  fleet  of  2,000  B  29 's. 
One  observer  likened  the  scene  to  the  end  of  the  world.     It  is 
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no    wonder   that   tlie   Pope   has   called   it  "the  spectre  of  hell." 

If  the  future  liolds  })r()mise  of  a  supra-modern  planet,  it 
also  brings  grave  fears  of  what  might  happen  if  these  powers 
were  not  used  rightly.  Another  world  war  might  unleash  the 
powers  hidden  in  nature  from  the  beginning  of  time  and  result 
in  total  de.struetion  of  our  earth.  Scientists  who  are  experts 
in  the  atomic  field,  themselves  warn  the  world  of  the  terrible 
destruction  that  would  result  from  an  atomic  war.  They  may 
be  called  pessimists,  but  they  are  facing  the  facts,  frightening 
though  these  facts  may  •seem  at  times  Yet  there  is  great  hope 
that  peace  will  reign  in  the  atomic  age  if  men  listen  to  the  pleas 
of  Mary  at  Fatima.  Here  lies  man's  hope  for  peace!  But  if 
men  throw  asitle  and  ignore  God's  plan  for  peace,  then  .... 

Mary  is  fast  becoming  a  public  figure.  She  has  always  been 
a  public  figure  and  has  been  honored  with  special  devotion  bj' 
Catholics  since  the  early  days  of  Christendom,  but,  of  late,  slie 
has  been  brought  more  and  more  into  the  public  eye  in  an  effort 
to  reach  the  hidden  hearts  of  men.  Guadalupe,  Lourdes,  and 
now  Fatima  —  the<e  shrines  are  her  living  monuments  of  her 
scoring  victorio.s.  Only  five  years  ago,  on  Oct.  31st,  1942,  the 
entire  world  was  consecrated  by  Pope  Pius  XII  to  her  Immacul- 
ate Heart.  Everyone  was  urged  to  bring  ]\Iary  into  the  private 
and  public  life  of  our  century.  If  the  coming  era  is  to  be  called 
"the  age  of  the  atom,"'  it  .should  also  be  called  "the  age  of 
Mary." 

Catholics  have  always  believed  that  ]\Iary  has  a  very  special 
part  to  play  in  the  Divine  plan  of  Redemption.  At  the  foot  of 
the  cross  when  her  Divine  Son  redeemed  men,  she  stood  as  eo- 
redemptrix.  She  lias  been  preached  for  20  centuries,  in  season 
and  out  of  -season,  and  her  white  feasts  stud  the  fabric  of  the 
liturgical  year  like  a  .string  of  beads  from  her  rosary.  When- 
ever societies  ajul  organizations  have  sprung  up,  they  have 
hastened  to  place  themselves  under  her  protection  and  guidance. 
And  in  our  20th  century.  Mary  is  no  less  invoked  and  honored. 

As  count rie-;  have  been  converted  in  the  past  by  her  prayers, 
so  Catholics  of  our  day  pray  to  her  for  a  similar  conversion 
of  Russia.      ]\Iai'y  has  explicitly  stated  this  special  intention  at 


ST.  JOSEPH  LILIES 51 

Fatima  and  has  urged  all  to  pray  for  the  day  when  Russia  will 
be  converted  and  become  a  stronghold  of  faith. 

There  are  others  who  strive  to  solve  the  world's  problems 
solely  by  economics  and  science,  which  have  their  rightful 
places,  but  the  problem  of  man  is  much  deeper.  The  intellect, 
always  seeking  truth,  knows  no  rest  till  it  has  found  God  who  is 
Infinite  Trutli ;  man's  will,  led  astray  by  enticing  material  ob- 
jects about  it,  struggles  in  its  effort  to  gain  perfect  happines-s 
which  can  only  be  obtained  when  it  has  found  God  who  is  all- 
good  and  "love"  itself.  As  long  as  man  has  not  found  God, 
he  will  seek  and  fashion  his  own  gods.  Yes,  that  is  why  some 
herald  'science'  and  'economics'  as  saviours  of  our  day! 

"ShoAv  me  God,"  some  say.  "You  believe  in  sin  and  in  the 
soul?"  They  then  .smile  sympathetically  and  excuse  themselves. 
Materialism,  scepticism,  agnosticism,  practical  atheism— these 
naturally  result  when  God  is  left  out  of  man's  philo.sophy.  Many 
zealous  teachers  would  free  men's  minds  from  the  concepts  of 
sin,  conscience,  miracle,  faith,  which,  th<\v  believe,  are  so  many 
warped  ideas  carried  over  from  the  darkness  of  mediaevalism. 

Science  has  unmistakenly  made  unbelievable  strides  in  the 
past  century;  but  is  man  any  better  morally.'  In  this  mad  rash 
of  science,  man  has  lagged  behind  in  the  greatest  race  of  all — 
the  race  for  eternal  life.  St.  Paul  condemned  those  of  his  dav 
who   merely   sat    and    Avatched    the    race   of    life. 

There  was  a  time  when  the  world  anxiously  awaited  the  com- 
ing of  the  Messiah.  For  11  centuries,  numerous  prophets  drew 
a  picture  of  the  Messiah  for  the  expecting  Jewish  nations  and 
spoke  of  his  great  powers  and  majesty.  But  when  He  did  come, 
it  was  to  a  poor  Jewish  maiden  that  He  announced  His  arrival. 
Truly,  His  ways  are  not  our  ways !  Mary  brought  the  Messiah 
to  men  from  a  manger  of  poverty.  And  from  the  earliest  times 
of  the  Church,  it  was  also  God's  plan  that  ]\Iary  should  lead  men 
back  to  Christ.  The  teachings  of  the  Church,  the  writings  of 
numerous  Fathers  of  the  Church,  and  the  revealing  apparitions 
of  our  day — all  confirm  this.  If  we  consider  Clary's  great  dignity 
as  Mother  of  God,  it  is  not  surprising  to  us  that  she  has  been 
chosen  to  lead  the  world  back  to  its  God. 
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As  we  turn  our  faces  to  the  horizon  of  this  new  atomic  age, 
Catholics  look  to  Mary  for  guidance  and  protection.  More  than 
ever,  she  is  the  Hope  of  the  World.  Blessed  Grignon  de  Mont- 
ford  once  described  what  he  called  "the  latter  times"  in  these 
words:  "These  shall  be  the  true  apostles  of  the  latter  times. 
They  shall  carry  on  their  shoulders  the  bloody  standard  of  the 
Cros.s,  the  crucifix  in  their  right  hands  and  the  rosary  in  Their 
left,  the  sacred  names  of  Jesu.s  and  Mary  in  their  hearts  ..." 
Blessed  Grig]ion  de  Montford  did  not  know  the  date  or  circum- 
stances of  these  latter  times,  but  the  apparitions  of  Lourdes  and 
Fatima  seem  to  indicate  that  these  times  are  not  too  far  distant. 

Mary  is  to  be  our  guide  in  troubled  times.  ThrougH  her, 
it  is  hoped  that  Science  and  Economics  will  recognize  their  right- 
ful places  before  God,  putting  first  things  first.  The 
atomic  age  will  glow  more  brilliantly  if  there  is  an  inner  spirit- 
ual force. 

Yes,  Mary  is  to  be  our  guide.  And  well  it  is,  for  we  need  a 
heavenly  guide.  As  peace  depends  upon  the  principles  of  just- 
ice and  charity,  .so  there  cannot  be  a  peaceful  atomic  age  with- 
out ]\rary  and  her  Divine  Son.  In  the  light  of  progressive 
scientific  discoveries,  it  is  doubtful  whether  an  atomic  age  can 
last  long  without  Mary,  for  to  exclude  her  is  to  exclude  God,  and 
without  Ilim  tbei'e  is  only  utter  confusion  and  destruction.  Ye.s, 
Ave  await  the  age  of  the  atom.  But  we  nnist  also  await  and 
zealous! v  work  for  "the  age  of  Marv. " 
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LETTER    FROM    FAIRBANKS,  ALASKA 

Fairbanks,  Alaska 
Christmas  Week— 1946 
My  many  and  dear  Friends : 

THIS  AVILL  bring  you  all  up  to  date  on  "My  Days." 
My  coming  to  Alaska  was   one    of   those   ideas  you   get 
when  you  find  sleep  comes  difficult  and  your  mind  starts  play- 
ing games  with  3'ou.    Before  I  knew  it,  I  found  myself  winging 
my  way  via  United  Air  Line  to  Seattle. 

On  September  28th,  a  cold  bleak  morning,  at  7  a.m.  I  left 
for  VancouA'er.  We  were  all  miserable ;  the  ship  loaded  beyond 
capacity;  the  only  seats  one  could  find  were  on  deck,  so  most 
of  us  walked  from  Seattle  to  Vancouver.  Those  of  us  who  had 
northern  tickets  got  to  eat,  so  I  got  to  sit  down  twice.  Docking 
at  6.30  p.m.  we  immediately  boarded  the  S.S.  Princess  Louise 
for  Ska  g way. 

AND  THEN  THE  RAINS  CAME 

It  rained,  and  rained,  and  rained. 

We  left  Vancouver  at  9  p.m.  and  at  11  a.m.  we  arrived  at 
Alert  Bay,  the  northern  end  of  Vancouver  Island.  We  stopped 
only  to  unload  mail.  About  three  hours  later,  we  hit  Queen 
Charlotte  Sound.  Ships  going  north  travel  the  Inland  Passage 
between  thousands  of  islands.  Three  times  in  the  course  of  the 
trip  we  hit  open  water  and  of  these  three.  Queen  Charlotte 
Sound  is  the  first.  ^Millbank  Sound  and  Dixon's  Entrance  are 
the  other  two. 

We  sailed  into  the  Sound  about  2  p.m.  and  rode  the  rough 
and  mighty  waves  for  nearly  three  hours.  At  the  first  roll,  I 
hit  my  bunk  without  waiting  to  find  out  whether  or  not  I  was 
a  good  sailor.  We  were  in  a  first  class  gale  but  I  rode  it  out 
very  comfortably.  As  a  result,  I  was  one  of  a  very  few^  to  re- 
port for  dinner.  Our  second  rough  spot  came  that  night  but 
again  I  hit  the  sack  and  in  the  morning  was  fresh  as  a  daisy. 
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When  we  arrived  at  Prince  Rupert  the  next  morning,  we  learn- 
ed that  a  cargo  ship  had  gone  down  a  few  hours  after  we  had 
passed  it.    The  crew  w-ere  rescued. 

At  Rupert  the  rain  was  coming  down  so  hard  that  few  brav- 
ed the  elements  to  go  ashore.  For  the  rest  of  tlie  trip  it  was 
the  same.  Always  rain  and  never  could  we  see  beyond  the 
shore  line. 

Perhaps  the  most  interesting  part  of  the  voyage  was  the 
Wrangell  Narrows.  The  ship  has  to  start  through  the  Narrows 
an  hour  before  high  tide  and  even  then  you  would  wonder  why 
you  don't  scrape  bottom.  The  shore  is  so  close  on  either  side 
that  you  can  see  the  water  line  on  shore  drop  as  the  ship  draws 
water  under  it.  The  channel  is  marked  by  a  series  of  buoys 
but  it  is  a  miracle  how  they  get  through.  It  reminded  me  of  a 
Slalom  race. 

At  Petersburg,  the  northern  end  of  the  Narrows,  the  clouds 
broke  for  the  first  time  and  for  about  five  minutes  we  got  a 
glimpse  of  a  beautiful  glacier.  It  was  just  a  teaser  though  as  the 
rain  started  again  and  drew  a  curtain  over  the  scenery. 

No  description  of  this  trip  would  be  complete  without  a 
Avord  about  the  sea  gulls.  They  started  with  us  at  Vaneouver 
and  stayed  all  the  way.  They  fly  behind  the  ship  and  circle 
round  and  round  waiting  for  choice  morsels  to  be  tossed  out  a 
port  hole  from  the  galley.  When  they  get  tired  they  perch  on 
the  upper  deck  or  ride  on  the  flag  staff  at  the  stern  of  the  ship. 
After  four  days,  Ave  became  well  acquainted,  as  they  are  a 
source  of  much  amusement. 

We  arrived,  in  the  rain,  at  Skagway,  at  9  a.m.,  October  2nd. 
Here  we  boarded  the  White  Pass  &  Yukon  Railroad  narrow 
gauge  train  and  at  11  a.m.  started  on  our  all  day  trip  over  the 
White  Pass  to  Lake  Bennett,  Carcross^  and  Whitehorse,  Yukon 
Territory. 

In  all  my  travels,  I  don't  think  anything  can  compare  with 
this  trip  through  the  White  Pass,  particularly  at  this  time  of 
year.  The  fare  from  Skagway  to  Whitehorse  is  only  $12.00  and 
it  is  certainly  worth  many  times  that.  It  took  us  2^/2  hours  to 
travel  the  first  20  miles  as  we  climbed  straight  up.    At  the  bot- 
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tuiu  of  the  moiuitains  we  could  see  the  tracks  I'ai-  over  our  heads 
and.  they  really  looked  as  if  they  were  built  right  out  ou  the 
clouds.  In  several  spots  I  am  sure  there  was  nothinii'  but 
tracks  under  us.  Wheu  we  reached  the  summit,  the  I'aiu  had 
changed  to  a  heavy  snow  and  it  was  truly  a  beautiful  sight. 
We  could  see  traces  of  the  trail  of  '98  aiul  thev  must  have  been 


Skagicay.  Alaska. 


Courtesy  C.N.R. 


rugged  men  to  scramble  up  that  old  mountain  in  search  of  gold. 
From  the  summit  on  down  to  AVhitehorse,  the  mountaius  tower- 
ed on  either  side  covered  with  snow  and  little  or  no  vegetation. 
For  miles  we  travelled  on  the  shore  of  Lake  Beuuett  where  we 
could  see  remnants  of  the  gold  rush  days. 

In  Whitehorse,  I  visited  nine  days  with  relatives  and  start- 
ed to  get  acquainted  with  customs  of  the  North.  Raiu,  snow, 
mud,  overshoes,  log  cabins,  no  plumbing  (some  newer  houses 
have  baths  but  most  have  just  running  water),  catching  rain 
water  in  barrels^  bringing  plants  in  for  the  winter,  and  wood 
fires.  Whitehorse  is  situated  Avith  snow-capped  mountains  on 
all  sides.  One  mountain  top  has  been  levelled  for  an  airfield 
and  it  is  strange  to  see  the  planes  come  in  and  land  far  above  the 
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town.  The  town  itself,  small  and  not  spectacular,  is  the  con- 
necting link  between  the  Yukon  River  boats  and  the  White 
Pass  Railroad.  The  American  Army  Force  and  the  RCAF  are 
both  stationed  in  Whitehorse  so  there  is  a  display  of  uniforms. 

This  is  the  only  town  I  have  ever  visited  that  operates  a 
free  bus  system.  It  is  operated  by  the  RCAF  and  the  drivers 
will  pick  3^ou  up  or  let  you  oif  at  any  time  or  place. 

On  October  11th,  I  left  Whitehorse  on  the  O'Harra  Bus  Line 
to  travel  some  650  miles  over  the  Alaskan  Highway.  We  de- 
parted at  10  a.m.  and  I  was  the  only  passenger.  We  carried  mail 
and  freight  consisting  of  one  poor  little  yellow  kitten.  Five 
minutes  after  we  were  on  our  way,  the  kitten  was  out  of  his  box 
and  rode  in  the  back  Avindow  until  he  arrived  at  his  destination. 

At  noon  we  stopped  at  a  cross  road  for  lunch  and  the 
driver  indicated  that  we  would  eat  in  a  tent  nearby.  We  sat 
down  to  a  scrumptious  meal.  At  this  point  we  picked  up  a 
young  iMountie  going  to  Burwash  Landing,  so  he  drove  the  bus 
and  our  driver  took  a  nap. 

As  We  were  driving  around  Lake  Kluane  (Kloo-ah'-nee) 
about  5  p.m.  we  had  a  blow  out.  It  was  a  beautiful  spot  to  have 
tire  trouble  even  thougli  we  did  almost  get  a  dunking  in  the 
lake.  I  got  out  to  take  a  couple  of  pictures  despite  just  having 
seen  a  wolf  with  three  pups.  Those  four  wolves  and  one  fox 
are  all  the  wild  animals  I  have  seen  to  date.  Lake  Kluane  in 
the  largest  lake  in  the  Yukon  Territory. 

We  arrived  at  Burwash  Landing  about  G  p.m.  and  I  was 
assigned  my  bunk  in  a  little  log  cabin.  Inasmuch  as  I  was  the 
onl}^  customer  (the  bus  from  Fairbanks  was  in  a  ditch  so  there 
were  no  customers  from  that  direction)^  I  was  roj'ally  enter- 
tained and  fed  a  fine  steak  dinner  cooked  specially  for  me  by 
the  little  Chinese  cook.  Spent  the  evening  listening  to  a  re- 
broadcast  of  one  of  tile  World  Series  baseball  games  and  won 
$2  from  my  bus  driver.  My  bill  at  Burwash  was  $-1  for  dinner, 
breakfast,  box  lunch  and  night's  lodging  so  that  stop  cost  me 
only  $2.00. 

Burwash  is  a  beautiful  spot  on  the  edge  of  the  lake  and  I 
would  have  liked  to  stop  there  for  several  days,.    The  moon  was 
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full  and  for  the  first  time  1  heard  the  wolves  baying.     I  was 
glad  that  I  was  not  out  in  the  woods  alone. 

The  next  morning,  on  our  way  again  at  8.30  a.m. — me  and 
two  drivers  this  time.  The 
drivers  changed  off  every  110 
miles  as  Ave  had  440  miles  to 
go  and  it  is  rough  driving  over 
a  muddy  highway.  At  Bur- 
wash  they  packed  us  a  lunch 
because  we  had  about  nine 
hours  of  driving  to  get  to  the 
n^xt  eating  place.  "We  stop- 
ped occasionally  to  drop  off 
mail  but  there  was  no  sign  of 
much  habitation  until  we  ar- 
rived at  Tok  Junction  about 
3  p.m.  By  this  time  I  was  get- 
ting tired.  The  bus  was  old 
and  rickety  and  in  between 
seasons  the  highway  not  in 
very  good  condition. 

We  arrived  in  Fairbanks  at 
10  p.m.,  so  tired  and  shaking 
so  hard  that  I  could  hardly 
stand  on  my  feet.  Aft^-r  greet- 
ing my  cousins  I  fell  into  bed 
and  was  dead  to  the  world  for 
the  next  fourteen  hours. 

The  first  week  I  spent  get- 
ting organized,  seeing  local 
sights,  and  visiting  the  Uni- 
versity of  Alaska.  This  one 
s«itence  covers  a  lot  of  terri- 
tory but  I    think    this    story 

will  have  to  be  told  at  a  later  date.  One  week  after  I  arrived,  I 
went  to  work  at  the  Air  Force  Base,  Ladd  Field,  as 
secretary    to    the    Adjutant    and    for    the    benefit    of    my 


Coastline   of  British   Columbia 

and    part    of   Alaska.      Dotted 

lines  shoiv  route. 
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Xavy  friends  —  the  Armj'  is  much  more  confused  than 
the  Navy  ever  thought  of  being.  It  is  fun  though ;  they 
all  know  my  heart  is  with  the  Xavy  and  I  have  a  hard 
time  holding  up  our  reputation  all  by  m.yself.  I  had  a  great 
time  the  day  of  the  Army-N'avy  Football  game  and  they  had  to 
admit  tlmt  the  Xavy  made  the  Champions  look  pretty  sick. 

As  for  the  weather — we  are  below  zero  most  of  the  time.  It 
averages  about  28°  when  I  go  to  work  and  about  22°  when  I  go 
lioine.  Tlie  six  blocks  I  have  to  walk  to  and  from  the  bus  is 
just  about  as  long  as  one  can  stand  to  have  any  part  of  the 
body  exposed  to  the  air.  I  wear  my  heavy  Xavy  coat  with 
inter-lining",  ski  ])ants  under  my  skirt,  fleece  lined  stadium 
boots,  wool  scarf  on  my  head  and  another  around  my  neck  and 
across  my  face  just  below  my  eyes.  It  is  so  cold  my  eyes  water 
and  tlie  tears  are  fi-ozen  l)y  the  time  I  I'each  my  destination. 
It  is  fun  as  long  as  you  are  dressed  for  it  and  I  have  yet  to  feel 
the  cold  as  much  as  I  did  in  San  Francisco  at  50°  above.  It  is  a 
very  dry  cold  aiul  except  for  using  caution  in  regard  to  freez- 
ing, it  is  not  at  all  uncomfortable.  I  go  to  work  and  come  home 
in  the  dark.  December  21st  we  had  3  hours  of  .sunlight,  about 
10:30  a.m.  to  1.30  p.m. 

For  amu.sement  we  pla.v  badminton  Sunday  afternoons  and 
Wednesday  nights.  Weekly  Sourdough  Dances  (Polkas,  Swed- 
ish waltzes,  Scottish.)  You  should  see  me!  Skiing  and  ice  skat- 
ing wlien  the  weather  does  not  get  too  far  below  zero. 

All  in  all,  I  am  having  a  great  time  and  T  wish  you  could 
all  be  here  to  enjoy  it  with  me.  Hope  before  long  to  be  able  to 
do  a  little  sightseeing  in  the  nearby  vicinit.v.  Am  still  looking 
forward  to  a  I'ide  with  a  dog  team. 

Meanwhile  a  Happy  Xew  Year. 
As  ever 


Adele  ]\[crJu:in 


e. 
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MISSIONARY  SISTERS 

THE  SISTERS  of  St.  Joseph  of  Mount  Gallitzin,  Baden,  set 
sail  on  the  SS.  Marine  Adder,  President  Lines,  from  San 
PVaneiseo,  December  23.  to  resume  the  mission  activities  of  their 
eono-re^ation  at  St.  Paul  Catholic  ^Mission,    Chihkianu',    Hunan 


Left  to  EUjht:  kSi:  Thereaa  Joseph  Lung.  Hr.  3/.  Kathleen  Boyle,  Sr. 
Rose  Rayhurg.  fir.  M-  Baptlsta  Young,  Sr.  Patricia  Maria  Jackson, 
.s'r.  Mary  Mark  Mullen. 


Province,  China.  This  province  in  the  interior  of  China,  is  un- 
der the  direction  of  the  Passionist  Pathei  s  of  the  United  States. 
and  since  1926  the  Sisters  of  St.  Josepli  of  the  Diocese  of  Pitts- 
burg'h  have  been  assisting-  them  in  Chilikiang. 

During-  these  twe^nty  years,  the  work  of  the  missionaries 
lias  been  beset  by  difficulties  in  the  form  of  Communist  upris- 
ings^ civil  wars,  Japanese  invasion.  World  War  II,  and  the  re- 
sultant destruction  of  tiieir  hospital,  dispensary,  convent  and 
school. 

Frequently  duiing  World  War  II,  the  Sisters  and  priests, 
together  with  their  Chinese  proteges  were  obliged  to  flee  to  the 
neighboring  hills  for  safety  from  the  heavy  air  raids.  When 
America  entered  the  war  and  established  an  air  base  at  Chih- 
kiang,  the  danger  from  Japanese  attacks  became  too  serious  for 
the  Sisters  to  remain  at  their  mission  and  they  were  evacuated 
by  the  American  Air  Corps  to  India^  and  thence  by  Army  and 
Xavy  ti-ansports  to  the  United  States. 
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With  the  siu'reiider  of  the  Japanese,  the  eyes  of  the  mis- 
sionaries turned  once  again  to  th-eir  Oriental  field  of  labor 
with  earnest  desire  to  return  to  the  harvest  of  souls  awaiting 
them. 

The  present  group  of  Sisters  was  chosen  from  a  number 
of  volunteers  all  eager  to  shar-e  in  the  Christianizing  of  the  pag- 
an Chinese,  Among  them  is  Sister  Theresa  Joseph  Lung,  a 
native  Chinese  returning,  as  a  Sister  of  St.  Joseph,  to  China  for 
the  second  time  and  Sister  Mary  Mark  Mullen  of  Holy  Rosary 
Parish,  Pittsburgh^  who  liad  been  Missionary  Superior  during 
the  Japanese  invasion  and  "World  AYar  II. 

A  cablegram  was  received  from  our  Sister  Missionaries  on 
New  Year's  Day.  They  had  reached  Honolulu  and  were  eager 
for  their  final  debarkation  at  Hong  Kong.  They  sent  their 
Greetings  for  a  Happy  and  Peaceful  New  Year  to  all  our  Mis- 
sion friends. 

In  every  message  received  from  the  vSisters  as  they  travelled 
West,  they  begged  for  prayers  for  the  success  of  the  work  they 
are  about  to  undertake.  Prayers,  as  well  as  ''pennies,"  are 
needed  to  help  in  the  work  of  saving  souls.  Will  you  promise 
one  "Hail  Mary"  a  day  for  this  intention?  Their  work  cannot 
fail  if  supported  by  your  prayerful  interest. 
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THE    LEGEND    OF    ST.   KIERAN 

By   MARGARET   M.   HALVEY 

HOW  green  it  is — tlie  swelling  height  by  Shannon's  marshy 
side, 
Whence  once  St.  Kieran's  brethren  looked  on  Shannon's  placid 

tide! 
Where   then   they    counted   tower.s   twain  and  stately  churches 

nine, 
To-day  nor  fort  nor  "cloghann"  stands,  nor  tower  nor  tomb  nor 

shrine ; 
Yet  reverent   treads    the    stranger's   foot    and   reverent    sinks 

his  voice 
Who  knows  the  olden  story  of  thy  glory,  Clonmacnoise. 

A  sculptured  cross  of  rugged  stone  uprears  its  ivied  head, 

Sole  watcher  'mongst  the  ruins  by  the  venerated  dead ; 

Two  figures  rudely  carved  thereon— still  side  by  side  they  stand : 

Diarmid  in  his  kingly  robes,  "High  Monarch  of  the  land"  ; 

And  Kieran,  wearing  garb  of  those  contemning  earthly  joys — 

The  sainted  Abbot  Kieran,  who  founded  Clonmacnoise. 

Between  them  is  a  sturdy  stake  in  King's  and  Abbot's  hold : 

Reminder  of  the  legend  that  by  Celtic  hearths  is  told ; 

How  love  surpassing  brother's  love  between   them   came  to 

spring,- 
Though  one  was  horn  of  artisan  and  one  was  born  of  king. 
In  early  days  they  shared  one  home  on  Arran's  sacred  sod, 
Where  then  the  blessed  Enda  taught  the  creed  of  Patrick's  God. 

N 

An  exile  from  his  royal  rights  the  boj*  Diarmid  then, 
Saint  Enda's  proffered  sanctuary  his  shield  from  evil  men ; 
Nor  crown  nor  throne  was  in  his  thought;  he    conned    the 

Psalter  o'er, 
And  watched  at  eve  the  westering  sun  that  sank  by  Arran's 

shore. 
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So  liad  the  orb  of  Niall's  fame  been  fated  to  descend 
Where  now  his  exiled  heir  abode — Kierau  Maeltheir's  friend. 
There  came  a  night  when  Kieran  heard  the  Master's  mystic  call; 
Before  his  e.ves  in  vision  showed  an  oak  overshadowing  all; 
Broad-boughed   it   grew   to   guard   and   shade   the   plain  from 

whence  it  sprung. 
Great  Enda  would  interpret — on  his  words  the  novice  hung. 
With  tears  the  patriarch  heard  and  spake:  "My  son,  'tis  thine 

to  go — 
Steer  forth  thy  'curracir;  GTod  will  guide  where  fated  waters 

flow, 
Thou  art  thyself  the  oak — thy  deeds  the  land  shall  glorify; 
The  shadow  of  thy  vii-tue  o'er  the  fertile  plains  shall  lie. 
So  men  of  thee  may  knowledge  seek  transmitted  of  the  Lord, 
Ilis  signet  is  upon  thee  set — apostle  of  His  word." 

Across  Kilkerran's  smiling  l)ay  young  Kieran 's  "currach"  sped  ; 
His  eyes  were  dim,  his  heart  was  sad,  his  Faith  triumphant  led; 
And  whatsoever  way  was  his,  the  Princely  Diai-mid  chose : 
For  friendship's  sake  he  braved  the  sea  (the  mainland  held  his 

foes). 
Light  sped  the  "currach"  o'er  the  bay,  touched  light  their  native 

soil, 
And  Kieran  tui'ued  to  .seek  the  scene  of  his  allotted  toil. 
How   fair   the   lordly    Shannon    showed  I  — their    self-appointed 

guide, 
For  weary  day  and  anxious  night  they  journeyed  on  beside, 
T^ntil  before  the  monk  arose  the  visioned  scene  once  more : 
'Twas   here   the   oak   of   dreamland   grew  — by   Shannon's  silent 

shore ! 
Here  must  he  build  and  here  abide;  unstable  mai'shes  round 
Might  .seem  to  mock  the  builder's  skill,  yet  this  the  chosen  ground 
Of  Kieran 's  dream  and  Enda's  praj^er,  where  grew  the  mystic 

oak. 
They  gii-ded  them  for  irksome  task,  and  gravely  Kieran  spoke: 

"  I'lant  with  me,  ()  Diai'mid!  the  earliest  stake,"  he  said 
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(For  stakes  must  fence  the  treacherous  marsh  ere  stone  could  rise 

o'erhead) 
"Put  under  mine  thy  hand,  and  soon  that  selfsame  hand  shall  be 
Over  all  the  men  of  Erin  for  this  day's  humility." 
And,  truly,  'twas  a  little  while  ere  rang  the  clansmen's  call 
For  .son  of  Niall  once  again  to  reign  in  Niall's  hall ; 
Diarmid  came  to  kingly  crown  and  share  of  kingly  joys, 
And.  dearer  yet,  the  royal  right  to  dower  Clonmacnoise. 

So,  rudely  carved  on  rugged  stone,  still  side  by  side  they  stand  ; 
Between  them  still  the  sturdy  stake,  and  I'csts  anointed  hand 
Of  Kieran,  over  his,  who  reii>ned  "Iliuh  ^lonarch  of  the  land." 


TO  JOSEPH  AT  EVENING 

When  stealthily 

The  legiou  shades  of  uiglit  approach 

Bereft  of  clariou  blow 

To  crush  the  day 

Left  crimson  streaked; 

When  fades  the  sun  beueath  the  jjurple  glow 

In  search  of  other  lands 

With  which  its  light  to  share. 

With  quivering  lips 

1  turn  in  ]irayer 

To  Joseph. 

At  eveningtide 

The  battle  'twixt  the  dark  and  light 

Betokens  mortal  strife 

That  will  abide 

When  silent,  furtive  as  the  night 

Intent  to  conquer  life 

On  swifter  pinions  will  advance 

To  snatch  me  unprepared 

Grim  Death. 

]\Iy  soul  pleads  for  deliverance 

To  J()se]ib. 


T.  W.  M. 


ffiommunitg 


The  Annual  Christmas  Retreat  eonducted  by  Reverend  J- 
Smeaton,  S.J.,  was  a  fitting  preparation  for  the  spiritual  rejoic- 
ing Avhich  the  celebration  of  ten  Silv'Cr  and  a  Grolden  Jubilee 
brought  to  the  Community. 

On  January  the  fifth,  sixth  and  twelfth  the  Mother  House, 
the  House  of  Providence,  St.  ^Michael's  and  St.  Joseph's  Hospi- 
tals and  our  houses  in  St.  Catharines  and  Thorold  rang  with  the 
Jubilate  when  Sisters  Frances  Teresa,  Anna,  Delphin^,  Mary 
Grace,  Mary  Oswald,  St.  Matthew,  Antoinette,  Veronica,  Mary 
Angela  and  Philip  Xeri  thanked  Our  Lord  for  their  twenty-five 
years  of  religious  life.  At  the  same  time  Sister  Marcella  re- 
joiced in  the  completion  of  her  fiftieth  year  of  service,  most  of 
which  has  been  spent  quite  literally  close^  to  her  Divine  Spouse. 
For  A'ears  now  Sister  has  had  the  privilege  and  the  joy  of  min- 
istering directly  to  her  Hidden  Lord  as  Sacristan.  There,  in  the 
Chapel  in  which  she  has  spent  so  many  happy  and  busy  hours. 
High  Mass  was  celebrated  for  the  intentions  of  our  G-olden  Jub- 
ilarian.  To  her  and  to  her  ten  co-celebrants  our  sincerest  con- 
gratulations.   Ad  Multos  Annos! 


After  a  charming  Christmas  play,  several  tableaux  and  ar- 
tistic dancing  provided  by  the  children,  at  the  Benefactors 
Annual  Christmas  party  in  St.  Patrick's  Orphanage,  bells  an- 
nounced the  arrival  of  Santa  Claus,  (Herb.  Tansez).  The  jolly 
visitor  immediately  got  down  to  business  and  handed  out  stacks 
of  gifts  to  eager  children.  Among  distinguished  guests  present 
were:  His  Excellency,  Bishop  Whelan,  Rt.  Rev.  Msgr.  Gerald 
McShane,  Rev.  Fathers  Edward  Lapointe,  Gordon  Carroll,  H 
J.  Doran,  George  Foley,  J.  H.  Brennan,  Patrick  Ambrose  and 
Francis  Movie;  Brothers  Fidelis  and  Lucius  of  the  Christian 
Brothers;  Maj.  McCrory,  Mr.  and  Mrs.  A.  E.  Murray,  W.  H. 
Hackett,  James  Kennedy,  Mr.  and  Mrs.  J.  W.  Long,  Lt.-Col.  A. 
W.  O'Brien,  D.  Dineen.  E.  A.  Shea,  Leo  Bellew  and  Gordon 
Bennett. 


F.  Defregger 


SAINT  JOSEPH 
Guardian  of  the  Holy  Family 


Munich 
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OBITUARY 

Sister  M.  St.  Lawrence 

On  Jan.  12,  Sister  M.  St.  Lawrence  died  suddenly  at  St. 
Joseph's  Convent,  Toronto.  The  deceased  Sister,  foiiuerly 
Anna  Bening-er,  dau;.ihter  of  the  late  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Lawrence 
Beninger,  was  born  in  Riversdale,  Bruce  County. 

Almost  33  years  ajjo  she  entered  the  Novitiate  of  the  Sisters 
of  St.  Joseph.  Sister  St.  Lawrence  was  more  than  a  ijrofes- 
sioiial  teaclier;  she  not  only  loved  children  and  won  their  con- 
fidence, but  she  endeavored  to  know  their  lives  outside  of  school 
and  when  she  discovered  need  for  help  or,  at  times,  actual 
poverty,  she  found  a  means  of  helping  in  a  practical  way.  She 
taught  in  Toronto  Schools,  Sacred  Heart,  St.  Francis,  St.  Paul's 
and  St.  Basil's,  and  in  St.  Catharines  and  in  Winnipeg,  being 
Superior  of  St.  Joseph's  Convent  there  for  six  years.  Evidence 
of  the  grateful  remembrance  of  pupils,  past  and  present,  reveals 
an  unusual  appreciation  of  her  work,  especially  of  her  sym- 
pathetic interest  in  their  daily  lives.  Her  devotion  to  duty, 
marked  by  an  attention  to  details  and  accompanied  by  a  calm 
exterior  indicative  of  a  peaceful  and  prayerful  acceptan.ce  of 
difficulties  w-ere  ever  an  inspiration  to  those  who  lived  and 
labored  with  her.  Her  death  is  a  great  loss  to  her  Community, 
to  her  family,  friends  and  jiupils. 


Sister  M.  St.  Francis 

The  death,  (m  Jan.  16,  oE  Sister  Francis  of  the  Community 
of  St.  Joseph's  of  Toronto,  brought  to  a  clo.se  a  long  life  of 
quiet  and  unostentatious  devotion  to  the  service  of  God. 

Sister  Francis  was  born  in  1868,  the  daughter  of  the  late 
James  Sullivan  and  Elizabeth  Harvey,  of  Owen  Sound. 

On  Dec.  8,  1889,  she  entered  St.  Joseph's  Community  in 
Toronto  and  for  almost  40  years  she  spent  herself  in  the  hidden 
but  fruitful  labors  of  the  classroom  in  the  parochial  schools  of 
Toronto  and  other  towns  of  the  Archdiocese.     Since  her  retire- 
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ment  from  teaching-  she  hatl  livetl  at  the  ^lotherhouse.  follow- 
ing- with  unfailing  regularity  the  routine  of  a  large  religious 
community,  and  cheerfully  performing  such  duties  as  her  health 
permitted,  uutil  hei-  iast  illuess  which  lasted  only  two  da3^s. 


Sister  Mary  Alicia 

Seldom  has  death  caused  such  sad  dismay  among  a  large 
circle  of  friends  and  pupils  as  did  that  of  Sister  Mary  Alicia 
who  died  ou  January  the  seveuteenth  after  a  short  illness,  before 
wliich  she  taught  in  the  ^Matriculation  Department  of  St. 
Joseph's  College-School.  The  suddenness  of  her  call  home  to 
God,  just  when  her  gifts  and  capacities  reached  the  prime  of 
fruition,  inteusified  the  .sadness  of  loss  felt  so  keenly  by  her 
family,  Community  and  friends,  but  found  Sister  ready  and 
eager  as  always  during  life  to  respond  to  the  expression  of  the 
Master's  Will. 

Born  Geraldine  ^lary  Kormann,  eldest  daughter  of  F.  J. 
Kormanu  and  Alicia  Harrison,  of  Toronto,  .she  received  her 
entire  education  at  St.  Joseph's  from  Primary  Class  to  a  Bac- 
calTiureate  degree  at  the  University  of  Torontft.  A  few  years 
thereafter,  she  returned  to  St.  Joseph's  to  enter  the  Novitiate, 
received  the  Habit  in  August,  1923,  and  made  her  Final  Pro- 
fession in  1928.  Her  teaching  career  was  spent  in  St.  Joseph's 
High  School  and  St.  Joseph's  College-School  with  an  interval 
of  seven  years  in  Rosetown,  Saskatchewan.  Throughout  her 
life  Si*ster  displayed  the  qualities  which  endeared  her  to  all 
who  knew  her— gentleness,  generosity  and  a  sweet  simplicity. 
In  the  classroom  .she  worked  with  zeal  and  enthusiasm,  striving 
to  balance  in  her  pupils  ambition  for  knowledge  with  ambition 
for  holiness.  In  her  Community  her  generosity  was  all-embrac- 
ing and  ranged  from  a  cheery  word  or  smile  all  the  way  to  a 
costly  self-sacrifice.  Never  did  she  seem  to  lose  sight  of  the 
shining  goal  Avhich  di-ew  her  into  religious  life  and  towards 
which  she  strove  more  and    more   valiantly   as   the  years  pro- 
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gressed.     Iler   la'>t    illness   -was    an   example    of   uncomplaining 
suffering  patiently  borne  for  the  love  of  her  Divine  Spouse. 


Sister  M.  Everildis 

On  February  17,  Sister  M.  Everildis  died  after  a  prolonged 
illness.  She  remained  fully  conscious  almost  to  the  end  which 
she  awaited  with  such  resignation  and  confidence  that  those 
present,  among  whom  were  her  brother,  Reverend  C.  Doyle,  and 
her  aunt,  Miss  Gertrude  McCue,  felt  that  they  were  privileged 
to  witness  a  trulv  holv  and  happv  death,  one  "precious  in  the 
sight  of  God." 

The  deceased  Sister,  formerly  Eleanor  Doyl-e,  was  born  in 
Mount  Carmel,  Ontario,  a  daughter  of  the  late  Michael  Doyle 
and  Eleanor  McCue.  She  received  her  early  education  in  Mel- 
ancthon,  attending  High  School  in  Dundalk,  and  Toronto  Nor- 
mal School.  After  a  few  years  in  her  chosen  profession,  she 
entered  the  Novitiate  of  the  Sisters  of  St.  Joseph  in  1931.  As 
a  Religious  she  taught  in  the  Separate  Schools  of  the  City,  in 
St.  Catharines,  in  St.  Joseph's  High  School  and  the  College 
School. 

Of  her  it  can  be  said  that  "in  a  few  years  she  lived  long." 
Her  religious  life  was  brief,  but  she  had  become  deeply  imbued 
with  the  virtues  of  her  state.  Her  spirit  of  gratitude  and  her 
kindly  thoughtfulness  for  others  were  outstanding,  and  the 
children  who  had  the  privilege  of  being  her  pupils  speak  of  her 
patience  and  her  sweet  smile.  To  her  Sisters  these  last  came 
as  the  fragrance  of  the  lovely  courtesy  of  a  rare  and  beautiful 
soul.  The  sufferings  which  for  many  3-ears,  meant  days  and 
nights  of  pain,  served  only  to  spur  her  on  to  greater  perfection 
in  the  fulfilment  of  the  smallest  details  of  duty.  Quiet  and  un- 
assuming she  won  friends  for  God  and  for  herself  by  a  simple 
unwavering  faith  and  perhaps  most  of  all  by  that  gracious  ac- 
ceptance of  the  Cross  which  revealed  her  consciousness  of  the 
Love  behind  the  gift.  In  the  words  of  a  saintly  priest,  she  was 
"A  gentle  soul"  and  what  greater  praise  could  be  given  a  fol- 
lower of  Him,  Who  said :  '  'Learn  of  Me,  for  I  am  meek  and 
humble  of  Heart." 


^lumnae 
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Dear  Alumnae : 

Our  belated  but  sincere  cong-ratulations  to  Sr.  Helen  Ber- 
tille  (Eileen  Ellard)  on  the  Silver  Jubilee  of  her  profession.  Sr. 
Helen  Bertille  teaches  in  St.  Joseph's  Academy,  Tucson,  Ari- 
zona, but  visited  her  sister^  Sister  Marguerite,  last  summer  at 
St.  Joseph's  College,  Los  Ange-les. 

Did  you  know  that  Betty  Foley  entered  the  Sisters  of  St. 
Vincent  de  Paul  in  St.  Louis? 

!Mrs.  J.  Keenan  tell  us  she  had  a  visit  from  Margaret  ]Mc- 
Crohan  and  Isobel  Abbott  Mosteller.  Mrs.  Hatch  (Joan  Mos- 
teller)  is  now  living  in  Del  Mar,  California,  Box  183^  in  case 
someone  wants  to  write  her.  Also  heard  that  Mrs.  Aurel  Gau- 
det  Boden  of  Dearborn,  Michigan,  was  in  Toronto  recently  with 
her  three  children  for  her  parents'  55th  wedding  anniversary. 
Recently  ]\Irs.  J.  Keenan  when  visiting  her  son  and  daughter  in 
Toronto  dropped  into  St.  Joseph's  for  a  chat  with  old  friends. 
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111  case  you  haven't  been  keeping  up-to-date  on  Alumnae 
doings,  here's  the  program,  past  and  present.  The  Alumnae 
dance,  November  20th,  at  the  Royal  York  Hotel^  was  a  big  suc- 
cess socially  and  financially.  The  same  is  true  of  the  "Brown 
and  Gold  Ball"  sponsored  by  the  Alumnae,  held  at  Eaton  aud- 
itorium, February  3rd. 

The  quarterly  meeting  was  held  on  January  26th.  After 
a  short  business  meeting  and  benediction^  a  delicious  tea  was 
served. 

In  the  near  future  a  Bridge  will  be  held  and  a  fashion  show 
on  St.  Joseph's  Da}'.  Keep  the  date  open — make  up  a  table  and 
bring  your  friends.  Our  Alumnae  membership  is  really  some- 
thing this  year — over  2O0  paid  up  members — so  it  will  be  an 
opportunity  to  meet  old  friends  and  renew  acquaintances.  Later 
in  the  Spring  there  will  be  a  Communion  Breakfast^  and  that 
will  Avind  up  activities  for  the  summer. 

Before  I  close,  I'd  like  to  remind  you  all  that  all  of  us 
would  appreciate  any  news  of  past  pupils  and  their  interests. 
So  how  about  keeping  us  informed  about  what's  going  on  in 
your  part  of  the  world? 

Sincerely, 

Marie  Tisdale. 


With  I\Irs.  John  Griffin  as  convener,  the  Alumnae  Dance 
was  held  in  the  Imperial  Room  of  the  Royal  York  Hotel  on 
November  20th.  The  Committee :  Misses  Rosemary  Conlin, 
Pauline  Cuthbert,  Barbara  Callahau,  Orla  Beer,  Mary  Kay 
Mickler,  Jean  Grant,  Joan  Starr. 

"Fashion  was  in  full  accord  with  luxurious  furs  and  rich 
new  fabrics  as  the  Imperial  room  of  the  Royal  York  was  the 
suave  setting  for  the  annual  St.  Joseph's  Alumnae  dance  last 
night.  ]\Iiss  Mabel  Abrey.  president,  wore  a  lovely  gown  of 
Madonna  blue  with  sequin  trim.  Her  long  matching  gloves 
were  embroidered  in  sequins.  Mrs.  Ward  INIarkle  was  in  a 
stunning  evening  gown  combining  black  with  white  and  richly 
embroidered  in  gold  beads.  Mrs.  John  Griffin,  convener,  won 
the  spotlight  in  a  turquoise  model,  a  perfect  compliment  to  her 
jewellery." — Toronto  Star. 

M.  Tisdale. 

The  College  School  "Brown  and  Gold  Ball"  sponsored  by 
the  Alumnae  Association  was  held  at  Eaton  Auditorium,  Feb- 
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ruary  3rd.  Mrs.  John  Griffin  was  convener  and  Miss  Betty 
Fitzgerald  was  ticket  convener.  On  her  committee  were  Misses 
Virginia  Varley^  Mary  Flynn,  Kath.  McGovern,  Jon  McLean, 
Betty  Markle,  Prances  Conlin,  Lena  Burger,  Sheila  Duggan, 
Noreen  Carr^  Mary-Lou  Harris,  Barbara  Monaghan,  Mary  Mar- 
garet Plunkett,  and  Myrna  Kahnert. 

The  Patrons  and  Patronesses  were  Controller  and  Mrs.  D. 
A.  Balfour,  Mr.  and  Mrs.  AVard  Markle,  Dr.  and  Mrs.  G.  W. 
Lyons,  Mr.  and  Mrs.  J.  E.  ^lonaghan.  ]Miss  ]\Iabel  Abrey,  ]\[rs. 
George  Robinson,  ]Mrs.  John  Grititin  and  ]Mr.  Gordon  Ruston.  The 
features  of  the  evening  were  the  spot  dances  and  the  choosing  of 
the  Queen  of  the  Ball.  Miss  Orla  Beer  Avas  in  charge  of  refresh- 
ments. M.  Tisdale 


CONGRATULATIONS 

To  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Maliood  (^lary  Pape)  on  the  birth  of  John 
Paul  on  Christmas  Day. 

To  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Bradbury  (Marguerite  Smith)  on  the 
birth  of  a  daughter,  ^lary  Patricia,  November  7th. 

To  ]\Ir.  and  ^Irs.  Smith  (ilargaret  Dunn)  on  the  birth  of  a 
daughter  Paula,  December  28th. 

To  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Connolly  (Kathleen  Kernahan)  on  the  birth 
of  her  fifth  child,  a  daughter,  Katharine  Ann  December  27th. 

To  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Jack  Lavelle  (Olive  Cozens),  a  daughter, 
Mary,  born  January  19th. 

To  Mr.  and  Mrs.  James  Ridyard  (Jeanne  Pare)  a  daughter 
(Mary  Jeanne),  born  St.  Michael's  Hospital,  February  28th. 

*     *       * 

OUR  BEST  WISHES  TO : 

Win  Byrne  on  her  engagement  to  Joe  Sadler.  Win  is  plan- 
ning to  be  married  on  ]\Iay  17th. 

Mary  Claire  Seitz  daughter  of  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Ernest  Seitz, 
on  her  engagement  to  David  Joseph  Roche.  Marriage  to  take 
place  June  18th. 

Gerarda  Ryan,  on  her  engagement  to  Mr.  Joseph  O'Neill 
of  Ottawa.  The  weddinc'  date?    Around  Easter 


AND  TO  THE  FOLLOWING  NEWLY-WEDS : 

Eileen  Mary,  daughter  of  Dr.  William  O'Hara,  who  was 
married  to  Joseph  Patrick  Crothers  in  St.  Joseph's  Church,  Tor- 
onto, on  January  18th. 
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Maude  Audr<:^y.  daughter  of  Mrs.  L.  Tisdale,  who  was  mar- 
ried to  Terry  Stapley  in  St.  Basil's  Church,  Toronto,  on  Sep- 
tember 14th. 

Muriel  Reubens^  married  January  -Ith  in  St.  John's  Church, 
Toronto,  to  ]\Ir.  Robert  Patrick  Leeper  of  Saskatoon. 


OUR  CONDOLENCES  TO : 

Naomi  Gibson  on  the  death  of  her  sister,  Mrs.  James  Mur- 
phy, in  Chicopee,  Massachussets. 

Sister  Wilhelmina  on  the  death  of  her  brother,  Mr.  Bourke, 
in  North  Bay. 

The  family  of  Mrs.  Cassidy  (Mary  Cleary). 

]\Irs.  F.  J.  Kormann,  mother  of  St.  M.  Alicia  and  Mrs.  E. 
Rush  (Eileen),  Mrs.  M.  Guay  (Margaret)  and  Alicia  and 
Ignatius. 

Sr.  M.  Veronica  on  the  death  of  her  brother  Mr.  Edward  P. 
Boehler,  father  of  Kathleen  and  Helen. 

]\Irs.  ]\I.  S.  Keenan  on  the  death  of  her  mother,  Mrs.  George 
H.  Summers.  The  late  ^Irs.  Summers  a  gifted  actress  achieved 
distinction  not  only  through  her  per.sonal  success  upon  the 
stage,  but  also  through  the  roles  of  producer  and  director.  A 
gracious  kindly  woman  whose  personality  drew  to  her  many 
friends  who  did  not  limit  herself  to  the  busy  calls  of  her  profes- 
sion but  was  also  a  generous  worker  in  christian  activities. 


EXTRACTS  FROM  LETTERS 

.  .  .  D'Arcy  is  taking-  his  M.A.  after  spending  three  years  in 
tile  services.  He  is  just  twenty-three.  Bob,  my  eldest^  is  with 
the  Shell  Oil  Co.,  after  being  in  forces  almost  five  years.  Hugh 
will  be  home  for  Christmas.  He  left  England  last  month.  He 
Avill  be  in  the  na\y  another  three  and  a  half  years.  D'Arcy  is 
taking  Industrial  Psj'chology  and  hop&s  to  go  to  Toronto  for 
his  Ph.  D.  .  .  .  Lottie  is  teaching  music  in  Cranbiook  and  is 
busy  with  the  choir,  too.  She  is  preparing  special  music  for 
Bob  Anderson's  ordination  Mass.  You  know  it  was  through 
her  taking  him  to  midnight  Mass  and  then  later  on  to  benediction 
and  Mass  at  other  times  that  he  became  a  Catholic. 

I  attended  the  fall  graduation  of  U.B.C.     There  are  over 
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9,000  enrolled  at  the  U  this  year,  Dr.  Xorman  McKenzie,  the 
president,  has  a  wonderful  personality;  he  is  reputed  to  have 
more  degrees  than  any  other  person  in  Canada,  yet  his  modesty 
is  an  outstanding  quality.    I  may  go  east  this  fall. 

My  sister's  son  will  be  in  the  Air  Force  another  year.  Just 
now  he  is  taking  a  course  in  Alabama.  He  flew  Lord  Mont- 
gomery over  this  fall.  He  and  his  crew  have  taken  ^Mackenzie 
King  and  Lord  Alexander  various  places.  Last  spring  he  spent 
about  two  months  in  Hollywood  and  Mexico  having  taken  some 
big  planes  there.    He  is  over  six  feet  tall  and  weighs  175. 

Florence  Gav  Lv  iiside. 


.  .  .  Recently  we  were  at  the  Municipal  Airport  where  pas- 
sengers arrive  and  depart  from  the  Chicago  Municipal  Airport 
at  the  rate  of  360  per  hour  on  flights  on  the  continent  and  to 
foreign  lands.  Pa.ssenger  traffic  at  Chicago  is  increasing ;  They 
say  the  1946  figure  of  over  2,000,000  passengers  will  be  doubled 
this  year.  Eleven  commercial  air  lines  plan  scheduled  operations 
out  of  Chicago. 

The  present  congestion  at  the  Municipal  Airport  will  be  re- 
lieved somewhat  when  freight,  charter  and  private  flight  oper- 
ations are  transferred  to  the  planned  $50,000,000  Douglas  air- 
port. 

They  tell  me  that  the  airport  at  New  Orleans  is  the  '"world's 
largest  commercial  airport  now  in  operation."  (1,360  acres, 
twice  the  size  of  La  Guardia  field  in  New  York,  and  500  acres 
larger  than  the  National  Airport  at  Washington,  D..C.) 

A  superhighway  from  Chicago's  loop- to  the  Douglas  field 
is  also  planned  to  speed  traffic  to  and  from  the  airport.  See 
how  close  Chicago  is  to  Toronto ! 

B.  Scanlon,  (Chicago) 


'tolleae 


C  ODALITY  ACTIVITIES— Since  Christmas  the  Socialists 
'^  have  had  as  their  guest  speakers  on  Sodality  Sunday,  Fath- 
er Bondy  (director)  and  Father  Sullivan,  C.S.B.  Addressing  the 
Sodalists  Father  Bondy  urged  the  Sodalists  to  live  up  to  the 
aims  of  their  society,  and  to  foster  in  their  hearts  an  ardent  love 
for  ^lary.  Father  Sullivan  in  his  talk  mentioned  the  numerous 
shrines  of  Our  Lady  throughout  the  world  and  the  debt  we 
Catholics  of  North  America  owe  to  the  Mother  of  God. 

Committee  meetings,  in  the  form  of  discussion  clubs  on  the 
Mass,  will  be  held  during  ]\Iarch. 

Maureen  Hiekey,  '48 


r\  X  FEBRUARY  1-itli  we  had  as  our  tea  guest  the  Rt.  Rev. 
_  ^Isgr.  ^IcGrath  of  the  China  I\Iissionary  Seminary.  ]Mon- 
signor  spoke  about  Our  Lady  of  Fatima  and  left  us  filled  with 
determination  to  do  our  part  in  spreading  devotion  of  the  Im- 
maculate Heart  of  Mary  and  thus  to  help  in  the  salvation  of 
souls.  ]\Ionsigi]or  has  promised  to  come  again  and  speak  to  us 
about  the  Foreign  Missions.  We  shall  certainly  welcome  anoth- 
er visit. 


'pHE  WOMEN  STUDENTS  of  St.  Michael's  College  are  be- 
coming  aware  of  themselves  as  citizens  of  the  world  due  to 
a  talk  by  Miss  Kay  McLean  about  participation  of  university 
students  in  planning  and  directing  student  activities  on  an  in- 
ternational scope,  through  the  Liternational  Union  of  Students. 
]\Iiss  ^McLean  related  her  experiences  at  conferences  at  Prague 
and  other  European  cities  in  the  summer  of  1946.  and  pointed 
out  the  danger  to  our  ideals  if  we  remain  apathetic  and  inactive. 
We  can  influence  an  international  association  by  taking  part  in 
the  formation  of  the  National  Federation  of  Canadian  Univers- 
ity Students  on  our  campus. 

We  hope  to  have  specific  information  on  this  topic  in  the 
next  issue.    Remember  the  initials — NFCUS — it's  important. 
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UR  RETREAT  which  is  always  held  the  first  week-end  of 
Lent  was  preached  this  year  by  Rev.  H.  Daly.  S.J.,  of  Loy- 
ola College,  Montreal.  The  graduates  who  made  Father  Daly's 
retreat  four  years  ago  will  realize  what  a  privilege  was  ours  in 
having  such  a  splendid  speaker  and  so  self-sacrificing  a  director 
and  adviser. 


A 


T  LAST  our  altar  is  complete.  The  beautiful  hand-carved 
crucifix  of  solid  oak  arrived  in  time  for  Christmas.  Like 
the  figures  of  the  rood  it  was  carved  by  Laurent  Valliere,  St. 
Romauld  Inc.  The  lovely  new  Avooden  candlesticks,  as  also 
the  crucifix,  were  donated  by  generous  benefactors  to  whom  we 
openly  acknowledge  here  our  gratitude,  deep  and  sincere. 


npIIE  AT-HOME— Those  two  delightful  weeks  were  over.  Try- 
ing  on  formals,  deciding  between  bachelor  buttons  and  an 
orchid,  searching  for  a  girl  with  an  extra  pair  of  long  black  glov- 
es, and  endless  happy  chatter  had  come  to  an  end.  It  was  here 
— January  twenty-fourth — date  of  the  Annual  St.  Michael's  At- 
Home. 

Our  common  room  setting  for  the  coffee  part  which  preced- 
ed the  dance,  was  lovely.  Sister  St.  John  and  Sister  Superior 
officiated  at  the  long  lace-decked  tables  whose  double-blue 
candles  and  sparkling  silver  lent  an  air  of  formal  festivity. 

The  dance  itself  approached  perfection.  In  Brennan  Hall 
the  walls  were  covered  with  drapes,  banked  with  fresh  flowers. 
In  the  center  of  the  floor  was  a  flower  decked  fountain,  lighted 
from  within,  and  graced  by  a  small  statue  of  0*ur  Lady. 

From  the  greeting  on  the  receiving  line  until  the  last 
dreamy  waltz — every  minute  was  memorable. 

Sue  Decker,  *48. 


pRIDAY  AFTERNOON  TEAS— The  Friday  afternoon  teas 
arranged  by  the  Freshmen  in  the  Common  Room  provide 
opportunities  for  girls  to  come  together  and  to  exchange  ideas 
- — different  courses,  different  years  and  resident  and  non-resi- 
dent students.  They  provide  opportunities  also  for  general  an- 
nouncements. There  is  nearly  always  an  "added  attraction" — 
a  guest  speaker,  a  concerto,  a  sophomore  class  from  Loretto  will 
be  our  guests. 

Anne  Overend,  '47. 
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Y  THE  TIME  this  issue  appears  there  will  be  great  excite- 
ment around  the  College :  the  elections  of  ofiPicers  for  Stu- 
dents Administrative  Council  Avill  be  on.  AVho  will  be  Head  Girl 
of  Residence  for  1947-48?  We  can't  say:  there  are  five  to 
choose  from — all  good  prospects  too. 


\X/'E  HAVE  RECEIVED  expressions  of  deepest  gratitude 
^^  from  France,  Italy  and  Germany  for  the  boxes  we  sent 
for  Christmas.  The-  first  two  of  these  letters,  the  one  written  in 
English  in  anticipation  of  the  box.  the  other  one  translated  from 
the  French.  If  any  of  our  Alumnae  wish  to  donate  clothing 
or  food  we  can  supply  them  with  addresses. 


74  Rue  des  Artistes, 
Paris, 
December  31,  1946 
Reverend  Sister: 

I  had  the  great  pleasure  of  receiving  within  an  interval  of  two 
days,  a  letter  from  my  sister  telling  me  that  I  should  get  a  parcel 
from  the  Students  of  St.  Joseph's  College,  and  then  the  parcel  itself 
which  arrived  in  perfect  condition. 

My  sister  had  already  told  me  of  your  kindness  which  was  so 
well  reflected  by  the  generosity  and  thoughtfulness  shown  in  the 
choice  of  the  contents  of  the  parcel. 

I  cannot  express  in  an  adequate  way  my  gratitude  to  you  and 
your  students — I  can  assume  that  your  gifts  both  of  clothes  and  eat- 
ables wei'e  much  appreciated.  We  have  been  deprived  of  such  things 
for  a  long  time,  and  our  rations  are  still  being  enforced  for  the  pur- 
chase of  cakes,  milk,  chocolate,  fruit,  etc.  We  have  really  forgot- 
ten the  taste  of  such  things,  so  you  may  imagine  what  a  treat  they 
were. 

Will  you.  Reverend  Sister,  kindly  convey  my  very  sincere  thanks 
to  your  students  for  the  pleasure  their  generous  gift  gave  me. 
I  remain  with  deep  gratitude. 

Yours  very  sincerely, 

Blanche  Sevestre. 


Wien  XIX.  117,  Nusswaldgasse  18 
3.  2.  1947 
My  dear  young  friends: 

With  great  joy  I  learnt  that  you  have  so  very  generously  given 
for  us  a  number  of  clothes.  The  package  has  not  yet  arrived,  but  it 
is  wonderful  to  know  that  kind  help  is  on  the  way  and  is  approach- 
ing day  by  day.  Therefore  let  me  thank  you  even  to-day  most  heart- 
ily for  your  readiness  in  giving.  We  too  should  like  to  give  you  some 
pleasure, — perhaps  by  sending  you  some  good  books  of  Vienna  and 
Austria.     Please,  let  us  know  what  you  would  like  for  your  college. 

I  hope  that  in  a  few  years  there  will  be  no  more  such  terrible 
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need  for  clothes,  underwear  and  shoes.  At  the  moment,  we  cannot 
buy  anything,  as  all  shops  are  empty  because  the  factories  don't  work 
owing  to  the  lack  of  raw-materials.  What  we  still  possess  is  quite 
worn  out  by  the  long  use.  Many  of  our  friends  had  to  leave  their  old 
homes  in  a  great  hurry  fleeing  or  because  they  were  driven  away. 
What  they  could  drag  with  them,  they  were  sometimes  robbed  of. 
Now  they  are  poor,  without  homes,  without  hope  for  a  better  future. 
Especially  better  class  people  suffer  cruelly  in  their  poverty  they  can- 
not help.  They  are  not  accustomed  to  begging  and  rarely  anyone 
thinks  of  offering  help  unasked.  Therefore  they  are  all  the  more 
grateful  when  dear  friends  give  them  readily  of  what  they  can  spare. 
So  distant  people  become  brethren  in  mutual  love  and  our  Father  in 
Heaven  is  pleased  with  their  active  charity. 

So,  please,  send  everything  which  you  think  you  cannot  use 
yourselves  anymore.  We  might  make  something  of  it  for  children  or 
young  people.  We  have  many  needy  friends  in  Vienna.  Yet  we  hope 
that  in  a  few  years  things  will  be  better,  thanks  to  your  help. 

God  bless  you  and  reward  you  of  your  kindness. 
Yours  sincerely, 

Wilma  Frank. 


p  0-OPS— Operation  "co-ops"  has  started  at  St.  Michael  Col- 
^^  lege.  Its  object  is  a  Tuck-Shop  in  the  basement  of  Teefy  Hall 
or  in  House  "49."  The  idea  took  shape  in  January  with  a  gen- 
eral meeting  of  the  student  body.  Volunteers  offered  their 
services  for  the  committees  needed  for  such  a  project.  Slogans 
and  posters  appeared  explaining  the  co-operative  movement. 

The  "Tuck-Shop"  will  give  the  members  a  chance  to  tuclj 
that  extra  dollar  in  a  good  investment.  This  year  the  shares  are 
just  a  dollar.  Each  shareholder  will  receive  a  ipercentage  of 
the  money  which  he  himself  spends  in  the  Tuck  Shop. 

A  "Skit-Night"  was  held  in  Brennan  Hall  on  February  the 
fourth.  Loretto.  St.  Joseph's  and  St.  IMichael's  Colleges  each 
contributed  skits  depicting  scenes  in  Residence  Life,  the  Tuek- 
Shop  To  Be  and  even  a  short  Minstrel  Show.  Afterwards  the 
audience  listened  to  a  talk  on  the  "co-op."  given  by  Dr.  Lynch, 
who  said  that  if  the  student  body  backed  the  undertaking,  the 
Tuck  Shop  could  be  under  way  by  March.  biTt  for  the  term,  only 
coffee,  ice-cream  and  sandwiches  could  be  served,  stock  to  be 
increased  later. 

The  Tuck  Shop  will  be  a  unifying  force. 

Let's  back  "Operation  Co-op." 

Muriel  Rouleau,  '49. 


W 


E  OFFER  OUR  SINCERE  SYINIPATHY  to  Helen  Boehler, 
I  Year,  in  the  death  of  her  father. 
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FIRST  IMPRESSIONS  OF  UNIVERSITY  LIFE 

University  life !  college !  campus  activities !  With  the  re- 
ception of  my  high  school  diploma  that  distant  goal  for  which 
I  had  been  eagerly  grasping  had  become  a  reality.  I  had  been 
received  in  the  University  of  Toronto. 

The  routine  was  new  bnt  by  the  time  for  registration  the 
friendly  atmosphere  of  my  new  college  companions,  and  of  the 
college  staflf,  encouraged  me. 

It  was  all  so  big,  the  University  in  itself,  that  the  first  day 
I  was  confused  but  assistance  on  the  campus  and  in  my  own  col- 
lege encouraged  me.  Thousands  of  other  students  swarmed 
about  me  on  the  campus  and  in  the  various  buildings. 

Books !  I  set  out,  wallet  in  one  hand,  book  list  in  the  other, 
to  battle  my  way  through  the  mobs  in  the  university's  one  book 
store.  Then,  too,  there  was  my  medical  to  be  arranged  for  and 
the  confusion  that  always  went  with  my  locating  Iloskin  Ave.- — 
Hoskin  couldn't  possibly  be  parallel  to  Bloor,  as  so  many  people 
claimed. 

The  first  day  over  I  returned,  wearied  and  relieved,  to  St. 
Joseph's  College.  As  I  lifelessly  unpacked  my  trunk,  I  listened 
to  similar  stories  of  my  room-maite's  bewilderment  and  confus- 
ion with  this  new  life. 

xVlthough  I  was  unaccustomed  to  my  new  bed  I  slept  com- 
paratively well  that  night,  a  feeling  of  satisfaction  surging 
within  me — But,  alas,  this  was  only  the  beginning  and  the  next 
day  found  me  a  bewildered  freshman,  vainly  studying  ray  time- 
table and  searching  my  student's  handbook  for  the  location  of 
the  lecture  hall. 

However,  after  five  months  of  this  new  life,  months  filled 
with  work  and  pleasure,  I  have  become  fully  acquainted  with 
and  accustomed  to  life  at  college  and  at  university,  and  would 
begrudgingly  exchange  it. 

W.  A.  Rvaii. 


COLLEGE  LIFE 

There  is  no  way  of  knowing  Avhat  college  life  is,  but  to  be 
thrown  into  it  as  a  bewildered  Freshie.  ]\Iaybe  j^ou  know  wliat 
it  is,  and  then  I  do  not  have  to  tell  you  it  is  the  most  wonderful 
experiment.  T  have  used  that  word  "wonderful"  so  often  since 
I  have  been  at  St.  Joe's  that  it  has  become  a  short  enthusiastic 
refrain  in  every  hour. 
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My  first  days  in  residence— back  in  September,  long,  so 
long  ago — I  remember  tliem  dimly,  except  for  a  few  notable 
incidents. 

There  was  that  snnny  afternoon  when  I  was  lost,  hopelessly 
lost  in  the  big  unfamiliar  city,  at  the  corner  of  Yonge  St.  and 
St.  Albans  ....  and  that  fateful  night  when  Initiation  start- 
ed, at  three  o'clock  in  the  morning,  and  we  all  thought  that  we 
were  the  prey  of  blood-thirsty,  scalping  Indians.  (This  is  not 
meant  in  any  way  to  offend  the  honourable  Sophomores  con- 
cerned.) And  there  were  also  the  long  hours  pondering  over 
our  time-table,  that  wondrous  puzzle,  to  coiu-iliate  History  with 
Philosophy  and  English  with  Grreek. 

But  those  days  of  pioneering  are  over  now;  life  runs 
smoothly — or  almost !  We  still  rush  from  Baldwin  House  to 
St.  Mike's,  from  U.C.  to  Loretto,  but  in  the  leisurely  fashion  of 
hard-boiled  veterans.  We  almost  look  like  Seniors  except  that 
we  have  not  learned  yet  the  art  of  cariyiiig  big  books  wisely 
and  sparingly. 

^Meeting  your  fellow  students  on  the  campus,  you  hail  them 
and  they  always  have  for  you  a  big  "hello"  and  a  happy  grin; 
it  makes  you  feel  Uiat  you  belong  to  a  wonderful  group  of 
friends  and  that  the  world  belongs  to  you. 

Life  in  residence  is  eventful  and  interesting.  Something 
unexpected  pops  up  everj-  minute,  and  j'ou  must  be  ready — be 
it  an  iron  which  threatens  to  set  the  house  afire,  or  a  Preshie 
who  lost  her  English  notes  and  would  borrow  3'ours,  if  you 
please. 

If  you  feel  like  playing  bridge,  drop  in  for  a  game  any  time. 
But  above  all,  come  and  join  us  for  collation.  The  smell  of  burnt 
toast  is  sweeter  than  3'ou  can  possiblj^  imagine,  and  we  have 
such  a  grand  time  that  we  almost  enjoy  washing  the  dishes 
afterwards. 

Since  I  came  I  have  gained  experience.  I  became  acquaint- 
ed with  the  rules  of  metaphysics  and  hockey,  I  learned  to  ap- 
preciate Shakespeare  and  popular  music.  But  one  thing  I  never 
mastered  is  that  of  pronouncing  "th."  ]My  tongue  is  never  quick 
enough  to  get  out  of  the  way  after  a  long  and  panting  "th"  and 
the  result  rolls  thus:  "Three  hunthreth  and  thirthy  three 
thousanth."  But  don't  mention  it.  I  also  learned  many  new 
words,  sleet  and  ram,  spear  and  shun,  some  of  them  while  trans- 
lating Homer  and  others,  working  at  crossword  puzzles,  both 
excellent  for  increasing  one's  vocabulary. 

Among  those  countless  occupations,  we  manage  to  study. 
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somehow.  Your  powers  of  concentration  grow  tlirough  con- 
stant training,  and  you  work  while  people  argue  back  and  forth 
over  your  head.  There  are  times  when  all  is  silent  around  you, 
and  you  feel  strongh'  within  you  that  intellectual  impulse  to- 
wards knowledge,  the  true  way  of  learning. 

And  that  is  college  life,  made  of  hours  pink  or  gray,  joyful, 
carefree  and  busy,  which  we,  the  Fres'hies,  have  learned  to  like, 
and  which  we  recommend  to  you  as  a  school  of  happiness. 

Monique  Chouinard,  '49. 

N.B. — This  is  by  a  Quebec  girl  who  only  began  to  converse 
in  English  last  September  when  she  came  to  College. 
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Down  in  the  mould  a  bulb  lies  still 

Hidden  away  from  sight. 
But  the  silent  life-force  works  its  will 

And  urges  to  the  light. 

Out  of  the  bulb  a  shaft  of  green 

Out  of  the  shaft  a  flower! 
And  lo,  to  the  world  the  bulb  unseen 

Has  shown  its  hidden  power. 

0  Saint  of  the  hidden  life,  your  heart 
Deep  hid  in  the  heart  of  God, 

Now  lifts  on  high  from  the  earth  apart 
Its  heavenly  lilied  rod. 

H.B. 


Inllej^e^chool 


SCHOOL  NOTES 

TUT         AT   •         '^'''^  entire  school  was  grieved  to  learn  of  the 
Sr.  Mary  Alicia:     ^^^^^j^  ^^  ^■^^^^^,  ^^^^.^  ^^^^.j^  ^^^  January  17th. 

Sister  had  been  ill  only  a  short  time — at  least  we  had  not  been 
aware  of  her  previous  ill  health  so  gallantly  had  she  hidden  it — 
and  her  deatli  stunned  her  P^urth  formers  and  the  Third  form 
Ancient  History  students.  At  her  funeral  on  January  20th,  the 
convent  chapel  was  hardly  large  enough  to  hold  all  her  friends 
and  those  of  us  whom  she  had  taught  and  who  were  allowed  to 
attend.  At  the  request  of  Form  IV-B,  Sister  Mary  Alicia's  home 
form,  a  High  Mass  was  sung  at  St.  Basil's,  January  24th.  On 
February  5th,  at  the  request  of  Form  IV-A,  a  High  Mass  was 
sung  in  the  convent  chapel.    May  she  rest  in  peace. 


New  Teachers: 


The  students  extend  a  welcome  to  Sister  St. 

Stephen,  who  has  returned  to  St.  Joseph's 
after  four  rears  in  Rosetown.  Sister  is  now  form  teacher  of 
IV-B. 

Welcome  also  to  Sister  Columba,  another  addition  to  the 
teaching  staff  at  St.  Joseph's.  Sister  is  "dividing  herself"  be- 
tween Grades  Nine  and  Ten. 


Ta]k<;  to  Sodalictc;-       Pi'^ceding  the  Sodality  reception  on  De- 
laiKsto  boaaiists.     ^.^j^^^^^^.  gth,  Father  Keating  gave  the  so- 

dalists  two  inspiring  talks  on  the  purpose  of  the  Sodality  and 
what  Sodalists  in  a  school  could  and  were  expected  to  do. 


._  .  p.  ,  On  the  evening  of  December  8th,  the  junior 
'  ^^^°^  ^y-  members  of  the  Resident  School  presented  a 
drama  night  for  their  parents,  featuring  a  play  "The  Juggler 
of  Notre  Dame."  The  closing  tableau  was  especially  effective, 
rendered  the  more  so  by  Sheila  Cronin  and  her  violin,  a  combi- 
nation which  resulted  in  Schubert's  Ave  Maria. 
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G  ,1  T+     rkff-  P'ollowing  Mass  on  Suiidav,  Januarv  26th, 

SodaJity  Otticers:  pytiier  LaJeiinesse,  C.S.B.,  installed  the 
officers  of  the  Sodality.  They  are  as  follows :  Prefect :  Lorraine 
Chepeski;  Vice-Prefect:  Geraldine  Grady;  Secretary:  Mary 
Bricco ;  and  Treasurer :  Helen  Boyle.  The  election  of  these 
officers  had  taken  place  in  December. 


_.  On  January  19th,  the  boarders  went  out  after 

,     _.   ,  supper,  as  usual  to  enjoy  a  few  minutes  of  skat- 

ing. Unforeseen  accidents  surely  marred  that 
evening.  ]\Iary  Martha  Swinyard  broke  her  wrist  and  Mary 
Kelly  her  elbow  and  Sheila  Cronin  injured  her  finger.  On  the 
previous  afternoon  Gladys  Lagonterie  had  hurt  her  knee.  All 
the  girls  returned  to  class  the  next  week. 


p     ,.  /I      ^  colorful  note  is  added  to  the  navy  severity 

„        =■      .  of  our  halls  these  days.     Golden  yellow  pull- 

overs and  cardigans  with  warm  brown  crest 
are  being  worn  (and  with  impunity)  by  most  of  the  girls. 


Valentine  Party      ^^'^^^^^   ^^^^   ^^^^   ^   splendid    get-togetber 

•^  ■      when  Grade  10-C  invited  the  other  Tens  to 

a  Valentine  Party  in  tlie  Gym  and  Cafeteria  on  February  13th. 


«  ,  .,  ,, .  The  interform  basketball  games  are  in  full  swing 
■  -  as  we  write.  It  is  impossible  to  say  what  form 
is  going  to  come  out  on  top.  but  there  is  good  stuff  in  many  of 
them — more  than  there  has  been  for  some  years,  in  the  opinion 
of  "those  who  know." 


■D    ,.    /»    .  Grade  iSme  E  held  a  successful  Radio  Quiz 

Radio  Quiz  ^.i  c.  n     t  oni.!,  tt<-      j. 

and  Dehati  ••  ^'''^  ^  afternoon  ot  January  30th.  First 
^  ■  Forms  attended  and  reported  that  it  was 
entertaining.  Indeed  the  Grades  Nine  and  Ten  are  an  intel- 
lectual lot,  we  surmise,  and  are  showing  a  great  interest  in  class 
debates  too  of  late. 


e,  ,      ,  -^  Ihe   social  event   of  the  year,   namelv  our 

School  Dance:  i»  ^      n    ^•^     t>    ^^      ^  1     1  '       4.1, 

J^rown  and  Gold  Ball,  sponsored  by  the 
Alumnae,  was  held  on  February  3rd,  at  Eaton's  Auditorium. 
The  dance  was  semi-formal  and  everyone  agreed  that  it  was 
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the  best  one  yet.    Music  for  the  affair  was  rendered  by  Bobby 
Gimby  and  his  orchestra. 


A  gay  event  of  January  24th  was  the  Tea  Dance 
Tea  Dance :  j^^j ^  '^^.  Grades  Twelve  and  Thirteen  in  the  New 
Gym.  Invited  by  these  worthy  maidens  swarms  of  gallants 
from  the  two  schools  of  Knights,  St.  Michael's  and  De  La  Salle, 
appeared  at  the  S.J.C.  doors.  The  gym  was  gaily  decorated  and 
the  music  was  supplied  by  a  Band  Box  from  Eaton's.  There 
were  prizes  for  Spot  and  other  Novelty  Dances;  and  a  broom 
dance  provided  a  great  deal  of  amusement,  particularly  among 
the  boys. 

SHOULD  SMOKING  BE  KEPT  TO  CHIMNEYS 

There  have  been  many  arguments  on  the  subject  of  smoking. 
The  arguing  began  when  Sir  Walter  Raleigh  caused  a  sensation  in  the 
Elizabethan  court  by  leaving  a  trail  of  smoke  behind  him.  Walter 
wasn't  the  first  victim.  Many  Indians  and  other  barbarians  had  been 
smoking  before  he  popularized  it.  In  the  Elizabethan  age,  smoke 
was  found  very  irritating  to  feminine  throats.  Otherwise  there  were 
no  serious  objections. 

In  the  centuries  that  followed  this  turning  point  in  the  history 
of  mankind,  smokers  increased,  cigars  and  cigarettes  came  into  be- 
ing, and  a  new  dire  threat  was  lield  forth:  Tobacco  contains  nicotine. 
Nicotine  is  a  deadly  poison.  Smoking  weuld  remove  ten  years  from 
the  gpan  of  life. 

I  remember  reading  an  article  by  Gene  Tunuey.  former  heavy- 
weight champion,  who  promised  dusty  death  to  smokers.  Mr.  Tunney's 
pleas  were  heard,  but  no  one  paid  any  attention  to  them.  He  was 
four  hundred  years  too  late. 

In  the  twentieth  century,  smoking  has  become  a  part  of  our  na- 
tional life.  Tobacco  and  soap  are  king  and  queen  of  the  advertising 
business.  We  can't  turn  on  the  radio  without  being  told  that  there's 
no  rinsing  or  wiping  when  you  use  Spic  and  Span  and  that  Lucky 
Strike  means  fine  tobacco. 

Smoking  will  never  be  abolished  now.  It  is  a  habit.  When  we 
stop  and  think;  it  is  a  very  foolish  one.  A  cigarette  is  only  a  piece  of 
paper  rolled  into  a  cylinder  and  stuffed  with  dried-out  weed.  But 
despite  all  the  advertising,  it  isn't  tobacco  that  counts  or  the  aqua- 
fuge  paper  that  will  not  stick  to  the  lips,  it's  not  even  the  cigarette — 
it's  the  match.  Ever  since  the  dawn  of  time,  the  oxidization  of  sub- 
stance has  held  a  fascination  for  man.  W^ho  has  not  spent  hours 
staring  into  the  flickering  flame  of  the  firelight?  In  the  early  days 
of  his  existence,  man,  still  admittedly  a  savage,  could  play  with  fire 
to  his  heart's  content.  Civilization,  with  all  its  other  evils,  tried  to 
impress  upon  man  the  necessity  of  taking  fire  for  granted,  of  leaving 
it  where  it  belonged — in  the  furnace. 

Sir  Walter  Raleigh,  however,  found  a  way  to  bring  fire  back 
out  into  the  open.  This  remnant  of  our  past  is  in  the  open  now.  and 
will,  I  think,  stay  there.  Jean  Munro,  XIII-B.  S.J.C.S. 
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STUDENT  ADMINISTRATION 

We  have  just  passed  through  the  greatest  conflict  this  world  has 
ever  known!  Nation  upon  nation  has  been  crushed  beneath  the  heel 
of  the  Invader,  millions  have  been  ruthlessly  slaughtered,  and  greater 
numbers  have  been  left  homeless,  destitute,  and  starving.  Never, 
since  the  dawn  of  prehistoric  times,  have  the  peoples  of  the  world 
been  faced  with  such  complete  chaos,  as  that  which  exists  on  the 
European  continent  to-day.  The  ugly  beast  of  communism  has  rear- 
ed its  gory  head  among  the  the  ruins  of  a  bewildered  and  desperate 
people.  A  great  "red"  tidal  wave  is  engulfing  Europe,  and  how  have 
the  relatively  untouched  Western  nations  risen  to  meet  it?  Are 
"peo,ple"  really  prepared  to  face  it?  I  say  "people,"  for  I  do  not 
mean  the  heads  of  nations,  the  law-makers,  nor  the  great  military 
leaders,  but  the  most  important  men  of  all,  those  who  count  most, 
"The  common  Man."  For  he  alone  is  the  basis  of  all  society,  and  he 
alone  can  provide  a  remedy  for  society.  The  most  significant  means 
by  which  this  remedy  may  be  brought  about,  is  therefore,  the  provi- 
sion for  better  training  for  the  common  man;  in  order  that  he  may 
learn  how  best  to  use  his  faculties  for  the  common  good.  Of  a  neces- 
sity therefore,  we  must  begin  with  "youth,"  the  potential  citizens  of 
to-morrow.  Hitler  acknowledged  this  truth,  when  he  placed  his 
young  men  and  women  in  special  training  camps,  where  they  were 
modelled  into  cogs  for  the  Nazi  machine.  We  must  acknowledge  it 
by  providing  for  the  best  instruction,  mentally,  spiritually  and  physi- 
cally that  we  can  provide,  in  order  to  produce  active,  and  intelligent 
citizens  of  a  democracy.  One  of  the  most  significant  factors  contri- 
buting to  this  achievement  is  student  administration  in  the  schools. 
By  this  system  the  pupil  learns  through  actual  participation  and  ex- 
perience, the  fundamentals  of  the  democracy  in  which  he  lives,  and 
those  principles  of  brotherhood,  and  equality,  which  will  enable  him 
to  help  not  only  himself,  but  the  "World." 

Patricia  Borron,  XIII-A,  S.J.C.S. 


]\Ll\SIONS 


The  Second  Forms'  play  "Mansions,"  was  presented  a  second 
time  on  January  27th,  under  the  direction  of  Mary  Sue  McGee,  who 
played  as  Mrs.  Mackaye.  Her  daughters  were  Mary  Cranston,  Ros- 
anne  Monfred,  Lois  Devoy  and  Shirley  Marsden.  Shirley  played  as 
Helen  Mackaye,  a  young  girl  who  felt  that  she  had  a  call  to  enter  the 
Convent.  Her  Mother  and  her  Aunt  Win  (Julianne  Roach)  opposed 
this  "foolish  notion."  With  the  death  of  Helen's  sister,  Frances, 
iTelen  set  aside  her  dearest  plan  to  save  her  Mother  further  pain.  Her 
Mother  too  had  a  change  of  heart,  and  the  play  ends  on  a  happy  note. 

Patricia  Moher  took  the  part  of  Mrs.  Lydia  Herrin,  a  nosey-busy- 
body. Anne  Weirtz  was  Helen's  friend  and  Lorraine  Deitrich,  as 
Gosta,  the  Swedish  cook,  was  exceptionally  good.  Barbara  Markle, 
as  Gerry,  the  housemaid,  provided  many  laughs.  The  parts  of  Sister 
Rose  and  Sister  Therese  were  played  by  Anne  Warrington  and  Elaine 
Waller,  and  that  of  Mrs.  Mackaye's  secretary,  Miss  Carr,  by  Katherine 
Birtles.  The  members  of  the  cast  acquitted  themselves  well  and  de- 
serve much  praise. 

Mary  Lemire,  XHI-B,  S.J.C.S. 
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BEXEDICTIOX 

The  holy  calm,  the  candle-flame. 

The  gold-flecked  altar  cloth  of  white, 
The  incense-rise  of  blue-grey  smoke. 

The  rose-hued,  flickering,  altar-light. 

The  monstrance,  with  the  Shepherd-Lord, 

The  tabernacle's  silk-veiled  door, 
The  softly-stained  glass  window's  light 

In  purple  pools  upon  the  floor. 

The  gold-splashed  splendour  of  the  cope, 

The  white-frothed  lace  on  black  soutane, 

The  priest  who  stands,  one  set  apart, 
A  regal  prince,  a  royal  man. 

The  Crucifix — the  thorn-crowned  King, 

The  unseen  angels  hovering  near. 
The  silent  voices  of  the  dead, 

The  Church  Triumphant  gathered  here. 

The  image  of  the  Virgin-Queen, 

The  roses,  and  the  perfumed  air. 
The  hushed,  awe-struck,  praying  throng 

A  reverent  people  kneeling  there. 

Each  mind,  each  man,  each  thought  is  one, 

Each  soul  baptism's  immortal  stamp 
And  in  each  heart,  before  the  Lord, 

An  ever-burning  vigil-lamp. 

Anne  McGinn,  XIII-B,  S.J.C.S. 


GOODBYE  TO  SISTER  MARY  ALICIA 

Dear  God,  Your  people  here  on  earth, 

Know  not  Your  ways  of  claiming  souls 
We  only  bow  our  heads,  resigned. 

And  think  of  You,  and  that  consoles. 

But  death  is  not  the  end  of  life 

It  merely  draws  a  silken  veil 
Between  us  and  the  Great  Beyond;  '     ' 

And  ends  the  pain-wracked,  suffering  trail. 

And  since  Your  summons  came.  O  King, 

With  burning  hearts  and  aching  eyes, 
We  look  upon  that  grave  with  grief. 

And  tears,  and  prayers,  and  last  goodbyes. 

The  pain  of  loss  is  hard  to  bear. 

And  harder  to  forget,  and  then 
With  choking  words  to  bid  farewell. 

Until,  sometime,  we  meet  again. 

Anne  McGinn,  XIII-B,  S.J.C.S 


86  ST.  JOSEPH  LILIES 


A  VISIT  TO  THE  DENTIST 

The  word  'dentist'  sends  icy  shivers  trickling  down  my  spine. 
With  an  aching  tooth  in  my  tlirobbing  head  I  take  the  longest  route 
to  the  enemy  of  tooth-aches,  my  dentist.  My  heart  pounds  wildly  as 
I  climb  the  stairs  to  his  office  and  with  a  shaking  hand  I  turn  the 
knob  to  my  doom.  My  tooth  has  stopped  aching!  From  sheer  fright 
the  nerve  in  my  molar  becomes  dead  and  I  run  down  the  stairs  to 
freedom  with  my  tooth  still  intact.  But  alas,  a  sudden  stab  of  pain 
sends  me  reeling  back  to  the  dreaded  room.  Screwing  up  my  cour- 
age I  sit  in  the  dentist's  chair,  awaiting  the  prick  that  tells  me  he  is 
freezing  my  gum. 

For  five  minutes  I  lie  in  a  petrified  state  while  my  dentist  goes 
about  his  business  making  telephone  calls  and  what  not.  How  can 
he  whistle  so  merrily  while  I  am  dying  a  thousand  deaths  on  that 
chair?  Then  the  moment  comes  when  he  takes  those  pincers  and 
tells  me  to  open  my  mouth.  My  jaw  feels  so  big  and  I  feel  so  miser- 
able that  come  what  may,  I  am  prepared.  With  a  bravado  I  don't 
feel,  I  give  him  a  lop-sided  grin,  put  my  head  back  and  open  my 
mouth.  Cold  steel  touches  the  side  of  my  mouth  and  as  my  heart 
turns  a  few  somersaults  the  dentist  tussels  with  my  back  tooth. 
Agonizing  pain  shoots  through  my  mouth  and  whirling  planets  move 
before  my  closed  eyes  as  I  feel  my  tooth  being  slowly  extracted.  It 
seems  aeons  before  he  has  It  out.  Finally  it  is  over  and  giddly  I  get 
up.  My  feet  have  turned  to  jelly  and  as  I  try  to  stand  my  knees 
collapse  like  an  accordian  under  me  and  I  cling  to  the  chair.  I  lie  in 
that  detested  chair  until  my  blurred  vision  is  cleared,  then  arise  with 
such  vigor  that  I  myself  am  amazed.  As  I  am  going  out  the  door 
the  dentist  calls  to  me  to  come  again  soon;  'just  for  a  visit.' 

Vera  Cobitz,  XIII-B,  S.J.C.S. 


JUNIOR  PLAY 


Our  Lady's  Juggler,  a  three-act  play  presented  by  the  Junior 
Resident  Students,  is  the  story  of  a  juggler  in  the  Middle  Ages.  Un- 
able to  earn  enough  to  keep  himself  clothed  and  fed,  his  soul  never- 
theless is  filled  with  the  love  of  God.  Brought  into  a  monastery,  he 
enters  the  ranks  but  is  disturbed  by  his  inability  to  do  "big  things" 
for  his  Heavenly  Mother.  Tricks — that  is  all  he  can  do;  and  these 
he  does,  in  the  Chapel,  before  the  Blessed  Virgin's  statue.  The  on- 
lookers are  horrified.  But  Mary,  his  Mother,  quite  noticeably  smiles 
her  delight  in  the  little  juggler's  "show,"  and  the  monks  recognize 
in  the  brother  true  sanctity.  Ruth  O'Neill  took  the  part  of  the  Bless- 
ed Virgin  and  Sue  Mosteller  was  the  juggler;  Brother  Boniface — 
Theresa  Daneff;  Father  Prior — Mary  Beaudoin;  Market  women — 
Mai-y  Carey,  Mercedez  Urtiaga;  children — Mary  O'Neill  and  Mary 
Ann  Sharkey.  The  humour  in  the  play  was  by  Theresa  Daneff,  as  a 
fat,  jolly  monk  and  a  good  friend  of  the  juggler's  and  Sheila  Cron- 
in's  playing  of  Schubert's  on  her  "trusty  fiddle"  added  to  the  artis- 
try of  the  last  tableau.  The  play  was  so  well  received  by  the  boarders 
that  it  was  repeated  for  the  dav  pupils. 

Sue  Mosteller,  Grade  VIH,  S.J.C.S. 
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FAIRIES,  GNOMES.  PIXIES  ....  AND  BROWNIES 

Tw-whit,  tu-whoo,  the  call  of  the  owl  arrests  the  attention  of 
every  Brownie,  for  that  wonderful  land  of  fairies  centres  about  toad- 
stools and  owls.  If  you  were  to  come  to  St.  Helen's  Hall  any  Friday 
evening  at  six  o'clock,  you  would  question  your  sanity  from  the 
strange  sights  before  you.  Imagination  in  the  magic  world  teaches 
the  Brownie  much.  A  Brownie  lives  not  only  in  a  make-believe 
world  but  also  a  practical  one.  The  tests  show  this.  At  the  begin- 
ning they  must  know  how  to  comb,  part  and  braid  their  own  hair. 
As  they  continue,  they  are  taught  how  to  lay  a  table  for  two  for  din- 
ner and  to  observe  nature.  The  other  day  I  received  an  article  from 
a  Brownie  about  "The  horse."  She  wrote,  "A  horse  has  hair  on  his 
back.  He  has  short  hair,  and  wears  horse  shoes.  Has  eyes  and  teeth, 
long  nose,  short  ears,  has  knees  and  legs,  long  hair  on  his  tail.  There 
are  many  different  colours  of  horses,  there  is,  gray,  black,  white, 
brown,  red." 

In  addition  to  tests,  there  are  ceremonies.  To  open  the 
meeting,  we  form  a  large  circle.  tip-toe  into  the  centre 
and  whisper  "Hello"  to  all  the  Brownies  in  the  Pack.  This 
is  repeated  three  times;  the  second  "Hello"  to  all  the  Brownies  in 
Canada  while  the  third  "Hello"  is  shouted  to  Brownies  all  over  the 
world.  For  the  collection  of  Fairy  Gold  (fees)  each  group  dances 
about  the  toadstool  singing. 

Games  help  to  let  out  that  pent-up  energy.  Pow-w'ow  is  a  time 
for  songs,  stories  and  a  discussion  of  next  week's  meeting.  Perhaps 
the  Brownies  would  like  a  Cinderella  night  when  we  will  turn  into 
mice,  fat  rats,  pumpkins  and  even  princesses. 

In  Brownies,  we  try  to  regulate  the  child's  imagination  but  what 
are  you  to  say  when  a  Brownie  asks, 

"Is  that  a  real  wand,  Brown  Owl?" 

Virginia  Varley,  XIII-B,  S .  J  .  C  .  S. 


A  VISIT  TO  THE  DENTIST 

A  visit  to  the  dentist  is  a  bi-annual  event.  There  is  no  way  in 
which  I  can  escape  the  ordeal.  Ever  since  I  was  five  and  mother 
took  me  to  "visit  the  dentist"  I  have  dreaded  every  visit. 

That  first  dentist,  was  a  kind  gentleman,  and  he  showed  me 
everything  in  his  office  which  could  be  of  any  interest  to  a  five  year 
old  child.  I  sat  in  the  beautiful  chair,  and  was  raised  up,  almost  to 
the  ceiling",  and  I  was  shown  "the  drill"  and  he  even  gave  me  one 
of  his  used  tools  for  a  souvenir.  And  yet  I  was  afraid  of  every  single 
article  in  his  office;  the  chair  reminded  me  of  the  electric  chairs  of 
■which  I  heard  my  father  speak,  which  they  had  in  far-off  America; 
the  drill  looked  like  an  instrument  of  torture,  all  the  little  bottles 
were  mysterious  potions  which  he  probably  obtained  from  witches 
and  the  whiteness  of  the  office  made  me  think  of  death.  And  ever 
since  that  first  visit,  every  spring  and  every  fall,  I  have  to  submit 
to  the  same  torture. 

My  invitation  for  the  visit,  comes  over  the  telephone,  a  cultivat- 
ed voice  asks  if  "next  Thursday  at  four  o'clock  would  be  convenient 
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for  a  dental  check-up  by  Dr.  Jones."  Refusal  is  useless,  because  tbe 
date  would  only  be  changed.  I  wait  with  dread  for  Thursday,  and 
I  think  of  nothing  but  the  aprpoaching  ordeal.  Promptly  at  four 
o'clock  I  "walk  in"  to  the  dentist's  waiting  room.  I  try  to  concen- 
trate on  one  of  the  magazines  provided  for  the  patients,  but  the  hum 
of  the  drill  in  the  doctor's  "torture-chamber"  is  too  distracting.  After 
what  seems  like  hours  of  waiting,  the  nurse  invites  me  to  "Come  in 
and  be  seated."  I  try  to  make  myself  comfortable  in  that  chair, 
which  from  my  early  youth  I  dreaded  so  much,  and  again  I  am  pump- 
ed up  towards  the  ceiling.  Finally  the  kindly  doctor  enters  and  my 
heart  sinks  to  my  boots.  The  rest  of  the  visit  is  just  one  long  night- 
mare through  which  I  sit  with  clenched  fists.  I  have  the  usual  small 
cavities  to  fill,  nothing  drastic,  and  yet  am  supremely  happy  when 
the  dentist  says:  "Well,  that  will  be  all,  for  now."  Yes,  for  now  but 
in  six  months  ....  well  I  had  better  not  think  of  that  now. 


Anne  Marie  Passer,  XIII-B,  S.J.C.S. 


A  VISIT  TO  THE  DENTIST 

I  didn't  sleep  all  night.  At  last  morning  came.  It's  true  that 
the  dentist's  office  is  open  during  the  day.  That,  however,  was  no 
consolation.  If  I  had  my  choice  between  going  to  the  dentist  and 
feeling  as  if  an  Indian  war-dance  were  going  in  my  mouth,  I  would 
take  the  latter.     But  I  had  no  choice. 

At  nine  o'clock  my  mother  dragged  me  over  to  our  "friend's" 
office.  I  was  the  first  victim.  I  stumbled  into  the  chair  and  sat 
trembling  as  he  told  me  about  the  moron  who  went  into  the  living- 
room  because  he  thought  he  was  going  to  die.  After  telling  me  a  few 
other  jokes,  while  he  coated  my  gums  with  iodine,  he  wondered  why 
I  didn't  laugh. 

"Haven't  you  any  sense  of  humour?"  he  asked. 

"Oh,  it's  just  this  medicine  in  my  mouth,"  I  answered,  staring 
at  the  needle  he  had  in  his  hand. 

"The  iodine  is  nothing."  he  remarked  consolingly,  as  he  jabbed 
the  needle  into  my  gums  a  couple  of  times.  Then  I  understood  what 
he  meant. 

But  the  worst  was  yet  to  come.  He  took  out  his  tooth-pulling 
Instrument  and  stood  there  holding  it  while  waiting  for  my  gums  to 
freeze. 

At  last  he  said,  "Does  your  lip  feel  as  if  it's  full  of  pins  and 
needles?" 

I  tried  to  say  that  I  felt  like  that  all  over,  but  all  that  came  out 
was:  "Uh." 

This  was  good  enough  for  him.  He  got  the  cause  of  all  this 
misery  between  the  prongs  of  the  gadget  and  pulled  until  I  thought 
my  whole  mouth  would  come  out. 

"There,"  he  said,  after  what  seemed  like  a  life-time,  "It's  all 
over." 

The  shock  was  too  much  for  me,  all  I  could  do  was  faint;  and  I  did. 

Theodora  Pillo,  XIII-B,  S.J.C.S. 
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EASTER  CUSTOMS 

Many  customs  have  arisen  through  the  ages.  A  familiar  one  is 
the  giving  of  Easter  Eggs.  Eggs  at  one  time,  were  forbidden  during 
Lent  and  were  brought  out  on  Easter  Sunday,  brightly  coloured  to 
symbolize  Easter-joy.  Some  children  believe  that  Easter  eggs  come 
from  Rome  with  the  bells  which  on  Holy  Thursday  fly  to  Rome  and 
return  on  Saturday  morning.  Others  think  the  Easter  Rabbit  comes 
during  the  night  and  hides  coloured  eggs  for  little  children  who 
were  kind  and  obedient  during  Lent,  to  find. 

In  parts  of  Europe  the  traditional  Easter  Fire  is  lit.  Even  in 
pagan  times  a  "new  fire."  drawn  by  friction — signified  the  victory 
of  spring  over  winter.  To  symbolize  the  Resurrection  the  Church, 
on  Holy  Saturday,  blesses  the  new  fire  draw  from  flint. 

Anne  Marie  Passer,  XIII-B.  S.J.C.S. 


POETKV 


You've  done  your  hair  and  had  your  shower 
You've  dressed  with  care — for  this  zero  hour 
You  brood  and  worry  as  you  wait. 
And  wish  you  hadn't  made  a  date. 

Can  he  afford  to  take  you  out? 
What  will  you  find  to  talk  about? 
Where  will  you  eventually  land  up? 
(Could  he  be  giving  you  a  stand  up)  ? 

Your  hands  are  cold,  your  head  is  hot 
Your  feet  are  rooted  to  the  spot 
Take  comfort  chum  these  words  are  true 
''Your  hero's  more  afraid  than  you." 


Ann  Ingoldsby,  XH-B,  S.J.C.S, 


SK.\TIXG  IS  XOT  ALL  FUX 

It  is  wonderful  to  go  to  the  "Ice  Follies"  but  think  of  all  they 
went  through  to  give  such  a  performance. 

To  be  a  professional  skater  one  needs  many  qualities.  One  has 
to  have  perseverance,  for  day  after  day  the  skater  has  to  be  on  the 
ice.  working  at  loops,  figures,  jumps,  etc.  and  unless  one  does  keep 
at  it  it  is  impossible  to  be  a  good  skater.  Primarily  the  skater  must 
like  skating,  and  must  have  a  fair  amount  of  time  to  spend  on  the 
ice. 

To  be  a  hockey  player  boys  have  to  be  strong  and  healthy,  and 
be  able  to  take  bumps  and  bruises.  They  have  to  be  fast,  alert  and 
be  able  to  stick  handle.  Being  in  attendance  at  all  games  and  pract- 
ices is  important;  this  is  very  hard,  for  some  practices  are  early  in  the 
morning  or  late  at  night. 

The  finished  skater  is  a  joy  to  watch — but  remember — skating 
is  not  all  fun. 

Joan  Garvey.  XI-C,  S.J.C.S. 
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A  RAILWAY  JOURNEY 

During  the  Christmas  holidays  a  trip  to  the  city  of  Quebec. 

Starting  from  Toronto,  where  my  parents  joined  us  we  took  the 
train  to  Montreal,  my  two  sisters,  my  three  brothers,  and  myself. 
Everybody  was  curious  about  such  a  large  family  and  that  with  our 
foreign  language  we  attracted  attention. 

In  Montreal  we  spent  only  one  day,  but  realized  it  is  different 
from  Toronto.  Both  are  industrial  cities,  but  Montreal  has  a  defin- 
itely European  atmosphere.  We  visited  the  University,  and  Mount 
Royal,  where  we  had  a  perfect  view  of  the  city.  Our  tour  ended  with 
a  delicious  French  meal,  in  a  restaurant  in  St.  Catherine  St. 

We  arrived  in  the  He  d'Orleans,  and  crossed  the  St.  Lawrence 
on  the  ferry,  which  had  to  break  through  blocks  of  ice. 

The  lights  of  the  ferry  glimmered,  forming  fantastic  shadows  on 
the  frozen  river. 

We  stayed  at  the  Chateau  Frontenac  which  stands  high  on  the 
banks  of  the  St.  Lawrence.  With  its  courtyard  and  gate  and  old 
world  architecture  it  reminds  one  of  a  French  castle  yet  it  has  all 
modern  comforts. 

Quebec  might  very  well  be  a  French  city  transplanted  to  Am- 
erica. The  citadel,  the  Chateau,  the  gates  of  the  city,  the  station  and 
many  other  buildings  and  monuments  follow  the  same  pattern  of 
French  Architecture,  creating  a  European  atmosphere.  French  Can- 
adians, have  the  character  and  habits  of  our  own.  being  of  Latin  as- 
cendency. We  met  many  people  and  made  friendships,  which  added 
to  our  enjoyment. 

Skiing  at  Lac  Beauport  was  a  new  and  thrilling  experience.  We 
hope  to  return  to  enjoy  a  Canadian  winter,  with  the  same  French 
Canadians  who  were  so  courteous,  friendly  and  polite  to  us  all. 

Elvira  Contreras,  XII-A,  S.J.C.S. 


HOMEAVORK 


Homework!  How  I  dislike  it!  To  me.  homewoik  is  just  one  way 
to  be  bored  for  three  or  four  hours  every  night.  I  must  admit  that 
sometimes  I  do  come  across  something  intei-esting  and  enjoy  it;  at 
other  times  I  feel  like  a  genius  when  I  have  solved  a  Geometry  de- 
duction myself.  Homework  is'  a  logical  thing  for  senior  students,  but, 
should  be  given  in  moderate  quantities,  not  so  much  that  one  would 
have  to  spend  three  or  four  hours  trying  to  translate  the  "Life  of 
Hannibal."  Geraldine  Grady,  XII-B,  S.J.C.S. 


MY  IDEA  OF  HOMEWORK 

To  an  ambitious  student  homework  is  a  JOY;  in  fact  the  stu- 
dent looks  for  more  work  to  keep  herself  entertained;  I  cannot  write 
much  on  this  for  I  am  not  one  of  these  fortunate  people. 

To  me,  homework  is  a  painful  duty.  I  started  the  week  deter- 
mined to  do  my  best:  at  four  o'clock  I  start  my  pilgrimage  of  duty, 
by  four  thirty  all  I  know  about  my  history  is  this — I'd  like  a  fur  coat 
for  Christmas, — a  full  length  would  be  best,  good  heavens,  I  am 
dreaming,  I  must  start  again,  and  so  goes  the  study  period.  Woe  is 
me!  mv  homework  is  not  done. 

Bianca  Nieves,  XII-C,  S.J.C.S. 
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THE  FIRST  PICTIRE  TAKEN 

I  can  not  remember  the  first  time  I  had  my  picture  taken.  That 
first  picture  is  at  home,  and  do  I  look  very  ugly?  I  have  not  changed 
one  bit  in  sixteen  years.  My  eyes  are  technicolour,  and  as  for  my 
hair  I  often  mistake  it  for  the  mop.  When  I  had  that  picture  taken 
I  think  someone  propped  me  up  and  asked  me  to  smile  prettily.  I  have 
been  told  by  one  who  should  know,  that  when  my  picture  was  taken 
the  photographer  broke  his  camera. 

Helen  Hambly,  Commercial,  S.J.C.S. 


CHRISTMAS  IN  OLD  QUEBEC 

I  did  not  spend  Christmas.  1946.  with  my  family  but  six  hund- 
red miles  away  in  old  Quebec. 

After  fourteen  hours  on  the  train  to  Quebec  City,  since  my  stay 
in  the  city  was  to  be  a  shoit  one,  I  set  out  to  see  as  much  as  possible 
and  visited  the  Seminary  of  Quebec.  Laval  University,  the  Basilica, 
Ursuline  Convent,  and  Chateau  Frontenac.  I  could  write  a  story 
about  each.  The  rigid  discipline  of  the  Ursuline  convent  startled  me, 
as  it  is  much  more  strict  than  dear  old  St.  Joseph's!  However,  it 
enjoys  a  good  reputation  in  Quebec. 

In  Quebec  City  I  lost  weight  walking  up  and  down  hills.  I  also 
saw  Loretteville,  the  Indian  village,  whose  highlight  is  the  historic 
Indian  church,  very  beautiful  and  elaborate.  The  altar  was  massed 
with  flowers  and  the  wood  is  handcarved. 

My  next  stop  was  the  village  of  St.  Prosper  where  I  was  to  spend 
Christmas  with  my  friend,  Jacqueline  Larochelle,  and  her  family. 
St.  Prosper  is  a  typically  French-Canadian  small  town  whose  trade 
is  drawn  to  a  great  extent  from  lumbermen,  hunting  parties,  etc. 
They  have  a  hotel  for  summer  and  winter  visitors  and  the  highway 
forms  the  main  street. 

At  the  mail's  arrival  twice  a  day  the  boys  and  girls  called  for 
one  another,  and  walked  down  the  middle  of  the  road,  laughing, 
talking  and  singing.  The  mail  distributed,  we'd  all  have  a  coke  at  a 
small  quaint  cafe.  You'll  agree  it  was,  when  I  tell  about  cold  hard- 
boiled  eggs  at  6c  each. 

Skating,  ski-ing  and  sleigh-nding  are  important  in  the  lives  of 
the  teen-agers.  The  small  skating  rink  has  mtisic  provided  by  a 
juke-box  but  many  happy  hours  are  spent  there.  The  boys  and  girls 
were  hospitable  and  I  was  freely  accepted  and  warmly  entertained. 

The  one  theatre  which  seats  about  200,  alternated  with  French 
and  English  pictures.  It  was  open  four  days  a  week,  Tuesday,  Wed- 
nesday. Saturday  and  Sunday. 

On  Christmas  Eve  we  attended  Midnight  Mass  and  all  St.  Prosper 
was  present.  Every  single  person  in  the  church  received  Holy  Com- 
munion. The  choir  sang  hymns  instead  of  the  usual  Christmas 
Carols  to  which  I  am  accustomed.  After  ^lass  everyone  goes  home 
to  open  their  gifts,  usually  given  only  to  their  immediate  family. 
Then  off  to  a  feast  at  an  aunt's  home,  and  what  a  feast!  Every  con- 
ceivable type  of  food;  no  thought  of  calories  allowed! 

Daily  Mass  is  included  in  the  schedule  and  I  crawled  out  of  bed 
at  about  6  a.m.  to  get  to  7  o'clock  Mass  because  Holy  Communion 
is  not  distributed  at  the  9.30  Mass,  although  it  is  not  a  High  Mass. 
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This  was  something  I  could  not  fathom.        I  went  to  Mass  at  a  tem- 
perature of  10°  or  15^^  below  zero. 

We  went  by  "snowmobile"  to  St.  George,  about  10  miles  from 
St.  Prosper.  A  snowmobile  is  like  a  car  inside  and  seats  about  11 
people.  It  runs  on  skiis  in  the  front  and  the  back  on  tractor-like  con- 
traptions that  you  saw  on  tanks  during  the  war.  It  has  small  port- 
hole windows.  The  ride  was  rather  bumpy  but  snowmobiles  can  do 
wonders  in  getting  around  obstacles  and  with  horse-drawn  sleighs, 
provide  the  mode  of  travel. 

My  story  would  not  be  complete  if  I  did  not  mention  the  twins, 
Pierre  and  Paul.  Just  28  months  old,  they  were  perfectly  adorable 
and  helped  to  enliven  my  visit,  and  now  that  I  am  home  again  I  find 
myself  missing  both  of  them  very  much. 

My  vacation  seemed  to  take  wings  for  the  time  literally  flew 
and  before  I  knew  it,  I  was  on  my  way  back  to  Toronto. 

However,  I  did  not  say  good-bye  to  St.  Prosper — merely  "Au- 
Revoir"'  as  I  hope  to  return  again  very  soon. 

Marion  Bernardo.  Commercial,  S.J.C.S. 


A  V  ACATION 


My  ideal  vacation  is  to  go  out  into  the  country — on  some  farm. 
I  like  the  country  because  there  are  not  many  people,  street  cars  or 
buses  to  make  much  noise.  I  like  to  sit  and  watch  nature.  I  love 
the  forest  in  the  autumn  with  the  wind  gently  blowing  at  the  trees. 
The  leaves,  so  beautiful  in  autumn  come  softly  to  the  ground  cover- 
ing over  the  seeds  for  the  winter. 

I  imagine  the  small  folk  of  the  forest  rushing  through  the  under- 
brush— the  squirrels  hurrying  with  their  nuts  when  something  at- 
tracts their  attention,  and  immediately  they  stop  to  scold  away  into 
the  woodland  air.  Then  realizing  they  have  dropped  their  nuts  they 
quickly  run  to  get  them,  and  store  them.  The  rabbits  too,  can  be 
seen  if  one  sits  very  still.  They  run  to  and  fro  and  sometimes  stay 
for  hours,  sleeping  until  something  wakes  them  up. 

Elizabeth  Budisky,  XI-A,  S.J.C.S. 


NEW  YEAR'S  RESOL-UTIONS 

New  Year's  Resolutions  are  usually  made  but  unusually  kept. 
If  you  have  a  long  list  of  resolutions,  after  the  first  week  you  have 
broken  three  saying,  "Oh  well,  I  have  some  left."  And  the  next 
week  you  decide  tliat  giving  up  gum  was  not  a  good  idea  l)ecause  it 
aided  your  digestion.  You  have  held  off  candy  but  your  mother  just 
made  a  batch  of  fudge  and  it  would  probably  be  impolite  not  to  ac- 
cept so Well  you  decided  not  to  eat  "hard"  candy  anyhow. 

Then  comes  that  extra  piece  of  pie.  It  will  not  be  good  tomorrow 
?nd  you  are  not  to  waste  food,  what  else  to  do  but  eat  it?  The  only 
resolution  left  to  see  only  one  movie  a  week.  You  do  not  mind  keep- 
ing this  because  your  mother  says  one  is  plenty  and  your  weekly  in- 
come only  allows  one.  You  can  see  what  I  mean  when  I  say  resolu- 
tions are  usually  made  but  unusually  kept. 

Judy  Mosteller,  XI-C.  S.J.C.S. 
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MY  CAT 

My  cat  is  a  large  white  Persian,  with  short  silky  ears  and  a 
long,  fluffy,  white  tail.  Besides  being  beautiful  and  clean  she  is  lazy. 
When  she  enters  a  room,  she  picks  out  the  most  comfortable  chair 
and  settles  down  in  it.  She  has  never  caught  a  mouse  and  nor  done 
anything  worthwhile,  but  we  would  miss  her  purring  very  much  if 
she  were  gone. 

Lena  Dorner,  XI-A,  S.J.C.S. 


LOCKED  out: 


Returning  from  a  friend's  house  one  night,  I  was  feeling  extra- 
ordinarily happy.  The  night  was  bright  and  the  air  was  fresh.  I 
turned  in  at  our  gate,  and  made  a  bound  for  the  door.     It  was  locked. 

I  felt  foolish,  for  I  had  snapped  the  lock  myself,  before  I  went 
out.  I  began  searching  in  my  pockets  for  the  key.  I  found  the  key 
to  my  locker,  the  key  to  my  diary,  and  the  key  to  my  trunk,  but,  not 
the  key  to  the  door.  1  leaned  against  the  wall  and  jumped.  I  had 
leaned  against  the  buzzer.  I  smiled.  Surely  mother  would  come 
and  let  me  in.     The  house  was  silent.     Mother  and  dad  had  gone  out. 

That  night  I  sat  on  the  porch  for  an  hour,  waiting  for  Mum  and 
Dad,  and  enjoying  the  night  air. 

Lena  Dorner,  XI-A,  S.J.C.S. 


CONTENTMENT 


In  this  old  world  of  discontent 

In  which  we  live  to-day, 
Many  humble  folks  there  are  content 

To  live  their  simple  way. 

The  world  may  deal  out  some  hard  knocks, 

And  try  to  keep  them  down. 
But  he  who  has  contentment  shall 

Win  the  final  round. 

Barbara  Graham,  XI-B,  S.J.C.S. 


SKATING  IS  NOT  ALL  FUN 

Cold  weather  means  that  the  little  gray-haired  man  at  the  park 
will  take  the  long  hose  out  and  flood  a  skating  rink  for  the  children. 
We  liad  our  rink  early  this  year  and  Saturday  morning  found  small 
children  and  older  ones  dashing  around  the  ice  which  looked  like  a 
mirror.  It  was  smooth  and  I  was  a  beginner  but  my  new  skates 
would  make  me  an  expert.  After  some  tugging  of  boots  and  laces 
we  got  on  the  ice.  First  one  foot,  then  the  other;  then  suddenly 
something  went  wrong.  Both  legs  went  at  once  and  I  heard  peals 
of  laughter.  My  friends  came  to  assist  me.  Then  some  one  lost  his 
balance  and  set  the  person  next  to  him  off-balance  and  we  were  a 
mass  of  bladed  legs  and  bruised  arms.  After  many  such  spills  and 
many  an  "ouch"  and  ''Oh!"  we  decided  that  skating  was  not  all  fun. 

Laurelle  Leveque,  XI-C,  S.J.C.S. 
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GLOVES 

Queer  things!  Nearly  everyone  wears  a  different  size  and  style, 
colour  and  material.  As  far  as  shape  is  concerned,  they  are  much 
alike,  yet  what  a  difference  between  the  good  material  used.  There 
is  still  a  greater  difference  between  them  and  the  only  glove  that 
covers  the  hand  of  a  poor  child — human  skin.  Gloves  almost  tell  a 
story  of  how  each  person  lives.  The  well  dressed  man  covers  his  soft 
hands  with  soft  material,  the  labourer  covers  his  calloused  hands 
with  a  heavier  glove,  and  a  poor  child's  only  gloves  are  those  which 
God  has  given  him. 

Josephine  Faragher,  XI-C,  S  .  J .  C  .  S  . 


NEW  YEAR'S  RESOLUTIONS 

"I  hereby  resolve!"  How  many  times  we  hear  these  words  re- 
peated in  the  last  hours  of  the  year.  But  what  do  they  really  mean? 
To  some  they  are  ideals  to  live  up  to  during  the  future  year.  To  oth- 
ers they  are  merely  statements  to  be  forgotten  within  a  day  or  two. 
New  Year's  Resolutions  are  worthwhile.  They  make  us  realize  our 
imperfections  and  cause  us  to  wonder  how  we  may  improve  our- 
selves. If  one  is  intent  on  keeping  resolutions,  the  whole  year  will 
become  brighter.  Do  not  make  resolutions  if  you  do  not  intend  to 
keep  them. 

Rose  Marie  Morrell,  XI-C,  S.J.C.S. 


GLOV^ES 

Gloves  are  an  invention  to  keep  the  hands  warm  as  well  as  tax 
your  memory  as  to  where  you  put  them.  They  come  in  many  sizes 
and  colours  but  never  your  size  or  colour.  And  if  by  chance  you 
do  find  a  pair  just  right,  you  are  certain  to  lose  one  or  both  the  sec- 
ond time  they  are  worn.  To  judge  by  books,  gloves  were  invented 
first  for  slapping  your  opponent's  face  as  a  challenge  to  a  duel;  sec- 
ondly to  act  as  a  testing-ground  for  your  memory  and  thirdly,  as  a 
sort  of  after-thought,  for  warmth.  By  the  way,  has  anyone  seen  a 
green  angora  glove  to  match  this  one? 

Audrey  Hurley,  XI-C,  S.J.C.S. 


A  SUBJECT  I  LIKE 


The  subject  I  like  best  is  Latin.  It  requires  much  studying,  but 
is  simple.  Knowing  the  declensions  of  nouns  and  the  conjugations  of 
the  verbs  is  what  counts,  and  you  must  know  the  vocabulary  too.  It 
can  be  confusing  as  each  word  in  Latin  is  equivalent  to  about  four 
words  in  English.  One  other  characteristic  in  Latin  is  that  all  the 
verbs,  except  copula  verbs,  come  at  the  end  of  the  sentence.  Latin  is 
laid  out  in  a  plan,  or  diagram,  and  the  nouns  haven't  confusing  mas- 
culine and  feminine  articles  as  they  have  in  French.  Although  Lat- 
in is  a  language  of  the  old  Romans  and  Greeks  it  is  still  used  to-day. 
Doctors  and  scientists  use  Latin  to  write  out  their  many  prescriptions. 
Latin  is  no  "dead  language"  as  far  as  I  am  concerned. 

Andriea  Inkpin.  X-C,  S.J.C.S. 
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THE  AXNUXCIATION 

The  Blessed  Virgin  Mary  was  praying  when  the  angel  Gabriel 
appeared  to  her.  Mary  was  startled  by  his  appearance,  but  as  he 
talked  he  dispelled  all  fear,  and  said  that  he  was  a  messenger  from 
God.  He  told  her  that  God  wanted  her  to  be  the  Mother  of  His  Son. 
Mary  was  very  happy  and  answered:  "Behold  the  handmaid  of  the 
Lord." 

Marie  Flood.  XI-B,  S.J.C.S. 


SPORTS 

iSports  are  most  enjoyable  and  one  does  no  have  to  be  exceed- 
ingly clever  to  partake  in  them.  There  are  many  different  kinds  such 
as  swimming,  tennis  and  basketball,  but  all  help  to  quicken  our 
movements  and  make  our  senses  keener.  They  teach  us  to  play  fair 
and  to  play  for  the  enjoyment  we  get  out  of  them,  not  the  glory. 
Sports  keep  us  physically  and  mentally  fit.  People  who  are  active 
in  sports  are  generally  carefree  and  gay. 

May  Lou  Kelso,  X-C,  S.J.C.S. 


Ol  R  LADY  OF  PATEMA 

They  had  seen  her;  they  refused  to  deny  it — out  on  the  hillside 
of  a  small  Portuguese  village  while  tending  their  sheep,  a  beautiful 
Lady  had  visited  them — three  simple  children — and  had  promised 
to  return.  For  six  consecutive  months  the  Lady  returned,  and  in  the 
presence  of  huge  crowds,  answered  the  children's  queries,  and  she 
worked  many  miracles. 

So  it  was  that  the  Mother  of  God  came  down  to  earth  to  beg  the 
return  of  it,  to  her  Son.  Let  us  then,  as  we  re^call  her  sweet  smile, 
fly  into  her  arms  as  little  children  too  small  to  climb  to  Heaven  un- 
aided. She  will  not  leave  us  at  the  bottom  of  the  Heavenly  staircase, 
to  climb  it  alone,  but  will  carry  us  in  arms  to  the  top  where  we  shall 
behold  her  Divine  Son. 

Sally  Smith,  X-E,  S.J.C.S. 


THE  >L\N  NEXT  DOOR 

He  moved  into  the  big  brown  house  at  1313  Lone  Drive,  the 
strange  man  who  was  to  be  my  neighbour. 

He  was  about  six  feet  tall,  of  middle  age,  with  dark  hair  and 
blue  eyes,  but  there  was  something  about  his  glassy  eyes  that  seemed 
to  hold  some  secret.  He  always  had  an  old,  dilapidated  stick,  and 
he  dragged  it  beside  him  on  the  ground. 

My  suspicions  started  shortly  after  he  came.  He  never  had  vis- 
itors, never  spoke  to  the  neighbours. 

I  was  determined  to  make  the  acquaintance  of  this  man.  One 
day  I  saw  a  chance  to  meet  him.  I  walked  up,  introduced  myself 
and  started  a  conversation.  I  had  just  asked  him  to  supper  with 
my  wife  and  me  when  I  noticed  his  eyes  never  moved,  they  stared 
straight  ahead.     My  neighbour  was  blind. 

Joan  Holland,  IX-C,  S.J.C.S. 
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THE  COLLEGE  SCHOOI> 

St.  Joseph's  College  School  is  a  young  ladies'  private  school,  situ- 
ated on  the  corner  of  Bay  and  St.  Albans  Streets.  The  principal  of 
this  school  is  Sister  St.  Armand.  Here  we  have  a  beautiful,  large 
gymnasium,  a  very  nice  auditorium,  a  good  cafeteria  and  good  teach- 
ers, both  Sisters  and  lay  teachers.  Every  girl  wears  a  tunic,  white 
blouse,  black  shoes  and  stockings  in  the  summer  time  and  a  winter 
uniform  in  the  winter  time.  Everyone  should  be  proud  to  be  a  stu- 
dent of  such  a  wonderful  school. 

Annette  Lussier,  X-C,  S.J.C.S. 


OVn  SCHOOL 

When  I  came  here  during  my  first  year  I  thought  I  was  enter- 
ing another  world.  All  the  girls!  I  didn't  think  there  could  poss- 
ibly be  so  many.  I  squeezed  my  way  around  and  finally  saw  some- 
one I  knew.  Then  I  set  off  to  explore  this  building  in  which  I  was 
supposed  to  spend  my  first  year  in  High  School.  I  am  so  glad  I 
came  here.  My  first  years  of  High  School  I  think  will  be  the  happiest 
years  of  my  life. 

Joan  McBride,  X-C,  S.J.C.S. 


>iY  doc; 

My  dog  is  a  German  Dashund.  She  is  a  thoroughbred,  intelli- 
gent and  has  sleek  brown  fur  with  a  black  pointed  tail.  Her  face  is 
like  that  of  a  lonely  child.  Her  brown  ears  droop  and  her  legs  are 
short  and  stubby.  When  she  walks,  she  assumes  an  air  of  responsi- 
bility. Although  she  is  six  years  old,  people  often  mistake  her  for 
a  pup.  When  she  wants  something  to  eat  I  make  her  "speak;"  that 
is.  bark  for  it.  She  always  does  what  she  is  told  and  understands 
almost  any  order  which  I  give  her. 

Shirley  Kavanagh,  X-C,  S.J.C.S. 


WINTER 

The  snow  is  falling  Though  the  moon  is  pale, 

Soft  and  white;  God's  love  is  bright; 

Glimmering  and  shining  As  the  snowflakes  said 

In  the  pale  moonlight.  In  the  soft  white  light. 

Sarah  Camella,  IX-A,  S.J.C.S. 


WINTER 

How  lovely  winter  is!  The  whiteness  and  purity  of  the  snow 
makes  winter  a  well-loved  season. 

Winter  too,  brings  our  thrilling  sports;  skating,  skiing,  tobag- 
ganing  and  sleighing.  All  these  add  to  our  interest  in  this  season, 
either  when  flying  down  a  smooth  white  hill  or  gazing  through  a 
window  at  the  pureness  and  freshness  of  the  falling  snow. 

S.  Cronin,  IX-A,  S.J.C.S. 
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OUR  CLASSROOM 

To  arrive  at  our  classroom  you  climb  two  flights  of  stairs,  turn 
to  the  right  and  walk  past  St.  Joseph's  altar.  And  there  it  is!  As 
you  open  the  door,  thirty-five  smiling  faces  greet  you.     This,  is  1-A. 

Here,  the  class  is  flooded  with  friendly  light.  Goodwill  ranges 
from  the  youngest  to  the  oldest.  Every  girl  co-operates  with  her 
teacher.  St.  Joseph  is  in  the  hall  just  outside,  and  is  smiling  down 
upon  them — helping  them  to  do  good.  Yes,  for  an  A-I  class — choose 
I-A! 

S.  Copeland,  IX-A,  S.J.C.S. 


sxow 

With  winter,  comes  the  sparkling  snow, 
Which  scatters  merrily  to  and  fro. 
And  over  all  spreads  a  coverlet  white 
In  which,  children  take  delight. 

It  glides  along  its  merry  way, 
Adding  joy  and  pleasure  to  everj-  day. 
When  Spring  comes  around  it  then  departs 
But  its  memories  long  dwell  within  our  heart. 


Helen  Brand,  IX-A,  S.J.C.S 


OUR  LADY'S  PRAYER 

"Hail  Mary,"  said  the  angel 
As  he  suddenly  came  to  earth, 
''You  are  to  be  our  Lord's  Handmaid 
To  the  Son  of  God  give  birth." 

Our  Lady  was  very  happy. 

When  she  heard  those  words  that  day, 

So  kneeling  down  silently 

She  thanked  God  as  she  prayed. 

S.  Copeland,  IX-A,  S.J.C.S. 


DREulMS 


Children  in  silvery  drowsiness, 
Beckoned  to  castles  of  sleep, 

Walk  on  the  cloud  of  enchantment. 
Dreams  in  their  hearts  to  keep. 

Dreams  while  the  crickets  are  singing. 

Dreams  while  the  heavens  are  bright. 

Dreams  whether  sparkling  or  wondrous 
Are  mad-e  by  God's  radiant  light. 


Patsy  Dietrich,  IX-B.  S.J.C.S. 
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THE  MAN  WHO  WASN'T  SURE. 

The  night  was  dark  and  foreboding  as  I  made  my  way  along  the 
seemingly  never-ending  road,  glancing  cantiously  over  my  shoulder, 
frightened  by  the  sound  of  my  own  footsteps.  It  is  true  they  had  told 
me  to  beware  of  the  "old  road."  There  were  many  tales  told  of  hair- 
I'aising  experiences  encountered  there.  But  I  had  turned  deaf  ears 
to  their  pleas  and  intending  to  prove  their  fears  groundless  set  forth 
alone.  Alone  I  was  now  and  though  reluctant  to  admit  it,  I  was  more 
frightened  than  I  had  ever  been  in  my  life. 

On  either  side  trees,  gnarled  with  age,  reached  out  their  twisted, 
grasping  branches,  the  wind  crept  through  the  trees  as  if  in  search 
of  me.  An  unexpected  gust  brushed  a  branch  across  my  cheek,  I 
jumped,  terrified  with  an  overwhelming  fear  of  imaginary  creatures 
beckoning  to  me.  I  could  not  ignore  the  thought:  "Were  there  such 
things  as  ghosts?" 

Fear  clutched  at  my  heart;  beads  of  sweat  stood  out  on  my 
brow.  I  stumbled  blindly  on.  When  at  last  I  came  in  view  of  my 
home,  I  dashed  towards  the  door  flung  it  open  and  entered  bolting 
it  behind  me.  Luckily  the  lamp  was  lighted  for  I  had  developed  a 
fear  for  the  darkness. 

If  others  ask  me  of  my  walk  on  the  "old  road"  I  shall  still  say 
that  ghosts  do  not  exist  and  even  their  prying  eyes  will  not  make  me 
reveal  the  haunting  question  in  my  troubled  mind — do  they? 

Isobel  Kearney,  IX-C,  S.J.C.S. 


MARY  HELP  OF  (  HRISTIANS 

Our  knowledge  of  the  history  of  the  miraculous  picture  "Our 
Lady  of  Perpetual  Help."  goes  back  to  the  1.5th  century,  when  it  was 
brought  to  Rome.  Our  Lady  herself  appeared  to  a  woman  and  di- 
rected that  the  picture  be  placed  in  the  church  of  St.  Matthew  in 
that  city.  The  conquest  of  Italy  by  Naipoleon  ended  the  pilgrimages. 
The  picture  was  hidden  for  sixty  years,  but  in  1865,  Pius  IX  restored 
it  to  public  veneration. 

Gwen  Gray,  IX-B,  S.J.C.S. 


MY  SHADOW 


My  shadow  follows  me  every  place 

Whether  I  be  in  silk  or  lace 
In  the  sunlight,  in  the  moonlight 

It  follows  me — ever  'tis  in  sight. 

But  when  it  is  dark  it  hides  away 

And  I  never  feel  happy  or  want  to  play, 

For  when  the  dark  comes  and  my  shadow  doth  part 
I  really  feel  sad  and  lonely  of  heart; 

But  when  my  shadow  comes  back  in  the  morn 
I  again  feel  glad  that  I  was  born. 

Joan  MoRae,  IX-D,  S.J.C.S, 
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THE  POLICEMAN 

A  lot  of  people  make  the  policeman's  job  difficult  and  he  is  real- 
ly one  of  the  kindest,  most  helpful  persons. 

He  cares  for  lost  children  and  amnesia  victims,  and  shelters 
those  who  have  lost  their  homes  through  fire  or  other  tragedies.  He 
directs  traffic  and  prevents  accidents;  but  if  there  should  be  an  acci- 
dent he  is  there  to  help  the  injured.  The  policeman  is  always  on  the 
alert  to  prevent  robberies  and  to  catch  thieves.  He  tracks  down 
murderers  and  nearly  always  brings  back  the  culprit. 

The  policeman  is  our  protector  and  we  should  co-operate  with 
him  and  help  him  to  do  his  duty. 

Diane  PIccininni.  IX-D,  S.J.C.S. 


THE  LITTLE  BABE 

The  Angel  Gabriel  came  down  to  earth, 
To  tell  Our  Lady  of  His  birth; 
Hail!     Blessed  be  the  Glorious  Day, 
When  He  is  laid  upon  the  hay, 
The  three  Kings  came  to  offer  praise, 
Guided  by  a  star's  bright  rays. 
Right  to  the  place  where  Jesus  lay, 
In  all  His  sweet  and  glorious  array. 
Conceived  of  Mary,  full  of  grace 
Redeemer  of  the  Human  Race! 


Marie  Stoddart.  IX-D,  S.J.C.S. 


SHIVERS 


When  I  let  my  dog  in  out  of  the  rain 

He  shook  himself  with  might  and  main. 

My  sister,  then,  he  soon  espied. 

"Oh,  don't  let  him  shiver  on  you,"  I  cried. 

As  he  ran  to  her  with  ardent  glee. 

"He — he  just  now  shivered  all  over  me!" 


Barbara  Hughes,  IX-C,  S.J.C.S. 


MY  NIGHTMARE 

As  I  walked  along  a  gloomy  street. 

Behind  me  I  heard  the  sound  of  feet; 

Horrified,  I  began  to  run 

Thinking  of  the  nightmare,  that  had  just  begun. 

I  ran  and  ran  as  fast  could  be. 
And  did  not  turn  around  to  see: 
And  when  at  last  I  had  given  up. 
I  turned  to  see  a  little  pup. 

Irene  Perfetti,  IX-D,  S.J.C.S. 
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BETTER  PLAN 

One  hot  day  Joan  and  I  in  a  canoe  pushed  out  into  the  middle 
of  Shadow  Lake. 

Suddenly  a  black  snake  came  through  the  water.  Joan  pressed 
toward  the  opposite  side  of  the  canoe  so  hard  that  we  landed  in  the 
water.  Being  swimmers  we  had  no  fear  of  drowning,  but  we  did  fear 
that  snake  which  by  now  had  wound  its  body  around  a  paddle  in  the 
canoe.  We  flipped  the  canoe  quickly,  and  the  snake  and  paddle  went 
into  the  water.  We  decided  to  swim.  A  man  fishing,  hearing  our 
screams,  picked  us  up  a  short  distance  from  the  canoe.  Now  we 
do  not  go  out  far  alone  in  a  canoe. 

W.  Walsh,  VIII,  S.J.C.S. 


EGGS  FOR  BREAKFAST 

The  old  adage  was  'An  apple  a  day  keeps  the  doctor  away.'  The 
new  slogan  is  'An  egg  a  day  keeps  the  doctor  away.'  So  with  adage 
and  slogan  we  can  keep  two  doctors  away. 

In  order  to  cook  soft-boiled  or  hard-boiled  eggs: — Put  cold 
water  into  a  saucepan,  put  it  on  the  stove  with  the  eggs  in  it,  bring 
to  boiling  point,  remove  at  once  from  fire.  If  soft-boiled  eggs  are 
wanted  then  take  them  out  of  the  water  at  once.  If  hard-boiled  eggs 
are  required,  leave  the  eggs  in  water  until  water  is  cold. 

(Don't  fool  yourself  and  put  cold  water  in,  because  these  eggs 
will  not  be  hard-boiled.) 

Prepared  either  hard  or  soft  these  eggs  are  very  good  for  break- 
fast. M.  Madigan,  VIII.  S.J.C.S. 


THIS  SOUL  OP  MINE 

My  soul  is  my  most  treasured  possession.  I  may  either  save 
or  lose  it.  When  I  die  I  will  either  have  everlasting  happiness  with 
God,  or  an  eternity  of  punishment.  If  I  have  done  my  daily  duties 
God  has  promised  me  I  would  have  everlasting  happiness  with  Him. 
This  means  I  will  see  and  live  with  God  and  His  angels  forever. 

Therefore  I  must  serve  God  faithfully  on  this  earth.  I  must  al- 
ways be  ready  to  die,  because  I  don't  know  when  my  judgment  day 
will  come.  I  am  determined  that  soul  of  mine  will  be  saved,  with 
God's  help,  and  my  fidelity  to  my  daily  duties,  whatever  they  may  be. 

S.  Mosteller,  VIII,  S.J.C.S. 


MY  LESSON 


Two  years  before  I  went  to  school  my  father  gave  me  a  package. 
When  I  opened  it,  shivering  in  the  corner  of  the  box  was  a  small 
white  mouse!  I  called  it  Puffy  because  it  resembled  a  puff-ball.  I 
played  with  it  every  day,  but  after  a  year  Puffy  found  his  way  into 
the  cellar.  One  day  Mother  found  a  small  hole  in  the  kitchen,  and 
a  tiny  white  head  appeared  above  the  hole.  Puffy  wanted  something 
to  eat,  so  I  went  to  give  the  mouse  cheese,  but  Puffy  tried  to  bite  me. 
A  few  days  afterwards  mv  father  set  a  trap  and  caught  it. 

M.  Palumbo,  Grade  VIII,  S.J.C.S. 
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MY  PETS 

I  have  a  number  of  pets.  There  is  a  dog,  "Tinker"  and  he  lives 
up  to  his  name.    He  is  black  with  brown  eyes  and  a  long  tail. 

I  also  have  a  white  rabbit  named  "Ethelbet"  but  we  call  her 
"Mtigs."  She  lives  in  the  garage  now  but  in  the  summer,  in  the 
back  yard.  For  her  dinner  she  eats  oatmeal  and  tea  leaves  moisten- 
ed with  hot  milk.     For  dessert  she  has  potato  peelings  and  a  carrot. 

I  have  a  canary  named  "Lindy."  He  is  twelve  years  old  but 
still  sings  beautifully  (maybe  not  as  well  as  the  one  in  the  book- 
store.) He  will  chirp  and  chirp,  when  I  go  near  his  cage,  for  some 
"treat." 

I  have  four  gold-fish.  Three  are  a  goldy  orange  and  one  is 
silver.  I  also  have  a  white  fan-tailed  pigeon.  He  sleeps  in  the  gar- 
age and  comes  in  every  day  for  me  to  feed  him.  He  and  my  rabbit 
are  friends. 

Marie  Mills,  VHI.  S.J.C.S. 


TE>IPTATION 


As  Mary  Millar  walked  towards  her  friend's  house,  Peggy  came 
out,  and  the  two  girls  went  down  the  street.  Mary  said,  "Peggy,  I 
can't  go  to  the  movies  to-day.  My  mother  will  not  give  me  money 
to  go  until  I  behave." 

While  in  a  store  where  Peggy's  mother  had  sent  her  to  buy  dec- 
orations an  old  gentleman  beside  them  dropped  unnoticed  a  dollar 
bill.  Mary  picked  it  up  and  Peggy  nudged  her  saying!  "Keep  it,  you 
can  go  to  the  movies." 

Mary  hesitated,  then  she  thought:  If  anyone  knew  Mary  was 
stealing! 

Quickly  she  said,  "Sir,  you  dropped  this." 

"Thank  you.     You  are  honest." 

Mary  was  happy,  even  though  she  didn't  go  to  the  movies. 

A.  Dillon,  Grade  VIII,  S.J.C.S. 


TOUGH  AND  GOOD 

Bob  walked  swiftly  home  from  school,  because  the  gang  was  go- 
ing to  play  football.  Bob  thought  the  boys  of  his  own  school  sissies, 
for  always  praying  before,  and  after  work  or  play.  At  the  park,  the 
gang  was  quarrelling,  and  Jack  was  being  blamed  unjustly.  This 
made  Bob  think. 

He  asked  Jack  to  come  with  him,  and  Jack  and  Bob  walked  to 
another  group  and  asked  if  they  could  play  there  too.  The  answer 
was:  "Yes,  if  Bob  stops  swearing." 

A  week  later  Jack  and  Bob  joined  the  team.  They  became  ex- 
cellent football  players,  and  soon  Bob  was  glad  they  said  prayers 
even  before  and  after  their  games. 

J.  McManus,  Grade  VIII.  S.J.C.S. 
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A\  EXPERIENCE 

A  sleigh  ride  of  tliree  years  past  culminated  in  a  sojourn  in 
Room  633-E  at  St.  M s  Hospital. 

The  morning  after  my  accident,  I  was  awakened  l)y  a  nurse,  who 
upset  ice-water  on  my  neck.  Later  I  was  informed  that  internes 
would  be  in  shortly  to  look  me  over.  I  leaped  out  of  bed  and  began 
desperately  to  try  and  conceal  my  half  closed  eye  and  bruise  black- 
ened forehead,  with  make-up.  I  had  to  resort  to  a  Veronica  Lake 
hair-do.  After  removing  my  glasses,  and  having  one  eye  covered 
with  my  hair,  I  could  see  nothing.  But  I  hoped  that  the  internes 
could  see  me.  They  could.  Five  of  them  stood  around  my  bed. 
'•Good  morning,  gentlemen,"  I  said  in  the  voice  of  Marlene  Dietrich, 
looking  about  me,  seeing  nothing,  and  trying  to  act  as  if  I  could.  One 
of  them  stepped  up  a  little  closer.     Then  he  backed  away. 

"She's  the  one,"  he  said,  tapping  the  side  of  his  head  signifi- 
cantly. "Pass  the  straight-jacket  boys."  A  special  type  of  interne's 
joke,  no  doubt,  I  thought,  but  I  got  uneasy  when  they  tied  my  arms 
to  my  sides. 

"Okay,  lift  her  on,"  said  the  one  in  charge.  A  stretcher  was 
wheeled  to  the  bed. 

"Where  are  you  taking  me?"  I  demanded. 

"Don't  worry,  Josephine,"  they  told  me.  Napoleon's  right  here 
beside  you." 

Next,  I  was  being  placed  on  a  table.  A  doctor  came  up  to  the 
internes,  rubbing  his  hands. 

"And  how's  our  little  patient?"  he  smiled,  putting  on  his  rubber 
gloves. 

"Doctor,  this  hospital  has  strange  ways  of  taking  X-rays,"  I  said 
to  him . 

"X-rays?"  said  the  doctor.  "You're  going  to  have  a  brain  oper- 
ation this  morning,  remember?"  he  added  pleasantly. 

A  nurse  brushed  my  hair  back  from  my  eyes. 

"Bless  my  soul,"  said  the  doctor.  "She's  not  the  one!  Where 
did  you  get  her?" 

"633-E,"  said  one  of  the  internes. 

"My  patient,"  announced  the  doctor,  "is  in  610-A.  Take  this 
one  back  and  bring  me  the  right  one." 

Whether  I  was  the  "right  one"  or  not.  I'll  never  know.     Several 

days  later  a  friend  of  mine  approached  my  form  teacher:  "Sister,  did 

you  know  that  they  examined  Anne's  head  and  didn't  find  anything?" 

I'm  through  with  hospitals.  ^r  r^-         vttt  r,    c    t   r,   o. 

Anne  McGinn,  XIII-B,  S.J.C.S. 


ST.  JOSEPH'S 

Our  school  is  the  outstanding  school  in  Toronto  for  girls.  The 
Sisters  of  St.  Joseph  are  the  teachers  and  the  pupils  think  they  are 
wonderful.  The  courses  provided  are  Matriculation  and  Commercial. 
The  school  itself  is  quite  large;  a  new  section  was  added  a  few  years 
ago.  The  auditorium  has  been  recently  done  over  and  the  gym  is 
ideal  for  sport  lovers.  The  grounds  consist  of  a  baseball  diamond 
and  a  place  for  basket  ball.  The  school  colours  are  brown  and  gold. 
St.  Joseph's  is  a  school  which  can  boast  of  over  eight  hundred  girls 
brimming  over  with  "School  spirit." 

Anne  Warrington,  X-E,  S.J.C.S. 
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ST.  MICHAEL'S  COLLEGE 

TORONTO,  -  ONTARIO 

FEDERATED   WITH   THE 

University  of  Toronto 

Courses — 

ARTS,  HIGH  SCHOOL,  COMMERCIAL 

For  information  apply  to  the  Superior 


COMPLIMENTS  OF 

McN, 
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LIMITED 

Company 

42    Industrial    Street, 

Leaside,  Toronto,  Ontario 
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RIPPLE  FINISH 


^^4L 


With 

• '  PLEASANT  TASTING" 
ENVELOPES. 

OBTAINABLE  IN 
BOXED  STATIONERY 
OR  TABLETS  AT 

Leading  Stationery  Counters 

W.  J.  GAGE  &  CO. 

LJinited 


—  TRY  — 

CHARLIE'S 

YEAST 

DONUTS 

AT  THE  CAFETERIA 


TIP-TOP 

CANNERS 

Limited 
Packers  of 

Quality  Jams,  Fruits  and 
Vegetables 

Burlington,      Greensville,     Otterville 


J.  C.  KNOX,  Representative, 
513  Riverside   Drivr* 


For 

Beauty  *  Protection  *    . 

Economy    *   Use — 

Trelco 

HIGH=QUA1,ITY 

PAINTS    *    VARNISHES 
ENAMELS 

Trelco  Limited 

PAINTS-  VARNISHES  -ENAMELS 
518  YONGE  STREET,  TORONTO 


PLEASE   PATRONIZE    OUR    ADVERTISERS 
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SxUler^^)JOod's 
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TRIUMPHS  OF   CHRIST'S   KINGDOM 

By  REV.  P.  J.  KENNEDY 

ONE  of  the  most  courageous  opponeuts  of  Hitler  and  the 
Xazi  regime  was  the  heroic  German  Catholic  Bishop.  Count 
Clemens  August  Von  Galen,  who  continues  .since  the  Allied 
occupation  to  rule  his  va-st  Diocese  of  Muenster,  Westphalia, 
Prussia.  He  is  easily  the  most  popular  Bishop  in  Germany,  and 
his  fearless  sermons  condemning  the  Xazi  ]>ersecution  of  religion 
were  circulated  all  through  the  country  and  during  the  war 
were  .secretly  but  widely  distributed  among  the  German  troops 
at  the  front.  AVhenever  Hitler  made  a  new  speech  attacking 
Christianity  or  the  Church,  Von  Galen  countered  it  by  sending 
der  Fuehrer  a  public  telegraphic  message  pointing  out  the  wild 
inaccuracies  of  Adolf's  insane  "brain  waves"  and  giving  the 
true  facts  about  the  principles  of  Christianity  and  the  teachings 
of  the  Catholic  Church. 

The  people  of  Germany  admired  so  much  this  Bishop's 
faith  and  courage  and  his  social  work  among  the  poor  that 
the  Xazis  seemed  afraid  to  prosecute  him  openly.  He  said  of 
himself  and  his  family:  "AVe  Galens  are  neither  particularly 
clever  nor  handsome,  but  Catholicism  is  in  our  bones.*'  He 
advised  the  persecuted  Catholics  of  Germany  to  use  the  age- 
old  and  most  efficacious  weapon  of  the  Catholic  Church  in 
the  face  of  persecution— passive  resistance.  "AVe  shall  be 
loyal  to  our  country  and  fight  against  the  external  enemy,  but 
agai)ist   the  cneinv   within  our  gates,   who  ti  rtnres  and  strikes 
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at  us,  we  have  only  one  way  of  fighting  :  by  strong,  persistent,  and 
dogged  endurance.  Harden  yourself  and  stand  fast.  We 
cannot  be  the  hammer;  let  us  be  the  anvil.  The  anvil  cannot 
strike  back.  It  need  only  be  firm  and  hard  and  it  will  last 
longer  than  the  hammer.  Be  sober  and  watch  for  our  adver- 
sary, the  devil  goetli  about  as  a  roaring  lion  seeking  whom  he 
may  devour;  whom  resist  ye  steadfast  in  the  Faith.  ..."  Recent 
history  in  Germany  has  proved  the  Bishop  to  be  correct.  .  .  . 
The  Anvil  has  outlasted  the  Hammer. 

SACRED  HEART  — RISING  SUN 

In  the  centuries-old  Catholic  family  of  Bishop  Von  Galen 
there  were  many  religious  vocations.  One  of  his  relatives  became 
a  Good  Shepherd  Nun— a  member  of  the  Order  founded  by  St. 
John  Eudes  for  the  rescue  of  fallen  women— and  in  1899  she  was 
Superior  of  the  Good  Shepherd  convent  in  Oporto,  Portugal.  It 
was  this  Sister  who  had  private  revelations  from  Our  Lord  in 
which  she  was  instructed  to  write  to  Pope  Leo  XIII  and  inform 
him  that  it  was  Our  Lord's  own  wish  that  His  Vicar  should 
consecrate  the  whole  world  to  His  Divine  Heart,  and  that  He 
promised  in  return  to  pour  out  upon  him  His  graces. 

The  first  letter,  which  was  written  June  10,  1898,  brought 
no  response  from  the  Pope.  The  Church,  of  course,  is  slow  to 
give  heed  to  private  revelations,  for  it  is  her  mission  to  safe- 
guard and  diffuse  the  public  and  official  revelation  contained  in 
Holy  Scripture  and  in  the  Tradition  of  past  ages.  She  is  rigor- 
ously judicial  in  examining  extraordinary  supernatural  com- 
munications from  the  other  world.  On  January  6,  1899,  Pope 
Leo  XIII  received  another  letter  from  the  Sister  written  "by 
the  express  order  of  Our  Lord  and  with  the  consent  of  my 
confessor." 

In  this  letter  the  Nun  declared  that  Our  Lord  had  assured 
her  that  the  aged  Pontiff  had  been  spared  in  order  that  through 
him  the  consecration  of  the  entire  world  to  His  Divine  Heart 
might  be  accomplished.  "On  the  eve  of  the  Immaculate  Con- 
ception, Our  Lord  made  me  understand  that  this  new  movement 
in  the  worship  of  His  Divine  Heart  would  cause  a  new  light  to 


ST.  JOSEPH  LILIES  109 


shine  over  the  workl I  seemed  to  see   (interiorily)   this 

light,  the  Heart  of  Jesus,  this  adorable  sun  that  caiLsed  His 
rays  to  descend  npon  the  earth  at  tirst  in  a  limited  manner,  then 
spreading  farther,  and  at  last  illuminating  the  whole  world. 
And  our  Lord  said :  '  \Y  ith  the  brightness  of  this  light  shall  all 
nations  and  peoples  be  enlightened,  and  with  its  burning  heat 
they  shall  grown  warm  again '. ' ' 

She  then  explained  why  it  was  that  Our  Lord  called  for 
the  consecration  of  the  whole  world  and  not  that  of  the  Catholic 
Church  only.  "His  desire  to  reign,  to  be  loved  and  glorified,  is 
.so  ardent  tliat  He  wills  that  your  Holiness  may  be  facilitated 
and  the  hearts  of  those  who  have  not  yet  through  holy 
Baptism  received  spiritual  life,  but  for  whom  He  has  given  His 
life  and  His  blood  and  who  are  likewise  called  to  be  one  day  the 
children  of  holy  Church,  that  their  spiritual  birth  may  be 
hastened. 

It  seemed  to  her  also  that  it  would  be  pleasing  Our  Lord 
if  the  devotion  of  the  First  Friday  of  the  month  were  increased, 
by  special  exhortations  from  the  Pope  to  the  clergy  and  faithful 
and  by  the  granting  of  fresh  indulgences.  The  letter  was  signed : 
"Sister  Mary  of  the  Divine  Heart,  Droste  zu  Vischering, 
Superior  of  the  Monastery  of  the  Good  Shepherd,  Oporto. ' ' 

The  Pope  had  enquiries  made  in  Oporto  about  the  writer 
and  found  that  she  was  everywhere  regarded  a.s  a  saint  and 
that  there  were  good  reasons  for  believing  in  the  supernatural 
nature  of  her  communications.  But  Pope  Leo  XIII  said  the 
letter  must  be  laid  aside.  However  he  had  the  idea  of  the 
consecration  examined  on  theological  grounds  and  decreed  to 
consecrate  the  world  to  the  Sacred  Heart  on  June  11,  1899, 
calling  it  "the  greatest  act  of  his  Pontificate." 

Three  days  before  the  Pope  made  the  consecration.  Mother 
Mary  of  the  Divine  Heart  lost  herself  forever  in  the  Heart  of 
Christ  in  a  hidden,  saintlv  death. 
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THE    MARIAN   CONGRESS 

THE  MARIAN  Congress  was  held  in  Ottawa,  the  capital  of 
Canada,  from  June  18th  until  June  22nd.  His  Eminence 
James  Charles  Cardinal  McGuigan,  Archbishop  of  Toronto,  as 
Papal  Legate,  a  Jae.fnre,  personally  represented  the  Sovereign 
Pontiff. 

Nearly  100,000  Catholics  from  many  countries  offered 
prayers  for  a  lasting  peace,  before  the  central  ooO  feet  long  and 
loo  feet  high  altar  erected  in  Lansdowne  Park.  Masses  were 
offered  continuously  day  and  night  from  the  beginning  of  the 
Congress  until  the  end.  An  impressive  fireworks  display  fol- 
lowed the  closing  exercises  on  the  night  of  June  22nd.  Religious 
subjects  were  portrayed  through  pyrotechnic  art.  Pictorial  scenes 
of  the  life  of  Jesus  and  of  His  Holy  Mother  and  religious 
tableaux  in  colours  were  thrown  against  the  sky  and  through  a 
.sound  amplification  system  sacred  musical  compositions  appro- 
priate to  the  scenes,  were  heard.  In  the  Assumption  tableau  a 
halo,  approximately  100  feet,  stood  in  the  air.  Angels  appeared 
in  the  clouds  encircling  the  Virgin  Mary's  feet  and  as  the  scene 
faded  tlie  heavens  burst  into  a  crescendo  of  flames. 

PROGRAM  OF  THE  CONGRESS 

June    ISth — DAY   OF   RECEPTION 

3:00  p.m.  — Arrival  of  His  Eminence  the  Cardinal  Legate. 

3:15  p.m.  — Liturgical  Reception  at  the  Cathedral:  Reading 
of  Brief;  Address  of  welcome  by  His  Excellency  Arch- 
bishop Vachon ;  Address  of  His  Eminence  the  Cardinal 
Legate;  Papal  Blessing. 

o  :lo  p.m.  — Reception  at  Chateau  Laurier;  Address  of  Wel- 
come by  the  Prime  Minister  of  Canada ;  reception. 

7:00  p.m.  — At  the  Apostolic  Delegation  dinner  tendered  to 
His  Eminence  by  His  Excellency  Most  Rev.  Ildebrando 
Antoniutti,  Apostolic  Delegate  to  Canada. 

h  :30  |).m.  — In  auditorium,  special  presentation  of  drama, 
'■.le.sns.  Son  of  ]\Iarv.'' 


The  Assumption 


(Etfe  ^ssumptiott 


Guido  Reni 


"Whereon  there  shines  a  light  to  guide 
The  world  to  Me  through  her."     Tob.  xiiii,   13 
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9:30  p.m.  — Repository,  Lansdowne  Park:  Lyric  drama 
(French),  "Our  Lady  of  the  Crown."  English  presen- 
tation, June  17th,  at  9 :30  p.m.  Public  presentation  in 
English,  June  18th  at  4  p.m.  and  June  19th  at  2  :30  and 
8  :30  p.m. 

June  19th — DAY  OF  PREPARATION 

7-8  a.m.  — Solemn  High  Mass  in  all  churches  in  honour  of 
the  Blessed  ^'irgin. 
10:00  a.m.— Cathedral:  Solemn  Pontifical  Mass:  Celebrant,  His 
Excellency  Archbishop  Vachon.  Sermon  (English),  Hi^ 
Excellency  Most  Ivev.  J.  D 'Alton,  Archbishop  (if  Armagh, 
Ireland.  Sermon  (French),  His  Excellency  Archbishop 
Robichaud,  Archbishop  of  Moncton,  N.B. 

1:00  p.m.  — Government  House:  Luncheon  tendered  by  His 
Excellency  Viscount  Alexander  of  Tunis,  Governor- 
General  of  Canada. 

3:00  p.m.  — Lansdowne  Park:  Special  visit  of  Episcopate, 
Diplomatic  corps  and  civil  authorities  to  the  religious 
exhibition. 

5:00  p.m.— At  OttaAva  University:  Reception  of  Cardinal  Le- 
gate ;  conferring  of  an  honorary  Degree ;  lunch  tendered 
to  the  Cardinal  Legate  by  Very  Rev.  Jean-Charles 
Laframboise,  0.]\I.I.,  rector  at  Ottawa  University. 

7:00  p.m.  —  Holy  Hour  in  all  churches  of  the  diocese.  Con- 
fessions heard  until  11  p.m. 

8:30  p.m.  — Capitol    Theatre:    Pageant,  "Our    Lady    of    Fair 
Love."     Special  presentation  for  the  Episcopate,  Diplo- 
matic corps  and  civil  authorities. 
MIDNIGHT  at  the  Repository :  Pontifical  Mass. 

June  20th — DAY  OF  REPARATION 

12:01  a.m.  — At  Repository:  Pontifical  High  Mass  and  general 
Cojnmunion.  Cele})rant,  His  Excellency  Mo.st  Rev.  Ilde- 
brando  Antoniutti,  Apostolic  Delegate  to  Canada.  Sermon 
(English),  His  Eminence  Samuel  A.  Stritch,  Archbishop 
of  Chicago.  Sermon  (French),  His  Excellency  Most 
Rev.  Georges  Courchesne,  Archbishop  of  Rimouski. 

10:00  a.m.  — At  the  C;ithedral :  Pontifical  Ma.ss  in  p:asteni 
Rite.  Celebrant,  His  Excellency  Most  Kov.  Basil  Vladi- 
mir Ladyke,  A])ostolic  Exarch  of  the  Ukrainians  in 
Canada.     Sermon  (French),  His  Eminence  Eugene  Car- 
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(linal  Tisserant,  Se'^retary  of  the  JSacred  Congregation  of 
the  Eastern  Churches.  Sermon  (English),  His  Excellency 
Most  Kev.  Ambrose  Senyshj-n,  Auxiliary  Bishop  Ukrain- 
ian Catholic  Diocese  of  the  United  States. 

1:00  p.m.— At  Laurier  House:  Luncheon  tendered  to  His 
Eminence  the  Cardinal  Legate  by  the  Right  Hon.  William 
Lyon  Mackenzie  King,  Prime  Minister  of  Canada. 

3:00  p.m.— At  the  Capitol  Theatre:  Lecture  by  His  Eminence 
Pierre  Cardinal  Gerlier,  Archbishop  of  Lyons,  France, 
introduced  by  the  Hon.  Maurice  Duples.sis,  K.C.,  Prime 
Minister  of  Quebec.  Vote  of  thanks  moved  by  the  Hon. 
Thiboudeau  Rinfi-et,  Chief  Justice  of  the  Supreme  Court 
of  Canada. 

5:30  p.m.— At  the  Capitol  Theatre:  Lecture  by  His  Eminence 
James  Charles  Cardinal  McGuigan,  Archbishop  of 
Toronto,  introduced  by  Hon.  Angus  L.  Macdonald.  Prime 
Minister  of  Nova  Scotia;  thanked  by  Hon.  John  Hart, 
Prime  Minister  of  British  Columbia. 

8:00  p.m.— At  the  Auditorium:  Drama,  "Jesus,  Son  of 
Mary";  ])resentation  in  French  for  Episcopate  Diplomatic 
Corps  and  civil  authorities. 

9:30  p.m.— At  the  Repository:  Lyric  Drama  (English).  ''Our 
Lady  of  the  Eucharist  for  the  Episcopate,  Diplomatic 
Corps  and  civil  authorities.  Public  presentation  of 
drama  in  French  given  in  auditorium,  June  20th,  9  :30 
a.m.  and  2  p.m.;  June  '21st  at  4:30  p.m.  and  7:30  p.m.; 
June  22,  at  1  p.m.  and  7  p.m. 

June  21st — DAY  OF  ADORATION 

]0:00  a.m.  —  At  Repository:  Dialogue  ]\Iass.  Crusaders  and 
Promoters  attended  in  a  body.  Celebrant,  His  Excellency 
Archbishop  John  McNally,  Archbishop  of  Halifax. 
Sermon  (French),  His  Excellency  Most  Rev.  Joseph 
Langlois,  Bishop  of  Valleyfield.  Sermon  (English).  His 
Excellency  Most  Rev.  John  Cody,  Coadjutor  Bishop 
of  London,  Ontario. 

12:00  noon— At  Archbishop's  Palace:  Luncheon  tendered  to 
His  Eminence  the  Cardinal  Legate  by  His  Excellency 
Most  Rev.  Alexander  Vachon,  Archbishop  of  Ottawa. 

2:00  p.m. ^Marian    procession    along    Driveway:    20    floats 

portrayed  life  of  the  Blessed  Virgin  and  her  principal 
apparitions. 
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o  :00  p.m.  — At  Ottawa  University:  Coiiferrino'  of  honorary 
dfjirees  en  members  of  the  Episcopate  and  distinguished 
citizens. 
7:00  p.m.— At  Chateau  Laurier:  Dinner  tendered  to  His 
Eminence  the  Cardinal  Legate  by  His  Excellency  Arch- 
bishop ^'achon  and  honored  by  the  presence  of  His  Ex- 
cellency Viscount  Alexander  of  Tunis,  Governor-General 
of  Canada.  Present  at  the  dinner:  Visitinti'  Cardinals, 
the  Prime  ^linister,  Cabinet  members,  Lieutent-Governors 
of  the  provinces,  the  Apostolic  Delegate,  Diplomatic  Corps, 
Archbishops  and  Bishops,  Chief  Justice,  members  House 
of  Commons,  Prime  Ministers  of  the  provinces,  judges, 
members  of  the  Senate,  members  of  Privy  Council  not 
of  the  Cabinet,  Prelates.  Speakers  of  the  Senate  and 
House  of  Commons,  representatives  of  the  armed  services, 
federal  officials,  provincial  officials,  municipal  autliorities, 
clergy,  and  other  officials. 

MUSICAL  PROGKA:\I-Soloists:  Raoul  Jobin.  Annette,  Cecile, 
Emilie,  Marie  and  Yvonne  Dionne,  accompanied  by  their 
sisters,  R(;se-Tlierese  and  Pauline. 

CHOIR  — The  Boy  Choristers  of  St.  Michael's  Cathedral  in 
Toronto,  under  the  direction  of  Rev.  Dr.  J.  E.  Ronan, 
M.C.G. 

10:00  p.m. — At  Repository:  Lyric  drama,  "Mary  and  the 
Eucharist,"  (French),  for  the  Episcopate,  Diplomatic 
Corps  and  civil  authorities.    Open  to  public. 

June  2  2nd — DAY  OF  CONSECRATION 

1)  :.']0  a.m.  — St.  Patrick's  College  Campus:  Holy  Name  Society 

and  League   of   Sacred    Heart    Society   joined   the   army 

services  in  a  parade  to  Repository. 
10:80  a.m.  — At    Repository:    Pontifical    Mass.      Celebrant,    His 

Eminence  the  Cardinal  Legate.     Sermon   (English),  His 

Eminence  Francis  Cardinal  Spellman.  Sermon  (French). 

His  Excellency  ]\ro.-<t  Rev.  Augustin  Bonnabel.  Bishop  of 

Gap.  France. 
12  noon  — Radio  ackli'ess  by  His  Holiness  Po])e  Pius  Xll. 
4  :-'>0  p.m.— At    Repository:    l^rogramme    of    Religious    Music- 

SoloLsts:    Annette,    Cecile.    Emilie,    Marie    and    Yvonne. 

accompanied  by  their  sistei-s,  Rose-Therese  and   Paidine. 
5:00  p.m.  — Solemn   Consecration  to  the  Immaculate  Heart  of 

Mary.  His  Eminence  Manuel  Cardinal  Arteagay  Betan 
.  court,    Archbishop   of   Havana.   Cuba,  presided.      Act   of 
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f':00 


Co     eerancn  (French   ,  Rt.  Hc.n.  Louis  >St.  Laurent,  Mi.. 

Cann    Minister  ot  National  Revenue.     Sermon  (Freneir) 
His    En.nenee   Pierre   Cardinal    Gerlier,    Archbishop    ot' 
L^on  ,  Franco;  (English)  Plis  Eminence  Edward  C'ardi- 
Tn       ""rF-  t^-^'^^bishop  of  Detroit.     Guest  soloist,  r"o   1 
Jobm:  Choir-Hoy  Choristers  of  St.  Michael's  Cathedra 
Toronto,  directed  bv  Dr.  J.  Ronan  ^arueaiai. 

ramem^''-^n'ir''-^'?^^;  ^''^''^'^^^  ^^  ^'^^  Ble.^sed  Sac- 
ament.  .50  illuminated  boats  portrayed  the  mvsterv  and 
blessings  ot  the  Eucharist.  Soloist.  Joseph  Victor 
Laderoute.  Choir-Boy  Choristers  of  St  AlichaeFs 
k.t  Q^'i  ^^\  Proce.ssion  terminated  at  Laiisdowne 
flnn      ill?  ^^^^^^^^^tion  given  at  the  Repository  was 

w.  T  }[  '^'  ''T""-  "^  '^''  ^^'  I^^*^""-  The  Congress 
^^a.s  ofihcia  ly  closed  by  Ilis  Excellency  Archbishop  Alex- 
ander \aclion.  Archbishop  of  Ottawa. 


Tntouched  by  sin's  primeval  course, 

Co-partner  in  Redemption's  plan. 
She  came,  predestined  to  reverse 

The  doom  pronounced  on  mortal  man. 
She  came  to  crush  the  Serpent's  reign. 

For  Satan's  power  to  lie  in  wait, 
Our  .second  E\a,  without  stain 

Our  Queen  Immaculate. 

Now  crowned  with  jewel  stars  of  light. 

The  crescent  moon  beneath  her  feet. 
From  Heaven's  unclouded  regions  bright. 

She  sheds  on  earth  a  radiance  sweet. 
Robed  in  the  glory  of  the  King- 

And  sceptered  with  His  love  divine. 
Her  praises  seraph  legions  sinir 

And  saints  around  her  shine. 

P.  J.  Coleman. 


116 ST.  JOSEPH  LILIES 

WOMEN  AND  THE   HOME 

By  AGNES  E.  MEYER 

WHATEVER  political  leaders  may  do  to  stabilize  the 
family,  women  are  chiefly  responsible  for  family  life  and 
theirs  is  the  great  opportunity  to  make  over  society  and  deter- 
mine the  future  of  democracy.  Women  will  gain  a  new  poise 
if  they  grasp  the  importance  of  their  role  as  mothers,  the  dignity 
of  it,  the  many  skills  involved,  the  possibilities  of  self-develop- 
ment and  of  service  to  humanity.  Since  the  family  is  now  recog- 
nized by  modern  psychologists,  psychiatrists  and  medical  men 
as  the  cradle  of  all  individualism,  all  freedom,  all  ability  to  live 
successfully  with  our  fellow-men,  what  greater  career  can  there 
be  for  any  woman  than  to  feel  herself  the  cornerstone  of  the 
family  and  therefore  of  the  democratic  state. 

With  this  great  task  and  this  great  opportunity  confronting 
them,  women  as  a  whole  have  never  been  more  confused,  unhappy 
and  insecure.  The  divorce  rate  is  high  and  mounting  higher. 
Child  delinquency  is  the  talk  of  the  nation.  Alcoholism  among 
women  is  another  major  problem.  Last  year  serious  crimes  com- 
mitted by  women  went  up  14%.  Never  ha.s  the  nation  produced 
so  many  neurotics,  judging  by  the  Army  rejections  and  the 
insane  asylums.  So  many  Avomen  over-protect  their  sons  that 
a  noted  psychiatrist  has  just  written  a  book  to  warn  the  nation 
against  its  "moms,"  a  book  so  pessimistic  that  it  led  one 
columnist  to  ask:  "Are  mothers  a  passing  fad?" 

In  any  guidance  bureau  you  will  find  that  many  parents 
not  onl}'  reject  their  children  emotionally  but  wish  to  get  rid 
of  them,  A  case  history  given  recently  is  that  of  two  parents 
of  comfortable  income  who  consulted  a  lawyer  to  find  out  how 
they  could  get  rid  of  four  children  under  twelve  years  of  age. 
"Why?"  asked  the  laAvyer.  The  answer:  "With  four  children 
on  our  hands  we  can't  have  any  fun."  That  is  an  extreme 
example,  but  it  shows  how  cruel  people  become  through  the 
senseless  pursuit  of  pleasure  for  its  own  sake. 
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There  are  numbers  of  women  carrying  the  load  heroically, 
ill  their  families  and  in  communities.  But  there  are  so  many 
women  rebelling  against  the  nation's  laws,  the  moral  code  and 
against  their  destiny  as  women  that  the  problem  is  critical. 
Even  the  women  who  are  functioning  dutifully  as  w^omen  are 
often  unhappy,  dissatisfied  and  neurotic  enough  to  fill  the  offices 
of  medical  men  with  imaginary  ailments.  Public  and  private 
welfare  agencies  are  obliged  to  take  over  more  of  the  functions 
of  the  home. 

CAUSES    OF   CHAOS 

This  moral  chaos  is  not  wholly  due  to  war.  But  the  impact 
of  this  last  war  was  far  greater  than  the  previous  war  because 
we  were  a  depression-ridden,  insecure  people  before  this  last 
catastrophe  broke  over  our  heads.  The  war  lifted  us  tempor- 
arily to  a  higher  plane  because  it  gave  a  worthy  objective  to 
many  lives.  That  is  Avhy  the  j)Ost-war  collapse  in  behaviour — 
why  blind,  aggressive,  extreme  competition  and  moral  chaos — 
are  more  acute.  And  women,  I  am  convinced,  will  not  get  hold 
of  their  immense  problems  until  they  look  backward  and  try  to 
understand  historically  how  drastically  the  industrial  revolution 
has  atfected  them  and  the  home. 

The  pre-industrial  concept  of  the  home  has  crashed  about 
women's  ears,  as  its  actual  walls  have  collapsed  in  Europe.  The 
factory  took  handwork  out  of  the  home.  Then  education  became 
a  public  function.  Recreation  under  machine  influence  was  also 
snatched  from  the  parental  roof.  The  family  meal,  whose  pre- 
]iaration  in  every  walk  of  life  used  to  be  an  art  and  its  consump- 
tion a  ceremonial  function,  has  largely  become  a  free  lunch 
counter  whose  viands  are  tossed  together  hurriedly  out  of  cans. 
The  cities  that  sprang  up  reduced  many  homes  to  one,  two  and 
three  rooms,  however  large  the  family.  The  war  augmented  the 
evil  of  overcrowding.  Children,  instead  of  being  an  economic 
asset,  became  a  financial  burden.  Parents,  when  no  longer 
self-supporting,  became  a  dread  liability. 

Finally,  economic  pressure  and  war  production  drew  mil- 
lions of  women  out  of  the  home.  The  trailer  and  trailer  colonies 
are  the  supreme  expression  of  the  contempt  our  nomadic  civi- 
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lization  developed  for  the  value  of  a  stable,  permanent  home 
life.  The  home  for  many  people  is  hardly  more  important  than 
the  gasoline  filling  station. 

With  the  loss  of  its  functions,  the  home  also  lost  its  warm, 
protective,  emotional  ties,  the  source  of  that  cultural  continuity 
Avhich  is  still  the  deepest  source  of  man's  mental,  moral  and 
spiritual  education.  Disastrous  as  this  has  been  to  all  people  it 
has  been  especially  harmful  to  women. 

As  a  result,  the  dig'nit}'  of  motherhood  and  the  fundamental 
A-alues  of  home  life  have  suffered  a  serious  eclipse.  The  house- 
Avife  is  pictured  in  our  society  as  a  poor  creature  who  needs  more 
and  more  gadgets  to  rescue  her  from  slavery.  The  press,  adver- 
tisements and  movies  celebrate  the  female  as  glamour  girl  and 
sex  object,  or  at  best  as  a  career  woman,  whereas  most  women 
who  are  obliged  to  earn  a  living  are  factory  hands  and  clerks. 
For  the  wage-earning  woman  society  has  never  done  enough  to 
make  life  livable.  But  it  has  been  even  harder  on  the  housewife. 
It  has  made  her  sorry  for  herself. 

As  for  the  career  woman.  1  maintain,  that  women  can  have 
and  should  have  many  careers,  but  they  have  only  one  true 
vocation— tlii^  production,  protection  and  nurture  of  the  next 
generation.  For  however  the  home  may  be  stripped  of  its  pre- 
industrial  functions,  it  is  still  the  place  where  most  human 
beings  spend  a  fourth  of  their  existence :  it  is  still  the  place 
where  the  child's  attitude  toward  society  is  made  or  marred,  and 
the  early  unity  witli  the  mother,  which  precedes  the  father  influ- 
ence, is  still  the  decisive  factor  in  every  human  existence. 

AVhat  then  can  we  do  to  restore  to  mothers  and  home- 
makers  their  rightful  dignity  and  importance  as  the  very  pillars 
of  a  democratic  structure? 

ENEMIES  OF  THE  HOME 

The  home  contends  with  five  ma.ior  difficulties— our  neglect 
of  our  schools,  the  loss  of  prestige  by  the  churches,  an  acute 
housing  shortage,  inadequate  health  provisions,  and  the  degen- 
erating influence  of  the  radio  and  films.  Each  one  of  these  has 
been  bred  by  urbanization  and  industrialization  which  havp 
dcimaged  the  homeliest  aspects  of  our  civilization. 
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We  all  deplore  the  evil  influences  of  the  films  and  radio. 
The  churches  and  women's  clubs  have  made  some  attempts  to 
curb  the  worst  pictures  and  radio  programs,  but  with  little 
result.  The  radio  is  in  some  respects  the  greater  menace  of 
the  two  because  it  goes  directly  into  the  home.  On  the  whole, 
the  radio  makes  more  eft'ort  than  the  motion  pictures  to  com- 
pensate, with  good  music,  lectures  and  plays,  for  its  themes  of 
gangsterism,  sex  and  sadistic  violence  and  a  flippant  attitude 
toward  marriage.  But  Hollywood  shows  a  readiness  to  sell  the 
nation  "s  welfare  down  the  river  if  only  it  can  make  money, 

]\Iany  of  our  film  producers  are  on  a  par  with  dope  peddlers. 
Both  take  advantage  of  humanity's  lowest  instincts  for  the  pur- 
pose of  making  money.  In  fact,  Ilolh^vood  is  now  going  to 
invade  the  dope  peddler's  business.  The  leading  producers  have 
just  modified  their  code  forbidding  narcotic  themes.  One  such 
film,  which  is  .supposed  to  show  only  the  evils  of  narcotic 
smuggling,  is  almost  completed.  T'nless  the  women  of  the  coun- 
try register  their  opposition  with  the  president  of  the  Moving 
Picture  Association  of  America,  we  can  expect  the  moving  pic- 
tures to  become  tlie  allies  of  the  rivals  of  the  narcotic  trade. 

PUBLIC    EDUCATIOX    NEEDED 

How  can  we  influence  the  radio  and  film,  .since  governmen- 
tal official  censorship  is  contrary  to  our  democratic  instincts? 
Education  of  the  public  demand  is  the  only  answer.  .  .  .  Adult 
education  has  made  great  strides,  but  we  now  need  a  mass  pro- 
gram over  the  air  and  through  films  to  keep  our  people  abreast 
of  their  new  responsibilities  toward  their  communities,  their 
country  and  the  world.  If  the  people  who  control  the  movies 
and  radio  really  imder.stood  how  anti-social  are  the  effects  of 
their  present  policies,  surely  their  co-operation  could  be  gained 
for  a  more  constructive  use  of  their  power. 

I  lack  space  to  discuss  the  complexities  of  the  housing 
shortage,  but  I  would  like  to  say  this.  The  integrity  of  the 
family  is  bound  up  with  the  preservation  of  private  property 
and  free  enterprise.  The  home  depends  primarily  on  decent 
living  Conditions.    Unless  we  encourage  public  housing  and  low- 
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cost  private  housing  for  our  lower  income  groups,  about  a  third 
of  our  citizens  will  lose  respect  for  private  enterprise  and  grasp 
any  panacea  which  holds  out  the  promise  of  a  better  life.  If  a 
fascist  movement  ever  gains  headway  in  our  country,  it  will 
come  from  the  millions  of  people,  formerly  on  the-  relief  rolls, 
who  had  their  first  good  jobs  in  our  war  plants  and  learned  that 
the  productive  capacity  of  this  country,  properly  managed,  can 
support  a  decent  standard  of  living  for  all  of  our  people. 

The  liattle  to  preserve  democracy  is  acute.  The  modern 
school,  the  church,  housing,  health  services,  films  and  the  radio 
must  all  compensate  the  family  for  the  forces  that  are  hostile  to 
it  and  make  contributions  to  the  preservation  of  the  family  if 
democracy  is  to  survive.  Communism  and  socialism  are  on  the 
march  throughout  the  world.  Their  fanaticism  must  be  met 
with  an  idealistic  philosophy  implemented  by  a  realistic  program 
if  we  are  to  win. 

T  see  no  more  fundamental  issue  than  the  preservation  of 
family  life  as  the  key  to  all  freedom,  all  individuality,  all  sound 
adjustment  to  that  larger  family,  the  community  and  the  State. 
The  mother  is  the  crux  of  the  family  and  of  democratic  living 
since  the  child's  group  adjiLstment  echoes  the  earlier  adjustment 
to  the  mother.  In  the  active  support  of  the  home  and  in  the 
practical  recognition  of  the  mother  role  in  our  society,  in  the 
love,  protection  and  nurture  of  childhood  we  shall  find  the 
surest  path  to  rebirth  of  a  passionate  faith  in  democracy. 


The  name  that  was  music  in  Galilee 
I  echo  today  and  cry  to  thee. 
]Ma  ry.  Mother  of  God— and  me. 
Mother ! 
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FAIR  AND   WARMER 

By  PAUL  KAY 

HE  WATCHED  it  rain.  Slantino-  down  it  came  to  beat 
impatiently  upon  his  window,  and  lazily  it  coursed  in 
smudgy  rivulets  upon  the  dusty  pane.  A  dampish  wind  kept 
edging  through  the  weather-stripping ;  its  chill  depressed  him 
even  more  and  left  a  .sullen  mood  within  its  wake.  Would  this 
weather  never  stop? 

The  phone  rang  angrily.  Why  didn't  they  teach  these 
operators  to  be  gentle?  He  had  heard  the  first  tingle  but  the 
ring  continued.  He  let  it  go— just  for  a  moment.  Let  that 
operator  stew  in  her  own  early  morning  impatience.  Finally, 
he  picked  up  the  receiver. 

"Lo, "  he  muttered. 

There  was  no  reply. 

"Hello,"  raucously  into  the  mouthpiece. 

The  crackling  of  a  telephonized  human  voice  buzzed  in  the 
dark,  drab  looking  room.  He  listened,  his  face,  like  that  of  an 
accomplished  actor,  registering  gradual  surprise,  pleasant 
surprise. 

"Why  didn't  you  let  me  know  you  were  coming?  I  would 
have  been  down  there  to  meet  you."  He  added  an  inquisitive, 
"Huh?" 

The  voice  cracked  again.    He  waited. 

He  laughed  to  himself.  "All  right,  I'll  tell  you  what  to  do. 
Get  a  .subwaj-— an  8th  Avenue  express.  Any  cop  can. tell  you 
where  it  is.  Get  off  at  the  Grand  Concourse.  About  a  twenty- 
minute  ride.    I'll  be  waiting  for  you.    O.K.?" 

He  hung  the  receiver  up,  almost  tenderly.  In  a  kind  of 
dazQ  he  walked  to  the  closet,  took  out  his  raincoat  and  rubbers. 
"I  won't  need  an  umbrella,"  he  murmured  to  himself.  He 
could  get  a  taxi  and  be  at  the  Concourse  in  five  minutes. 

*         *         * 

The  subwav  clock  read  9  Ao.    The  express  was  due  in  about 
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ten  minutes.  He  stood  on  the  platform,  his  raincoat  streaked  in 
watery  black  updn  its  gray  surface.  He  wondered  if  Paul  had 
changed. 

How  casual  real  friendship  was  after  all.  He  hadn't  seen 
Paul  for,  why  it  must  be  all  of  fifteen  years.  Yes,  1932  it  was 
i^hat  they  had  last  been  together.  That  was  the  year  of  gradua- 
tion from  St.  Joe's.  Quite  a  class  that  had  been.  He  could  re- 
member them,  some  of  them  as  though  he  had  seen  them  yester- 
day. There  was  Raymond  Pitigliani,  the  kid  with  the  hard 
name.  Nice  looking  fellow.  The  girls  used  to  think  he  was  cute 
and  sometimes  Ray  would  agree  with  them.  Then  there  was 
Dennis  Crawford,  gaunt  and  gangling  Dennis.  A  good  student, 
for  a  boy  that  is.  He  and  Dennis  had  held  down  the  principal 
roles  in  the  school  play.  And  one  could  not  forget  Edith  Mc- 
Kenna,  the  local  tomboy.  She  used  to  skip  sewing  class  to  play 
baseball  with  the  boys.  The  girls  were  not  fond  of  her  but  the 
boys  thought  she  was  wonderful.  As  in  all  classes  there  is  a 
dream  girl,  so  in  this  one  there  was  Dorothy  Ritchie,  the  pride 
of  the  graduates  of  '32.  Blonde,  blue-eyed,  and  well,  just 
thoroughly  swell.  Every  boy  in  the  class  was  in  love  with  her. 
She  had  been  the  reason  for  his  only  real  fight  while  at  St.  Joe's. 
He  was  going  to  take  her  to  the  school  party  and  Gordon  Bau- 
niann  tried  to  cut  in  on  him.  AVell,  they  had  fought  it  out  behind 
the  school  gym,  and  as  luck  would  have  it.  Father  Boniface  had 
caught  them.  Still,  he  was  awfully  proud  of  his  shiner  the  next 
day.  It  Avas  a  wound  acquired  on  behalf  of  tlie  woman  he  loved. 
Even  now  he  smiled  as  he  remembered.  And  then  there  was  Paul. 
It  had  been  an  accepted  fact  at  St.  Joe's  that  Paul  and  he  were 
in  everything  together.  Damon  and  Pythias,  David  and  Jona- 
than, Achilles  and  Patroelus  — all  tlie  gi-eat  fi'iendships  of  all 
time  had  nothing  on  their  comradeship.  (4oo(l  old  Paul !  And 
now  it  had  been  fifteen  years. 

{):.")() — Five  minutes  now. 

lie  had  received  one  letter  from  Paul.  About  a  .vear  after 
iiraduation.  A  chatt.v  note  it  had  been  and  so  often  he  had 
1ried  to  answer  it.  Somehow,  though,  he  never  did  get  that 
repl.v  off.  There  seemed  to  be  nothing  to  sa.v.  He  wondered  if 
I'anl  would  remember  and  then  he  lanahcd.     He  looked  around 
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to  see  if  anyone  had  spotted  him  chuckling  to  himself,  but  the 
Concourse  was  almost  empty.  But  how  foolish!  People  don't 
remember  letters  after  so  many  years.  Paul  Avas  a  g:reat  guy. 
It  would  be  good  to  see  him. 

He  thought  of  the  time,  that  one  particular  time,  when  Paul 
had  blindly  sacrificed  his  own  good  name  to  save  him  from  shame. 
That  was  the  day  that  the  ten  dollars  was  stolen.  Ten  dollars  in 
Mass  money  it  had  been.  Sister  had  left  it  on  the  desk  in  the 
classroom  and  the  finger  of  guilt  was  pointing  at  him.  He  had 
lieen  the  last  one  in  the  room,  since  he  always  stayed  behind  at 
noon  to  clean  off  the  boards  for  the  afternoon  work.  Sister  had 
been  awfully  upset.  It  was  money  for  Masses,  she  told  them  all 
that  afternoon;  whoever  stole  it  stole  from  the  Church.  Every 
member  of  the  class,  boys  and  girls,  was  called  before  Father 
Boniface  and  questioned  at  length.  Father  was  very  angry.  It 
was  the  first  time  that  anything  like  that  had  ever  happened  at 
St.  Joe's.  P''ather  had  asked  him  if  he  had  even  touched  the 
money  and  he  had  asserted  his  innocence.  And  then  Father  told 
him  to  empty  his  pockets.  And  there  was  the  ten  dollar  bill.  His 
mother  had  asked  him  that  morning  to  pick  up  a  shovel  from  the 
hardware  store  on  his  way  home.  She  had  intended  to  give  him 
the  money  but  when  he  was  leaving  for  school,  mother  was  over 
at  the  next  door  neighbour's  trying  to  borrow  some  sugar.  He 
had  taken  ten  dollars  from  lier  purse.    He  would  tell  her  later. 

"Where  did  you  get  that  ten  dollars?"  Father  had 
demaiided. 

"I  have  to  get  a  shovel  at  the  hardware  store,  Father."  he 
had  answered  immediately. 

Before  he  could  say  another  word  Father  had  picked  up  the 
phone  and  was  calling  his  house.  It  was  no  use  trying  to 
explain,  not  then.  His  mother  told  Father  Boniface  that  she 
had  not  given  any  money  to  her  son.  That  was  all  Father  needed 
to  know.  He  remembered  walking  back  to  the  classroom,  shame 
and  anger  upon  his  face.  He  was  the  picture  of  injured  inno- 
cence Paul  had  grabbed  him  when  he  stopped  inside  the  class- 
room doer. 

What's  the  matter?" 

"Father  thinks  I  took  the  monev. " 
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It  was  then  that  Paul  had  walked  up  with  him  to  Sister's 
desk.  Paul  always  had  money  because  he  worked  every  day 
after  school.     He  took  a  ten  dollar  bill  from  his  pocket  money. 

"T  found  this  in  the  corridor,  Sister.  This  is  probably  the 
money  you  are  lookin<>  for."  Well,  everybody  looked  suspici- 
ously at  Paul,  but  he  did  not  mind.  Besides  he  was  out  ten 
dollars.  But  that's  the  kind  of  friend  he  was.  He  now  recalled 
that  he  had  considered  Paul  very  noble  at  the  time.  He  Avon- 
dered  if  Paul  would  remember. 

The  grinding'  wheels  of  the  express  rolled  into  the  Grand 
Concourse.  It  was  kind  of  embarrassing-,  seeing  an  old  friend 
after  so  many  years.  He  lit  a  cigarette  and  then  remembered 
that  no  smoking  was  permitted.  Furitively  he  put  it  out.  People 
were  getting  off  the  train  now.  There.  That  fellow  must  be 
Paul.  Hadu 't  changed  much  iu  ail  these  years.  He  walked  up 
to  him.  not  uncertain  but  a  little  shy. 

"Paul."     He  grinned  foolishly  and  he  knew  it. 

The  fellow  looked  at  him.  "Sorry,  Bud.  Wrong  name." 
At  that  moment  a  hand  struck  him  roughly  on  the  back.  He 
turned  quickly.  It  was  good  to  see  Paul,  even  though  he  had 
changed  considerably.  A  lot  fatter,  now.  They  walked,  arm 
in  arm,  out  of  the  Grand  Concour.se,  taking  their  time  and 
talking  banalities  as  old  friends  always  do. 

It  wasn't  until  after  a  big  meal  at  his  home  that  both  felt 
more  relaxed  in  the  suddeu  renewal  of  intimacy.  He  pointed  his 
finger,  a  stylized  gesture,  at  Paul. 

"Say.  what  ever  happened  to  Dorothj-  Ritchie?" 

Paul  laughed.    "Don't  tell  me  you  still  remember  her?" 

"Your  coming  today  put  her  in  my  head."  He  said  this  not 
by  way  of  defence  but  as  an  explanation. 

"Dot  is  still  in  the  old  hometown.  She  never  married,  you 
know.     Not  after  he  w^as  killed." 

"Who  was  killed,  Paul?" 

"Gosh,  that'.s  right.  Didn't  you  know  that  Gordon  Bau- 
mann.  the  fellow  she  was  engaged  to,  got  shot  down  over  Italy. 
She  was  pretty  broken  up  about  it.     Still  is." 

Gordon  Baumann.  He  did  not  answer  Paul  for  he  was 
rather  stunned  bv  the  news.    Paul  went  on. 
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"We  were  lucky,  though.  Gordon  was  not  the  only  one  who 
got  hit,  but  he  was  the  only  one  of  our  class  that  got  killed.  And 
seven  of  us  were  over.seas  in  the  thick  of  it." 

"What  are  you  doing:  for  a  living,  Paul?" 

Paul  laughed.  He  was  always  laughing.  That  was  one 
of  the  many  things  that  he  liked  about  him.  "I  get  by — but 
just  about.  1  've  l)eeu  two  jumps  ahead  of  bankruptcy  ever 
since  I  got  out  of  the  army.  And  I  guess  you  know  I  lost  my 
wife." 

lie  apologized.  "Sorry,  Paul,  for  bringing  it  up.  I  didn't 
even  know  you  were  married." 

Paul  grew  serious  for  a  moment.  "Yes,  I  was.  To  the 
sweetest  girl  in  the  world.  I  lost  her  when  the  baby  wa.s  born. 
The  baby,  too."  Paul  blew  his  nose  unashamed.  Suddenly  he 
was  his  laughing  self  again,  "Let's  talk  about  something 
cheerful." 

"Whatever  became  of  Dennis  Crawford.'  The  fellow  in 
the  play,  i-emember '" 

Paul  thought  for  a  moment.  "Oh,  yes— Crawford.  Last  I 
heard  he  was  up  in  Saranac  and  there  was  little  hope  for  his 
recovery.     He  had  a  lot  of  courage  that  fellow." 

For  a  while  then  they  talked  in  generalities.  Paul  asked 
him  if  he  had  ever  received  the  letter  and  they  both  discussed 
the  difficulties  of  answering  the  mail  they  got.  Then,  suddenly, 
from  a  clear  sky,  as  though  there  was  no  point  in  leading  up 
to  it  by  further  conversation,  Paul  remarked : 

"Remember  the  ten  dollar  bill?" 

"Now  that  is  strange,  Paul.  That  was  on  my  mind  ju.st 
this  monieiit.  T  wonder  if  Sister  ever  did  find  out  who  took 
it." 

"No,  Sister  never  found  out,"  Paul  said.  "But  Father 
Boniface  did." 

"How  can  you  be  sure,  Paul." 

"AVell,  you  see.  I  took  it.  Oh,  don't  look  shocked.  I  felt 
guilty  enough,  but  when  I  saw  you  accused  I  had  to  do  some- 
thing but  I  did  not  have  the  courage  to  admit  everything.  Most 
of  them  thought  I  took  it  anyway.  Father  Boniface  felt  pretty 
bad.     Poor  Father  had  been  dead  for  twelve  vears— he  knew 
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that.    He  wondered  if  Paul  had  come  all  the  Avay  out  here  just 
to  get  that  off  his  chest.    He  did  not  have  to  tell  him. 

It  was  toward  evening  when  Paul  left.  It  had  been  a  quiet, 
peaceful  day  after  all.  The  .sun  had  beamed  through  around 
noon  and  now  its  golden  ball  was  cradling  to  a  billowy  rest  in 
the  cloud-spotted  sky.  He  thought  to  himself :  ' '  How  good 
God  is.  How  foolish  of  me  to  get  depressed  when  things  get  a 
little  tough." 

He  opened  a  book  which  had  lain  near  him.  Briefly  he 
raised  his  eyes  to  heaven.  "Thanks,  God,  for  letting  me  see  that 
you  have  not  forgotten  me.  Looks  as  though  I'm  the  really 
lucky  one  after  all. ' ' 

And  Father  began  his  breviary. 


MARY'S  ASSUMPTION 

Now,  0  wondrous  and  moving  scene  — 

Even  Prince  Michael  steps  aside ; 

Solitary  stands  heaven's  queen, 

God's  own  daughter  and  mother  and  bride, 

At  the  foot  of  her  golden  throne. 

Till  her  Divine  and  only  Son 

Bends  down  to  the  beloved  one 

And  in  loving  filial  grace 

Kisses  her  virgin-mother  face. 

Kneeling,  her  queenly  head  bowed  down, 

Weeping  she  feels  the  royal  crown 

Placed  upon  her  virgin  brow. 

That  in  the  Father's  iniending  love, 

Resting  o'er  her  the  Spirit  dove. 

She  shall  wear  tlirough  eternity  now. 

F.  M.  Lynk. 
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THE    CHRISTIAN    CHAPEL   AT 
DURA-EUROPOS* 

By  CLARK  HOPKINS 

FIFTEEN  years  ?io'o  there  was  discovered  at  Diira-Europos 
on  the  middle  Euphrates  a  Christian  Chapel  adorned  with 
wall  paintinus.  The  chapel,  a  baptisterium,  is  small  and  the 
art  of  the  paintings  is  rather  typical  of  the  time  and  the  district. 


Fig. 


1 — Xiclie  and  north  wall  shoicing  The  Good 
Shepherd  (left)  and  the  Three  Marys. 


but  the  discovery  is  of  singular  importance  in  the  history  of 
Christian  art.  A  very  particular  interest  belongs  to  the  paint- 
ings because,  executed  probably  in  the  years  A.D.  220-230  at 
least  before  A.D.  256  when  the  city  was  destroyed,  they  present 
the  earliest  representations  of  Christ  yet  discovered.  Moreover, 
the  pictures  are  both  the  only  early  ones  from  a  religioas  edifice 
other  than  the  chapels  of  Martyrs  and  the  tombs  of  the  catacombs, 
and  they  are  the  first  discovered  in  the  Eastern  Mediterranean. 
A  good  idea  of  the  room  as  a  whole  is  obtained  from  the 
drawing   (Fig.  1).     Rather  narrow,  and  about  twice  as  long  as 


♦The  Christian  Chapel  and  the  illustrations  were  first  published  in 
The  Excavations  at  Dura-Europos  Report  Y,  M.  I.  Rostovtzeff,  Yale 
University  Press,  1934.  The  account  of  the  synagogue  was  published 
in  Report  YI. 
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it  is  wide,  ^he  room  has  no  furniture  except  at  the  west  end 
where  a  fairly  deep  basin  separated  slightly  from  the  side  walls 
of  the  room  is  built  of  solid  masonry.  At  the  corners,  columns 
painted  to  represent  the  veins  of  marble  support  an  arched 
masonry  cover. 

On  the  wall  wliieh  forms  the  back  of  the  baptisterium  is  a 
painting  of  the  Good  Shepherd,  carrying  a  ram  on  His  shoulders 
as  He  Avalks  behind  His  flock.  In  the  lower  left  corner  of  the 
painting  is  a  drawing  of  Adam  and  Eve.  On  the  lower  register 
of  the  wall  to  the  right  is  a  representation  of  the  three  Marys 
with  other  Momen  advancing  tOAvard  the  tomb  of  Christ.  The 
panel  continues  across  the  whole  side  of  the  room  and  along  the 
back  wall  also.  Above  this  scene  a  series  of  the  miracles  of 
Christ  was  presented,  of  which  only  two  are  preserved,  the 
Healing  of  the  Paral.vtic,  and  the  Walking  on  the  Water.  The 
south  wall  of  the  room  is  broken  by  two  doorways,  one  leading 
to  the  courtyard,  another  to  a  room  of  the  house  (probably  a 
house  dedicated  to  religious  worship)  of  which  the  baptisterium 
Avas  a  part.  Between  the  two  doorways  in  the  Chapel  wa.s  a 
panel  representing  the  victory  of  David  over  Goliath,  and  just 
beside  the  Baptismal  font,  a  small  picture  of  the  Samaritan 
woman  at  the  well. 

The  paintings  may  be  divided,  I  believe,  partly  on  the  basis 
of  the  style  of  painting,  partly  on  the  type  of  subject  matter 
into  three  groups.  The  great  scene  of  the  Marys  approaching 
the  tomb  of  Christ  (Pig.  1),  is  drawn  in  rather  formal  fashion, 
with  large  prominent  figures  against  a  monochrome  background. 
The  figures  themselves  form  part  of  a  great  pattern  or  design  on 
the  walls  as  a  whole.  The  Marys  advance  slowly,  holding 
toi'ches  in  extended  right  hands  (for  the  hour  is  before  the 
dawn),  and  a  vessel  of  ointment  or  frankincense  in  the  left. 
They  face  full  front  in  the  Oriental  fashion  and  in  each  case 
the  right  foot  is  in  profile,  the  left  raised  for  the  .step.  Between 
the  three  ]\Iarys  and  the  other  women  (of  whom  only  the  feet 
and  lower  hem  of  the  robes  remain)  i.s  painted  a  gate,  probably 
the  gate  of  the  city  for  the  tomb  is  outside  the  city  wall.  The 
tomb  itself  is  portrayed  as  a  sarcophagus  of  marble  above  whose 
corners  shine  great  stars  with  the  multiple  points  common  in 


ST.  JOSEPH  LILIES 


129 


eastern  designs.  The  style  of  this  painting  has  been  given  an 
appropriate  name  by  the  title  of  Professor  Breasted  "s  book  on 
the  first  discoveries  at  Dura,  Oyhnial  Foreruunevs  of 
Bzyantine  Pointing. 

Quite  different  are  the  representations  of  the  miracles.  In 
the  first  (Fig.  2)  Christ,  since  he  is  portrayed  as  in  the  back- 
ground, is  represented  above 
two  figures  in  the  lower  part 
of  the  painting.  The  head  of 
Christ  is  rayed  (though  the 
details  are  not  discernible  in 
the  photograph)  and  He 
stretches  out  His  hand  in  per- 
formance of  the  miracle  above 
the  paralytic  lying  on  the  bed. 
To  the  left  the  paralytic  healed 
has  lifted  his  bed  on  his  back 
and  is  moving  away.  Obviously 
here  the  attention  is  centred 
on  the  action,  the  miracle 
Avhich  takes  place.  The  figures 
are  made  small  so  that  all  the 
details  of  the  story  may  be  rep- 
re.sented.  Even  the  figure  of 
Christ  is  subordinated  to  the 
presentation  of  the  story  as  a 
whole.  The  scene  is  informally, 
rather  sketchily  presented.  We 
call  it  for  want  of  a  better  name  a  'narrative  style.'  and  point 
particularly  to  the  two  representations  of  the  paralytic  in  the 
same  scene,  as  expressive  of  the  primary  importance  of  the 
story. 

Similar  in  stjde  is  the  second  miracle,  the  Walking  on  the 
Water,  (Fig.  3).  In  the  lower  part  of  the  picture  and  so  in  the 
foreground,  are  represented  Christ  and  Peter  advancing  toward 
each  other.  Above,  the  boat  with  the  apostles  (unfortunately 
not  completely  preserved)  is  represented.  The  important 
details  of  the  miracle  are  all  included,  but  the  sea,  the  figures, 


Fig.     2 — The    Healing 
Paralytic. 


of    the 
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the  Lrroup  in  tlie  boat  are  all  rather  sketchily  and  hastily  drawn. 
Incidentally,  it  may  be  remarked  that  the  apostles  in  the  boat 
are  drawn  in  a  smaller  scale,  not  because  they  are  in  the  back- 
ground, but  rather,  following  the  eastern  fashion,  so  that  they 
may  fit  more  conveniently  into  the  boat. 

Into  this  .'^ame  group  of  narrative  pictures  should  be 
included  the  little  representation  of  Adam  and  Eve  and  the 
larger  scene  of  David  and  Gcliath.  In  each  case  the  essential 
elements  of  the  story  are  stressed,  the  drawing  is  rather  informal 
and  summary.  The  two  scenes  belong,  of  course,  to  the  Old 
Testament,  but  from  the  point  of  view  of  style  they  belong  in 
the  same  group. 

Interestingly  enough,  the  parallels  to  this  type  of  simple 
narrative  style  are  found  not  only  in  the  catacombs  at  Rome  and 
tlie  miniatures  of  early  manuscripts  l)ut  also  in  the  synagogue  at 
Dura.  Kather  an  interesting  comparison  is  the  scene  of  the  return 
of  tlie  Ark  from  the  Philistines  from  the  synagogue 
Pie.  4).  The  drawing  is  more  careful  than  in  the 
Chapel  but  all  the  details  of  the  story,  a  statue  of 
Dagon  twice    represented,    once   with    his    neck 
broken,   the  elders  of  the   Philistines,   the 
temple  carry  the  same  'narrative'  stamp. 
And  here,  I  believe,  one  may  recognize  the 
manuscript  influence  for  it  seems  hard 
to    believe   that    all    the    details    could 
have    been    combined    so    successfully 
and  with  so  appropriate 
a  composition  unless  it 
-  „_  were    the    result    of    a 

long     and     well     estab- 
lished tradition. 

In  a  separate  group 
there  may  be  placed  the 
scene  of  the  Good  Shep- 
herd, and  the  Samari- 
tan Woman  at  the 
Well,  (Fig.  5),  not  on 
the  basis  of  stvle  which 


T..1.' 


Fig.  3 — Christ  Walking  on  the  Water, 

u  ith   St.  Peter  in  foreground  and 

ajmstlcs   in   ship. 
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parallels  very  closely  the  narrative  type,  but  because  of  the 
symbolism  which  iu  these  two  cases  is  the  prominent  feature,  lu 
Figure  one,  there  may  be  perceived  a  part  of  the  flock  of  the 
Good  Shepherd  advancing  to  the  right.  The  sheep  are  repre- 
sented on  different  levels,  some  are  grazing,  some  moving 
forward  with  heads  high.  Behind  them  the  Good  Shepherd, 
with  ram  on  His 
shoulders,  faces 
full  front  as  the 
IMarys  do,  thouga 
He  advances  to 
the  right.  Per- 
haps one  .should 
classify  it  mere- 
ly a.s  a  represen- 
tation of  a  par- 
able rather  than 
a  miracle,  and 
certainly  no  pai-- 
able  is  more  ap- 
propriate     above 

the  baptismal  font  which  marks  the  entrance  into  the  flock  of 
Christ,  than  the  Good  Shepherd  with  his  sheep.  I  am  inclined 
to  believe,  howcAer,  the  distinction  goes  deeper  It  presupposes 
in  the  observer,  a  knowledge  not  merely  of  the  life  and  deeds  of 
Christ  but  of  the  significance  and  meaning  behind  the  words 
and  parables.  The  representation  i.s  for  the  initiate ;  for  one 
who  can  read  the  symbol,  rather  than  for  one  who  merely  takes 
pleasure  in  the  scene. 

To  the  same  category  belongs  the  Samaritan  woman  at  tne 
well.  The  outlines  of  the  drawing,  scarcely  visible  in  the  original 
show  simply  a  woman  bending  over,  and  holding  a  rope  above  the 
open  mouth  of  the  well.  Even  the  figure  of  Christ  is  not  repre- 
sented. Here  obviously  the  significant  feature  is  not  the  action; 
nor  is  it  even  the  Samaritan  woman,  but  rather  the  suggestion  of 
the  'water  of  life'  which  Christ  compares  in  the  fourth  chapter  of 
John  to  the  water  the  woman  is  drawing— again  a  scene  parti- 
cularly appropriate  beside  a  baptismal  Font.     One  might  com- 


Fig.  4- 


Retuni  of  tlie  Ark  from  the 
Philistines. 
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pare  the  type  of  representation  with  the  method  in  the  cata- 
combs at  Rome  in  which,  for  example,  the  healing  of  the  paralytic 
is  represented  by  the  single  figure  of  the  paralytic  carrying  his 
bed  on  his  back.  Perhaps  it  would  be  safer  to  say  in  this  whole 
group  of  pictures,  that  a  more  intimate  knowledge  of  the  Bible 
is  taken  for  granted ;  that,  therefore,  the  paintings  presuppose 
an  already  well  established  tradition  and  symbolism  in  art. 

To  the  interpretation  of  the  scenes  in  the 
Chapel,  another  discovery  at  Dura  brought 
tremendous  assistance.  This  was  a  little 
fragment  in  Greek  of  the  Diatessaron,  Ta- 
tian's  composite  Gospel  published  in  Syria 
in  the  second  half  of  the  second  century, 
B.C.,  and  retaining  a  great  popidarity  in 
Syria  and  Northern  Mesopotamia  until  the 
eai'ly  fifth  century.  In  the  Chapel  it  was 
not  entirely  clear  at  first  that  the  woman 
at  the  well  represented  the  Samaritan 
Woman.  Some  question  had,  moreover, 
been  raised  concerning  the  scene  of  the 
Marys  since  in  no  other  representation  of 
the  Marys  approaching  the  tomb  are  more 
than  three  women  portrayed.  By  extra- 
ordinary good  fortune  the  fragments  of  the  Diatessaron 
recovered  tell  of  the  three  Marys  and  the  other  women  coming 
from  Gallilee  to  see  the  Crucified.  In  the  passage  following 
(though  not  on  our  fragment)  the  Diatessaron  follows  Luke  in 
mentioning  the  other  women  in  addition  to  the  ^Slarys  coming  to 
the  tomb  of  Christ. 

The  story  of  the  Samaritan  woman  at  the  well  is  told  in 
the  Bible  only  in  the  Gospel  of  St.  John.  In  the  life  and  deeds 
of  Christ,  as  told  in  the  four  gospels,  therefore,  the  story  is 
relatively  obscure  compared  with  the  miracles  and  parables 
which  are  recounted  more  than  once.  In  Tation's  Diatessaron, 
however,  almost  the  whole  of  the  21st  chapter,  vrs.  8-49,  is  given 
to  the  story,  the  account  being  taken  direct  from  John.  The 
balance  in  relative  importance,  then,  is  more  than  restored  by 
Tatian  and  the  representation  of  the  story  on  the  walls  of  Dura 


Fig.  5 — Samaritan 
woman  at  the 
well,  suggesting 
the  'uater  of  life'. 
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ag'ain  suggests,  though  of  course  complete  proof  is  lacking,  that 
it  was  the  life  and  deeds  of  Christ  as  ecmpiled  by  Tatian  from 
the  four  gospels  and  distributed  to  the  first  small  groups  and 
communities  in  Syria  which  are  presented  at  Dura. 

If  any  further  proof  M'ere  needed  (beyond  comparison  of 
the  Christian  paintings  at  Dura  with  the  Jewish  and  pagan 
paintings)  that  the  paintings  of  the  Chapel  represent  a  truly 
typical  Syrian,  Eastern  type  of  art,  the  use  of  the  Diatessaron 
supplies  it.  Whether  the  Chri.stian  paintings  at  Dura  were 
copied  from  miniatures  on  the  first  texts  of  Tatian 's  Diatessaron, 
and  consequently  originated  in  Antioch  or  Edessa,  or  whether 
the  paintings  at  Dura  served  themselves  as  models  for  the  artist 
of  manuscripts  it  is  impossible  to  tell.  That  they  belonged  to 
the  art  of  Syria  is  obvious,  however,  and  they  form  just  on  that 
account  a  tremendously  welcome  addition  to  the  paintings  of  the 
catacombs  on  the  one  side,  and  on  the  other  to  the  miniatures  of 
later  manuscripts  whose  places  of  origin  are  not  always 
apparent. 


in  every  gi-eat  }iicture  there  are  two  elements,  the  Idea  and 
the  expre$sio)i.  There  never  ought  to  be  any  disparity  between 
these  two  elements  for  in  proportion  as  the  artist  values  the 
thought  he  will  perfect  his  technique  in  presentation  of  that 
thought.  A  view  is  taken  directly  from  nature,  while  a  picture 
embodies  an  idea.  Views  are  aids  in  creating  mental  images  of 
places  outside  of  one's  experience.  The  view  gives  one  the 
external  facts  only;  the  artist's  picture  interprets  the  inward 
spiritual  meaning  behind  these  facts. 
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LOUGH    DERG* 

BY  REVEREND  AUGUSTINE  WALSH,  S.A. 


>S7.    Patrick's   Pingalori/.    Lough    Derg.    Ireland. 

FIFTEEN  hundred  years  ago,  Celtic  tradition  relates,  Saint 
Patrick  paused  in  his  work  of  converting  the  Irish  to 
refresh  his  soul  with  holy  penance.  Choosing  as  the  site  of  his 
retreat  a  !)eautil'ul  lake  in  I'lster,  Louuh  Derg,  the  Saint  mortitied 
liis  ticli  with  a  i-igorou>  course  of  ascetic  discipline.  On  a  rocky 
islet  in  this  lake,  the  Apostle  of  Ireland  had  abundant  oppor- 
tunity for  all  the  methods  of  penance  employed  by  the  saints 
cf  the  desert  to  bring  the  concuiMscenses  of  the  world,  the  tiesh 
and  the  devil  into  submission. 

IIow  much  of  the  success  of  Patrick's  mission  was  due  to 
his  careful  application  of  the  laws  of  asceticians  during  his  stay 


EDITOR'S    NOTE:      The    pilgrimage    of    Lough    Derg    opens    on 
June  1st  and  closes  on  August  15th  and  occupies  three  full  days. 
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at  Lough  Derg  will  not  be  known  to  lis  until  Judgment  Day. 
But  if  the  laws  of  the  spiritual  life  manifest  equity,  the  conver- 
sion of  the  Irish  to  Christ  without  bloodshed  and  in  a  short 
space  of  time,  was  in  large  measure  a  personal  reward  for 
Patrick's  penances.  The  flinty  surface  of  the  isle,  its  barren- 
ness and  bleakness,  offered  abundant  opportunity  for  the  great 
apostle  to  give  voice  to  the  eloquent  prayer  of  mortification. 

Today,  the  Catholics  of  Ireland  hold  St.  Patrick's  Purga- 
tory—the vividness  of  Irish  nomenclature  being  applied  with 
force  to  the  little  island  in  Lough  Derg— as  a  shrine  without 
( (jual.  It  is  a  nati(  nal  centre  cf  pilgrimage.  l>ut  a  pilgrimage 
io  St,  Patrick's  Pui-gatory  denotes  little  of  the  colour  of  other 
religious  journeys.  Instead  it  is  accompanied  by  a  series  of 
penances  that  would  arouse  a  shrinking  feeling  in  the  breast  of 
the  milk-and-water  Christian.  A  trip  to  this  famed  shrine  ot  a 
beloved  national  patron  requires  that  the  traveller  spend  three 
days  at  least  in  fasting,  plus  a  series  of  other  humiliating  and 
weakening  acts  of  expiation  for  which  great  fortitude  is  needed. 
The  Purgatory  is  not  for  those  who  seek  only  comfort  and 
solace  in  their  prayers — rather  it  is  a  relic  that  unites  most 
vividly  twentieth  century  Christians  with  their  brethren  of 
times  gone  by. 

Some  time  ago  the  "Irish  Catholic''  gave  this  interesting 
sketch  of  the  famed  place  of  pilgrimage : 

"Lough  Derg,  a  lake  about  two  thousand  acres  in  extent, 
is  sheltered  by  mountains,  some  of  which  rise  from  its  waters 
almost  perpendicularly  and  to  a  considerable  height,  and  it  is 
studded  with  islands,  some  well  wooded,  others  bare  and  gloomy 
in  the  extreme. 

"Station  Island,  whereon  is  the  rugged  cave  in  which 
Ireland's  National  Apostle  went  through  a  rigorous  code  of 
penitential  exercises,  is  a  mile  from  the  mainland,  quite  far 
enough  to  take  one  away  from  the  world  and  all  mundane  things. 
The  penitential  exercises  of  the  island  are  said  to  be  the  only 
surviving  authorized  version  of  the  religious  exercises  and  peni- 
tential discipline  of  the  early  Irish  Church  as  practised  by  her 
saints  and  scholars.  The  annual  pilgrimages  have  never  been 
interrupted  for  any  length   of  time  throughout   the   centuries, 
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(•veil  dun'iu'  tlif  horrors  of  the  Penal  Laws,  durinfr  whieli,  with 
the  exception  of  one  of  two  short  intervals,  they  were  continued 
freely  and  publicly,  although  all  other  relijiious  practices  were 
regarded  as  treasonable. 

"As  early  as  the  year  610  a  monastery  was  founded  on  the 
island  by  St.  Dabheoc,  a  dLsciple  of  St.  Patrick.  His  memory 
is  still  green  there,  for  his  bed  of  penance,  cave,  cross,  and  seat 
;;ip  pr(  ud'.y  p(  iiitcd  (  ut  to  pilizriins.  and  cue  rf  the  circle>i 
which  they  walk  during  the  recitation  of  certain  prayers  is 
named  St.  Dabheoc's  Bed.  He  had  foretold  the  birth  of  St. 
Colmcille. 

"The  island  and  its  sanctuaries  did  not  escape  pillage  by 
the  Danes  and  they  sacked  St.  Dabheoc 's  monastery  and  com- 
pelled the  monks  to  flee.  After  the  Northmen's  defeat  by  Brian 
Boroimhe  at  the  battle  of  CTontarf,  however,  Canons  Regular 
of  St.  Augustine  took  up  their  residence  there  and  erected  a 
new  monastery  dedicated  to  St.  Peter  and  St.  Paul.  Under  these 
holy  clerics  the  pilgrimages  were  renewed  and  the  shrines 
restored.  For  five  centuries  the  Canons  Regular  remained  there 
and  many  distinguished  foreigners  visited  St.  Patrick's  Purga- 
tory during  their  tenure  of  the  place,  returning  to  their  own 
lands  overseas  and  writing  glowing  accounts  of  the  devotions 
and  penitential  exercises  which  they  themselves  had  practised 
at  Lough  Derg  for  the  healing  of  their  souls. 

"In  Penal  days  the  sanctuary  wa.s  desecrated  and 
demolished  by  orders  of  the  Government,  but  nothing  could 
arrest  the  pilgrims'  eager  feet  and  the  sacred  soil  was  still 
trodden  by  thousands  annually.  This  so  enraged  the  Lords 
Justices  in  Dublin  that  they  issued  in  1632  an  order  for  the 
seizure  of  the  Purgatory  for  'his  Majesty's  use.'  Though  there 
is  no  mention  of  the  length  of  time  it  was  so  used,  the  next  to 
be  heard  of  the  place  is  the  building  of  a  dwelling  for  no  less  a 
personage  than  a  priest.  The  restoration  of  the  sacred  build- 
ings quickly  followed  and  the  pilgrimages  became  as  numerous 
as  ever. 

"It  was  then  that  the  Government  decided  to  do  its  work 
of  demolition  so  thoroughly  as  to  squelch,  once  and  for  all, 
matters  of  private  devotion  and  acts  of  penance  on  the  Saint's 
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Island.  For  this  purpose  a  larpfe  military  force  was  sent  to 
desecrate  the  Purgatory  and  fill  8t.  Patrick's  Cave  with  stones. 
Despite  this  the  people  braved  all  danger  and  kept  up  the  pious 
practices  of  the  pilgrimage.  In  the  reign  of  Queen  Anne  an 
Act  was  placed  on  tlie  Statute  Book  which  sought  to  prohibit 
the  pilgrimage.  The  people  ignored  this  law,  and  flocked  to  the 
island,  there  to  pray,  fast,  and  watch.  Then  came  a  time  when 
the  Bishop  of  the  Diocese  quietly  sent  a  secular  priest  to  of^- 
ciate  as  Prior  on  the  island,  and  since  then  naught  has  disturbed 
in  any  way  the  holy  isle." 

My  first  visit  to  the  i)lace  of  prayer  in  1938,  was  a  short 
one  and  it  was  not  until  several  years  later  that  I  was  able  to 
go  back  to  Lough  Derg,  and  take  part  myself  as  a  penitential  pil- 
grim, observing  the  traditional  rules.  I  left  Rossinver  fasting, 
comforted  somewhat  by  the  thought  that  other  travellers  endured 
a  little  more  suffering-  in  this  regard  than  I.  since  they  had  so 
much  farther  to  travel.  Arriving  at  the  island,  we  all  divested 
ourselves  of  .shoes  and  stockings,  in  emulation  of  the  saints  of 
old.  That  in  itself  was  a  penance,  as  the  surface  of  the  island 
is  rough  and  stony.    But  more  was  to  come. 

As  pilgrims,  in  the  real  sense  of  the  word,  we  should  make 
nine  "stations."  The  nine  stations  consists  in  a  visit  to  th^ 
Blessed  Sacrament  in  the  Basilica,  prayers  at  St.  Patrick's  Cross, 
St.  Brigid's  Cross  and  the  "beds"  of  the  six  patron  saints  of 
the  island.  The  "beds"  are  nothing  more  than  circles  of  stones 
and  the  pilgrim  is  expected  to  walk  around  each  one  twice  while 
saying  his  "Paters  and  Aves."  Also  included  in  the  "station" 
is  a  three-fold  renunciation  of  the  devil,  made  with  outstretched 
;ii-ms.  The  ])il'jrini  then  proceeds  to  the  Basilica  and  makes 
four  circuits  of  the  great  building,  reciting  the  whole  seven 
decades  of  the  Rosary  and  the  Apostles'  Creed.  This  in  addi- 
tion to  the  various  numbers  of  prayers  to  be  recited  at  each  other 
point  of  the  "station." 

As  day  draws  tn  a  ''Use.  the  ]iil^:rini  i>  all' ttetl  his  (  u" 
"meal,"  which  consists  of  black  tea  and  brown  bread.  There 
is  a  short  time  allotted  for  conversation,  after  which  the  pilgrnn 
retires  to  the  Ba.silica  for  an  all-night  vigil.  In  many  respects 
tliis  is  the  most  arduous  part  of  the  exercises,  as  it  is  difficult  to 
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control  tlie  inclination  to  sleep  after  such  a  strenuous  day.  The 
thought  of  the  example  of  St.  Patrick  gives  one  courage  to  go 
on,  repeatino;  the  seemingly  endless  Paters,  Aves  and  Creeds 
jisscciated  with  tl'e  AJizil.  It  is  permissible  to  go  outside  the 
church  from  time  to  time  as  a  concession  to  the  onslaughts  of 
fatigue.  The  cold  wind  lifts  the  leaden  weight  off  the  eye- 
lids. The  cold  ground  underneath  one's  bare  feet  may  help 
banish  thoughts  of  sleep  and  rest.  The  stillness— there  is  no 
sound  save  the  splashing  of  the  lake  and  the  murmur  of  voice*? 
within— brings  back  once  more  the  purpose  of  the  pilgrimage — 
restitution  to  God  for  remissness. 

The  second  day  of  the  pilgrimage  s^es  the  pilgrim  continu- 
ing his  statifus,  makiu'i'  his  confession,  and  fin-dlv  cuioyin'^-  the 
comfort  of  the  hostel  for  the  night.  On  the  third  day  the  soul 
seems  to  grow  used  to  the  mortifications  in  which  it  has  thriven, 
but  the  pilgrijn  finds  his  spiritual  retreat  coming-  to  an  end.  He 
goes  back  from  Station  Island  to  the  mainland,  and  from  the 
fifth  century  back  to  the  twentieth.  But  he  faces  life  renewed 
in  courage  and  faith,  and  begins  at  once  to  look  forward  to  his 
next  pilgrimage  to  an  island  halloAved  by  the  presence  of  a 
valiant  athlete  of  Christ,  Saint  Patrick,  who  renounced  all  bodily 
comfort  for  the  sake  of  the  souls  of  the  people  he  loved  so  well. 


Mary's  love  cannot  contain  itself;  it  must  be  poured  out  in 
visible  manifestations.  Wherever  her  children  are— Lourdes, 
Guadalupe,  Fatima,  Knock  — Mai-y's  heart  reaches  out  in  tender 
love  that  will  continue  to  be  manifest  until  .she  has  her  children 
at  home  in  Heaven  with  her.  But,  alas,  all  her  children  will 
not  be  there.  Absent  will  be  those  ungrateful,  havd-hearted  ones 
who  think  they  can  find  a  substitute  for  Clary's  aft'eelion  in  their 
own  self-love. 
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A   PATRON   OF  PEACE 

By  REVEREND  BERNARD  DELANY,  O.P. 

J  I 'ST  ten  Years  aioro,  on  May  6th,  imposing  celebrations  were 
held  at  Fribourg,  in  Switzerland,  to  commemorate  the  four 
hundred  and  fiftieth  anniversary  of  the  death  of  Bruder  Klaus, 
otherwise  known  as  Nicholas  of  Flue,  and  this  year,  on  May  loth, 
the  solemn  canonization  of  Blessed  Nicholas  of  Flue,  patron  of 
Catholic  Switzerland,  took  place  in  Rome.  Large  pilgrimages 
were  at  St.  Peter's  for  the  occasion  and  all  the  Swiss  Bishops 
were  present  to  witness  the  elevation  of  thi.s  simple  peasant  to 
the  dignity  of  a  canonized  saint. 

Nicholas  was  a  remarkable  character  and  is  always  remem- 
bered as  one  of  the  really  great  figures  in  Swiss  history.  He 
was  a  mountaineer  who  cultivated  the  soil,  and  he  seems  to  have 
taken  on  some  of  the  sturdy  qualities  of  the  rugged  and  beautiful 
land  that  gave  him  birth.  Tall  and  upright— straight  and  solid 
as  the  rocks  of  his  native  mountains,  his  face  and  arms  tanned 
by  the  sun,  weather-beaten  by  rain  and  Avind — we  recognize  a 
type  that  is  rapidly  disappearing  from  our  modern  world ;  if 
indeed  "civilization''  has  not  actually  extinguished  it. 

Nicholas  served,  his  country  as  a  soldier  and  officer,  and 
fought  under  tlie  banner  of  Obwald  in  the  first  war  of  Zurich, 
and,  thought  reluctantly,  he  Avas  elected  to  the  assembly  and 
council  that  ruled  his  canton.  Self-interest  held  no  part  in  his 
life  as  politician  and  rnler.  Truth  and  justice  were  his  watch- 
words, and  his  only  warfare  was  against  evil  and  corruption 
and  oppression.  Entirely  without  ambition,  he  was  hailed  by 
his  fellow  countrymen  as  the  model  ruler  and  servant  of  the 
people — upright  of  mind  and  heart,  generous,  fair  and  utterly 
uncorruptible.  Switzerland  may  well  be  envied  and  praised  for 
making  much  of  so  rare  a  statesman.  The  ways  of  the  politician 
do  not  normally  lead  to  beatification,  and  Nicholas  reached  great- 
ness and  goodness  though  he  trod  a  very  dusty  and  worldly  way. 

He  married,  and  his  wife  Dorothy  gave  him  five  sons  and 
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five  daughters.  Hers  was  a  difficult  vocation— to  be  tlie  wife  of 
a  saint  who  was  immersed  in  the  world  of  affairs.  She  was 
worthy  of  so  noble  a  husband ;  she  knew  all  the  inner  trials  and 
anguish  that  rent  his  soul.  She  was  able  to  sympathize  with  his 
mission,  not  to  be  disturbed  by  his  nights  of  prayer,  his  penances 
and  the  relentless  conflict  between  his  soul  and  the  Master  who 
ever  called  with  a  voice  that  Nicholas  could  not  ignore. 

The  wife  of  such  a  man  must  needs  be  of  his  own  valiant 
mould  and  share  in  the  sacrifice  that  his  vocation  demanded.  If 
he  must  sacrifice  all,  so  must  she.  Their  mutually  dedicated  love, 
ennobled  by  grace  and  elevated  by  a  great  sacrament,  must  be 
raised  to  the  consummate  level  of  the  Crucified.  Thas  in  his 
fiftieth  year,  in  the  full  vigour  of  his  manhood  and  at  the  height 
of  his  career,  Nicholas  leaves  everything,  wife,  children,  house, 
farms,  honours  and  dignities,  and  he  retires  into  solitude  to  live 
the  life  of  a  hermit.  Here  is  supremely  romantic  love  that  can 
touch  no  glory  more  sublime. 

Disentangled  from  this  world 's  goods  and  cares,  Bruder  Klaus 
is  free  with  the  freedom  of  the  birds  of  the  air-way,  with  the 
liberty  of  God's  children.  He  is  free  to  devote  himself  to  God 
and  to  his  country.  The  world  goes  by  with  all  its  little  glories, 
its  gaiety  and  its  colour;  but  these  are  not  for  Nicholas.  He 
remains  in  his  hermitage  and  prays.  He  has  discovered  that 
prayer  is  a  force  greater  than  all  the  forces  of  this  world ;  and 
the  knowledge  of  that  secret  has  given  him  a  power  unknown  to 
the  rulers  of  men. 

"When  the  Obwaldians  return  from  their  w^ars  against  the 
Duke  of  Burgundy,  victorious  and  loaded  with  booty,  Nicholas 
is  unmoved  by  their  joy.  He  knows  the  worth  of  such  transitory 
successes  and  how  swiftly  the  tide  of  victory  may  turn.  Indeed, 
it  so  happened  that  rival  factions  and  jealousies  threatened  the 
Confederation  with  civil  war.  Ancient  liberties,  precedent  and 
tradition  were  invoked  to  exclude  Fribourg  and  Soleure  from 
united  Switzerland.  These  towns  resisted  and  all  was  made 
ready  for  a  deadly  conflict  to  settle  the  matter  by  force  of  arms. 
It  was  then  that  Nicholas,  the  solitary  so  remote  from  the  world, 
rose  to  the  height  of  true  love  of  God  and  men.  HLs  contempla- 
tion did  not  make  him  understand  men  and  affairs  less,  but 
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more ;  and  his  love  of  God  lit  up  his  love  of  his  fellow  men  and 
his  land  like  a  bnrnino-  flame.  He  saw  that  civil  war  would 
mean  the  destruction  of  the  beautiful  land  he  loved  and  an  out- 
rage against  the  God  Who  loved  it  with  an  infinite  love  because 
He  had  made  it  in  a  divine  ecstasy  of  joy. 

The  contemplative  is  the  only  truly  practical  man.  Nicholas 
drew  up  terms  of  peace  and  submitted  them  to  the  conteridiiig 
factions.  A  message  was  brought  frOm  Nicholas  to  the  Diet  of 
Stans ;  and  although  the  contents  of  that  note  were  never 
divulged  it  brought  about  an  agreement  and  the  Swiss  Confed- 
eration was  formed.  The  government  recognized  the  purit.v  of 
his  intentions,  bis  absolute  disinterestedness.  They  could  listen 
to  a  man  who  had  proved  his  greatness  by  making  the  greatest 
sacrifice  a  man  can  make.  Nicholas  .succeeded  in  effecting  a 
reconciliation.  The  love  of  God  and  the  love  of  men  prevailed, 
and  peace  reigned  which  is  the  fruit  of  love. 

Nicholas  died  on  the  21st  of  March,  1487,  and  was  beatified 
by  Clement  IV  in  1669.  At  a  time  when  the  world's  hopes  and 
expectations  of  peace  are  challenged ;  when  its  dreams  for  free- 
dom and  peace  lie  smouldering,  and  we  are  confronted  with 
unbridled  nationalism,  uncontrolled  atomic  energy,  racial 
hatreds,  and  peoples  duped  by  false  ideologies,  it  is  well  to 
revive  the  memory  and  invoke  the  aid  of  this  wise  and  holy 
man,  now  a  saint  in  God's  Church,  who  brought  practical  peace 
by  methods  of  contemplation  and  return  to  the  God  of  peace. 


Words  that  on  lips  of  Christ  wa.s  sweet. 
Words  He  taught  my  lips  to  repeat, 
WTien  the  wounds  were  wide  in  His  Hands  and  Feet, 

:\rother. 
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WHO  IS  PADRE  PlOr 

BY  JILL 


T 


HE  soldier  was 
tired.  All  day 
long  he  had  been 
marching:,  marching 
for  hours.  Now  at 
last  with  a  sigh  of 
relief  he  reached  the 
inn  and  threw  down 
his  kit. 

"Anyone  here?" 
he  shouted. 

Dead  silence.  He 
pushed  open  the  door 
and  cautiously 
peered  into  the 
dowdy  little  dining- 
room.  Hesitating  be- 
f  0  r  e  entering,  he 
hear  d  a  shuffling 
sound  and  forthwith 
an  old  man  appeared 
on  the  scene. 

' '  Hello,  are  you 
the  proprietor?" 
asked  the  soldier. 
But  he  got  no  an- 
swer from  the  old  Italian,  and  he  was  about  to  venture  another 
question,  when  in  behind  him  burst  a  young  fellow  full  of 
excitement. 

"Mass  by  a  living  saint!  Padre  Pio's  Mass!  The  most 
solemn  Mass  we  ever  had!  Down  at— Oh,  sorry,  mister,  didn't 
notice  von." 


Padre  Pio 
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"Why  sure,  kid,  that's  all  right.  What's  all  this  about  a 
Saint  and  a  Mass,  anyway?" 

"What!     Didn't  you  hear  .^     Padie  Pio  is  here." 

"Well,  what  do  you  know!    Who  Is  this  Padre  Pio,  kid  ?" 

The  soldier  threw  himself  down  on  the  old  couch  and  took 
out  his  tobacco  pouch.  He  looked  around  as  if  for  something  to 
eat,  but  gettiug  no  encouragement,  decided  to  hear  the  young 
Italian. 

"Padre  Pio  is  a  Capuchin  Priest,"  said  the  young  lad 
with  great  satisfaction.  "He  is  at  the  Monastery,  you  know, 
the  Monastery  of  San  Giovanni  Rotondo.  He's  the  priest  that 
gave  us  our  mission." 

"That  so?"  encouraged  the  soldier. 

"Ye.s;  and  his  hands  and  feet  bleed  the  same  as  our  Lord's. 
He's  great  in  the  confessional." 

But  before  the  soldier  got  a  chance  to  express  his  amaze- 
ment, in  walked  the  signore  of  the  house,  with  his  customary 
greeting : 

"Ah.  hiioii  f/ionio.  .sif/tiotc.  how  are  you.'  Wlutt  can  we 
do  for  you  ? ' ' 

"Well,  now,  you  might  get  me  a  bit  to  eat  and  drink,  and 
then  a  room,  but  I  want  to  hear  about  this  Padre  Pio  first." 

The  Italian  sobered  and  seeing  his  soldier  guest  was  really 
interested,  began  his  story. 

"Well,  signore,  Padre  Pio  is  a  priest.  A  Capuchin  priest 
living  down  at  San  Giovanni.  He's  our  own  priest,"  he  added 
proudly.  "He  was  born  here  in  our  little  Italian  village,  and 
after  the  usual  sort  of  life  as  a  farmer's  son,  he  decided  he  was 
to  be  a  priest.  Ah,  il  poreretto,  only  a  short  while  after  his  ordi- 
nation, one  day,  w^ay  back  in  1918,  he  was  missing  from  his 
dinner  at  the  monastery.  And  when  the  friar  went  to  get  him,  he 
was  bleeding  with  a  nasty  gash  in  the  hand,  and  quite  uncon- 
scious. Of  course,  you  know,  he  wouldn't  say  what  happened 
but  after  <i  wliile  his  superior  ordered  him  to  do  so.  And,  oh, 
signore,  only  then  did  he  tell  the  whole  story." 

The  soldier  was  wide  awake  with  interest  now. 

"Yes,  he  told  them  that  he,  a  humble  Capuchin  friar,  oore 
the  .same  marks  on  his  hands  and  feet  as  his  Master  bore  on  the 
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('i'(ss.     He   has   been  eiven  the   Stigmata,   and    tun-o    mio,   you 
shouhl  have  seen  the  crowds  that  news  attracted!" 

"This  is  some  yarn,"  murmured  his  listener. 

*' Ah,  si\  si,  signore.  some  yarn  indeed.  But  it  was  no  joke 
for  Padre  Pio.  He  could  hardly  leave  the  monastery.  Why,  the 
people  began  to  shout  for  him  at  the  gates  of  San  Giovanni. 
They  Avanted  him  to  come  out  and  bless  them  and  cure  them  and 
hear  their  troubles  and  see  their  children  and  a  hundred  and 
one  other  things.  Sure,  things  got  so  bad  after  a  while,  that  all 
sorts  of  exaggerated  reports  got  around  about  liim.  Some  said 
lie  drove  the  devil  before  him  wherever  he  went  and,  finally,  it 
was  so  bad  that  the  Holy  Father  in  Rome  had  to  stamp  it  out 
and  forbid  ?7  povero  preie  to  leave  the  monastery." 

All  this  time  the  soldier  hadn't  a  chance  to  get  a  word  in 
edgeways,  now  he  whispered  for  the  man  to  go  on. 

"AVell,"  continued  the  landlord,  "that's  the  most  of  it. 
Of  course,  after  a  while  when  things  quieted  down  again.  Padre 
Pio  came  out  and  they  do  say  he  is  a  living  saint.  You  can't 
get  standing  space  in  the  church  Avhen  he  comes  out  and  you 
almost  have  to  make  an  appointment  to  hear  him  preach." 

"Something  like  St.  Francis?"  interrupted  the  soldier. 

'•£■/?,  e  vera!  Thai's  i-ight.  Only  St.  Francis  was  the 
first.     But  our  padre  is  the  first  priest  to  receive  the  stigmata.'' 

"This  stigmata  now,  T  mean  this  priest,  his  hands  and 
feet,  do  they  .  .  .  do  Ihey  really  bleed  .*"  the  soldier  whispered  in 
an  awed  voice. 

"Si,  si,  signore,  they  really  bleed.  But  listen,  what  say  yuu 
come  with  me  tonight,  eh,  and  we'll  go  to  the  IVIonastery  ana 
you  can  see  for  yourself." 

"AVhy,  I'd  love  to.    After  a  rest  and  a  bite  of  supper.    What 
say  to  eight  o'clock?" 

s^'Eh  hf)if"  eight  o'clock,  then,  signore,  ci  vedremo." 

That  evening,  Sergeant  Marrory  saw  a  strange  sight.  He 
looked  into  the  eyes  of  a  well-built  Capuchin  priest,  who  -wore  a 
beard,  and  Marrory  for  a  moment  imagined  he  was  speaking 
to  his  Lord.  He  saw  in  these  eyes  great  depths  of  understanding 
and  sympathy.  He  saw  happiness,  yet,  strange  thing,  suffering. 
He  saw  the  i-eflection  of  his  own  soul. 
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And  as  the  years  slipped  away  sinc-e  that  strange  visit, 
Father  IMarroiy  often  sits  and  thinks  of  tlie  priest  who  walks 
with  a  slight  limp,  of  the  Saint  who  looked  into  his  soul. 

He  had  kissed  the  priest's  hands  then.     He  had  bowed  his 

head  for  his  paternal  blessing.    He  had  received  a  message  from 

.  God  to  come  and  follow  him.    And  now,  that  same  head,  whitened 

with  years  of  service,  was  bowed  again.     Now  these  same  lips 

were  kissing  other   hands,   the   hands  of   liis   Crucified   Master, 

That  same  old  man  was  receiving  another  call  from  the  ^Master 

lie  had  loved  so  well,  tliis  time  a  call  he  could  not  refuse. 

*         *         * 

The  essential  facts  of  this  little  story  are  true.  Padre  Pio, 
a  revered  and  beloved  priest,  still  lives  a  hidden  life  in  an  Italian 
village  on  the  Adriatic  Coast.  San  Giovanni  is  a  place  of  great 
devotion.  Many  a  pilgrimage  is  made  there — and  although 
Padre  Pio  is  thought  to  be  the  first  ordained  priest  to  receive 
the  Stigmata  of  our  Lord,  true  to  his  great  humility  and  sanctity 
he  is  utterly  unaffected. 

His  wounds,  real  and  gaping,  are  constantly  moist  and 
have  to  be  dressed  regularly.  They  lileed  and  pain  and  Padre 
Pio  feels  this.  But  who  can  tell  what  feelings  are  his,  what 
depths  of  happiness  are  his,  how  sweet  the  pain  that  binds  him 
to  liis  Lord.  What  must  have  been  his  offering,  to  be  signalized 
by  the  xMmighty,  to  bear  the  marks  of  the  Body  of  Christ. 

It  is  the  heroes  of  Christ,  such  as  he  is,  who  give  the  laugh 
to  the  fools  of  the  world.  It  is  the  weak  ones  of  this  world  Avho 
are  chosen  to  confound  the  wise.  But  it  is  the  individual  soul 
of  each  man  and  woman  which  will  be  judged  by  God  on  the 
brink  of  eternity. 
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CHRIST    OF    THE    ROCKIES 

By  J.  J.  SHORES 

AT  the  junction  of  three  states,  on  the  Mexican  border, 
stands  the  Christ  of  the  Rockies,  the  largest  monument 
of  its  kind  in  the  Western  Hemisphere  and  one  of  the  least 
known. 

Nearby,  at  the  base  of  the  mountain,  runs  a  liighway 
which  eventually  will  extend  from  Alaska  to  Argentina  and 
to  that  other  monument  which  is  known  throughout  the  world 
— the  Christ  of  the  Andes. 

Tlie  little  parish  that  has  sponsored  and  built  the  Christ 
of  the  Rockies  feels  that  its  monumental  task  has  not  received 
the  recognition  it  deserves;  and  before  the  date  for  the  annual 
pilgrimage  approaches — it  is  held  on  the  last  Sunday  of  every 
October — an  ambitious  program  to  complete  the  work  is  being 
drafted. 

The  monument  of  Cristo  Rey,  Christ  the  King,  was  carved 
by  Urbici  Soler,  a  native  of  Barcelona.  And  just  as  the  Christ 
of  the  Andes  commemorates  tlie  unbroken  peace  between  Ar- 
gentina and  Chile,  so  the  Christ  of  the  Rockies  is  an  issue  of 
the  Good  Neighbor  Policy,  especially  as  it  affects  Mexico. 

The  Christ  of  the  Rockies  stands  on  the  summit  of  a 
mountain  4,576  feet  above  sea  level,  originally  called  Cerro  de 
Muleros  (Mountain  of  the  Muleteers).  However,  the  little 
parish  of  Smeltertown,  before  work  on  the  monument  was 
begun,  appealed  to  Washington  to  change  the  name;  and  now. 
on  government  maps  the  mountain  is  designated  as  Sierra  de 
Cristo  Rey.  That  is  not  the  only  name  change  that  tlie  parish 
is  seeking.  On  Mexican  government  maps,  this  liighway  that 
is  now  being  constructed  through  that  Republic  and  which 
eventually  will  reach  the  Christ  of  the  Andes,  is  called  Mexi- 
can Central  Highway  No.  159.  and  the  parish  is  asking  Mexico 
as  well  as  all  the  other  countries  through  whicli  the  highwav 
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will  run  to  make  some  changes  tliat  will  designate  it  as  Cristo 
Rey  Highway. 

The  peak  of  Sierra  de  Cristo  Rey  is  in  New  Mexico,  three 
miles  from  downtown  El  Paso.  The  cross  stands  33.5  feet 
higli,  on  a  nine-foot  base,  making  the  overall  height  of  the 
monument  42.5  feet.  The  statue  of  the  Christ,  carved  out  of 
the  Texas  sandstone  cross,  is  twenty-seven  feet  high.  (The 
height  of  the  image  of  the  Christ  of  the  Andes  is  twenty-six 
feet.)  From  here  the  International  Boundary  is  only  a  few 
feet  away.  Mexico  and  the  United  States  stretch  east  and 
west,  and  three  states  touch  here — Texas,  New  Mexico  and 
Chihuahua.  There  is  an  excellent  trail  winding  its  way  up 
the  side  of  the  mountain,  and  although  about  three  hours  are 
required  to  climb  to  the  top,  the  descent  can  be  made  in  an 
hour. 

On  days  of  the  pilgrimages,  this  trail,  5,650  feet  up  the 
side  of  the  mountain,  has  fourteen  small  crosses  or  stations, 
along  the  Avay,  representing  the  Way  of  ^he  Cross.  Some 
pilgrims  make  the  trip  on  burros;  many  climb  the  mountain 
in  their  bare  feet.  Youth  and  old  age,  men  and  women,  and 
even  ba'bies  in  arms  participate  singing  and  chanting  prayers 
as  they  climb. 

After  reaching  the  summit,  the  pilgrim  sees  before  him  a 
view  of  grandeur  to  be  found  at  few  other  points  in  North 
America.  He  can  gaze  on  the  Rio  Grande  Valley,  with  the 
river  a  tiny  ribbon  winding  its  way  through  irrigated  fields 
as  fertile  as  the  Valley  of  the  Nile. 

Trees  and  green  fields  flank  the  river  as  far  as  the  eye 
can  see.  The  mountains  hover  near  at  this  point,  which  is 
called  the  Pass  of  the  North  and  from  which  the  city  of  El 
Paso  derives  its  name.  Then  the  mountains  spread  out  V- 
shape  to  the  northwest  and  to  the  southeast.  A  vast  desert 
is  to  the  east  between  El  Paso  and  the  Guadalupe  Mountains. 
Opposite  El  Paso  is  the  Mexican  city  of  Juarez. 

Under  the  inspiration  of  the  Rev.  Lourdes  F.  Costa,  for 
twenty  years  pastor  of  the  Smeltertown  parish,  a  provisional 
cross  was  erected  in  1934.       But  before  this  Avork  could  be 
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done,  a  trail  had  to  be  blazed  up  the  mountain,  and  the  parish- 
ioners, including  the  priest,  toiled  in  their  spare  time  to  build 
this  trail,  donating  not  only  their  labor  and  time,  but  also  some 
cash  from  their  meager  earnings  in  the  copper  smelter  and  the 
surrounding  farms. 

The  first  pilgrimage  was  a  local  affair,  but  the  following 
year  a  metal  cross  was  erected  and  the  succeeding  pilgrim- 
ages began  to  swell  in  num'bers. 

The  storj^  of  the  Cristo  Rey  attracted  the  attention  of  oth- 
er groups  and  1937  Urbici  Soler,  who  has  since  made  El  Paso 
his  permanent  residence,  was  engaged  to  carA^e  the  mountain. 
Upon  the  completion  of  his  work  in  1939  a  local  dedication 
was  held,  followed  the  next  year  by  an  international  ceremony. 

The  moiuiment  as  it  stands  now  cost  about  $100,000,  but  it 
is  estimated  that  the  plans,  Avhen  completed,  will  total  a  half 
million  dollars.  Arouml  the  monument  is  to  be  a  crown,  or 
fence,  125  feet  in  circumference  and  eight  feet  high  and  below 
the  peak  will  be  an  amphitheatre  to  accommodate  about  15,000 
persons.  The  mountain  is  to  be  leveled  off,  and  a  double  stair- 
way will  lead  from  the  amphitheatre  to  the  base  of  the  statute 
which  is  to  be  illuminated  at  night. 

Preparations  are  being  made  this  year  foi'  many  more 
than  the  25.000  pilgrims  that  climbed  the  mountain  to  the 
cross  in  October,  1946,  and  an  appeal  is  being  made  to  the 
Council  of  Bishops  of  North  America  to  designate  the  last  Sun- 
dav  of  everv  October  for  that  event. 
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I   RING  FOR  PEACE 

By  S.   LAFLIX 

STANFORD'S  bells  tell  a  moving  story  that  began  in  August, 
1914,  with  a  ringing  telephone  bell.  A  distracted  Amer- 
ican consul  in  London  was  calling  a  young  Stanford  engineer. 
Thousands  of  Am<^rican  refugees  were  stranded  without  money, 
friends  or  food  in  strange  lands  ablaze  with  war.  Would  Mr. 
Hoover  help  send  them  home? 

That  young  engineer,  Herbert  Hoover^  did  his  job  so  Avell 
that  he  was  given  a  harder  one — the  administration  of  relief  to 
the  people  of  Belgium  and  Northern  France.  This  aid,  begun 
during  the  dark  days  of  war  and  continued  during  the  recon- 
struction of  Belgium's  devastated  towns  and  universities,  laid 
a  deep  foundation  of  friendship  between  the  two  peoples. 

As  a  memorial  of  that  friendship  Avhat  could  be  more  ap- 
propriate than  a  carillon?  The  Low  Countries  had  been  a  land 
of  singing  towers  for  centuries.  Through  times  of  war  and 
peace  the  carillons  inspired  a  democratic  spirit.  For  of  all 
musical  instruments  the  carillon  is  the  most  democratic. 

An  inscription  in  the  Hoover  Library  describes  Stanford's 
bells: 

**The  Carillon  of  thirty-five  bells  in  this  Tower  was  origi- 
nally cast  by  Marcel  Michiels  in  Tournai.  Belgium,  for  the  Bel- 
gian Pavilion  at  the  New  York  World's  Fair,  1939  and  1940. 
The  Carillon  is  a  gift  to  Stanford  University  from  the  Belgian 
American  Educational  Foundation,  with  which  are  associated 
the  Belgian  universities  and  educational  foundations,  recipi- 
ents of  endowment  funds  from  the  Commission  for  Relief  in 
Belgium  1914-1919.     Dedicated  on  June  20,  1941." 

Now  though  the  bells  of  Belgium  have  been  melted  into 
cannon,  their  spirit  rings  over  America.  Approximately  fifty 
carillons  were  installed  here  between  the  Wars.    Of  these  there 
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are  two  on  the  Pacific  Coats;  the  electrically  operated  carillon 
of  Grace  Cathedral  in  San  Francisco  and  the  carillon  in  the 
Hoover  Tower  at  Stanford. 

The  carillon  is  played  every  week-end  by  James  R.  Lawson 
who  studied  in  the  tradition  of  Belgian  carillonneurs.  The  re- 
citals are  best  heard  from  a  distance  of  at  least  five  hundred 
feet,  for  the  secondary  tones  will  blur  at  a  closer  range.  Listen- 
ers should  select  a  quiet  location  having  an  unobstructed  view 
of  the  belfry. 

Inscribed  in  Latin  on  the  largest  of  Stanford's  bells  is: 
"PRO  PACE  SONO"— "I  ring  for  peace."  It  rings  over  a  build- 
ing which  contains  the  weapons  for  destroying  war.  Chan- 
cellor Wilbur  has  called  the  Hoover  Library  on  War,  Revolu- 
tion and  Peace  "a  great  shaft  of  light  up  into  the  blue  for  flie 
long  look  of  history."  The  Hoover  Library  carillon  bids  us 
ring  out  the  darkness  of  the  land  and  ring  in  a  brighter  world. 


THE  TASK  OF  SANCTITY 

Christian  civilization  has  always  two  opposite  dangers  that 
it  needs  to  avoid :  the  danger  of  seeking  sanctity  only  in  the 
desert,  and  the  danger  of  forgetting  the  need  of  the  desert  for 
sanctity.  It  is  time  for  Christian  sanctity  again,  as  in  the  cen- 
turies of  the  Middle  Ages,  to  put  its  hand  to  the  things  of  earth, 
but  with  the  consciousness  that  its  strength  and  majesty  are  from 
elsewhere  and  of  another  order. 

Jacques  ^faritain 
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OUR    LADY'S    TREE 

By  NOIRAM  ODRANREB 

MANY  legends  are  told  in  connection  with  birds,  flowers, 
plants  and  trees,  associating  them  with  the  name  of  the 
Blessed  Virgin.  One  of  the.se  is  linked  with  the  almond  tree, 
which  in  Palestine,  is  called  Our  Lady's  tree. 

There  was  a  young  monk  who  lived  among  hermits  in  the 
Syrian  desert,  far  from  oasis.  Not  a  trace  of  vegetation  could 
be  found  in  the  vast  stretch  of  sand,  and  even  the  drinking 
water  had  to  be  drawn  from  a  distant  spring.  This  young 
monk.  Brother  Basil,  wa*i  humble,  and  did  his  work  with  a 
smiling  eagerness.  To  test  his  obedience,  his  superior  asked 
Brother  Basil  to  water  a  dead  branch  of  almond  which  had 
been  stuck  into  the  barren  sand.  Twice  daily,  for  two  long 
years  without  a  murmur,  from  a  spring  three  miles  away,  he 
carried  the  heavy  water  jar  and  watered  the  leafless  branch. 
Each  day  he  recited  this  prayer  to  Our  Ladj':  "Sweet  Lady 
Mary,  to  whom  the  almond  is  dedicated,  pray  for  me  that  the 
waters  of  heavenly  grace  may  fall  upon  my  heart,  as  this 
cooling  water  falls  upon  the  almond." 

One  day  as  he  watered  the  branch  it  suddenly  blossomed  with 
flowers  of  radiant  beauty,  and  a  voice  of  wondr.ous  sweetness 
spoke  to  the  young  hermit  saying:  "'Thy  prayers  are  heard, 
thy  heart  is  purified.  Persevere  in  prayer  and  paradise  shall 
be  thy  portion." 

Brother  Basil  built  a  hut  beside  the  miraculous  almond  tree, 
and  there  passed  his  days  in  holiness.  One  day  he  wa-s  found 
(lead,  a  smile  on  his  face_  a  branch  of  almond  more  beautiful 
than  any  that  was  ever  seen  before,  on  his  breast.  The  monks 
buried  him  under  the  almond  tree,  and  ever  afterwards  it 
blossomed  in  rosy  loveliness  above  his  grave.  And  from  the 
spring  which  Brother  Basil  daily  drew  water  for  that  once 
leafless  branch,  there  trickled  pure  water  until  the  neighbour- 
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hood  of  the  almond  tree  became  an  oasis,  fair  and  fertile.  And 
ever  afterwards  in  that  hot,  sandy  desert,  the  loveliest  of  all 
spots  was  the  oasi*^  of  the  Almond  of  Onr  Lady. 


THE  THREAD-AND-NEEDLE  TREE 

In  ]\Iexi('o  ther*-  is  a  most  usefnl  tree,  called  in  the  native 
speech  the  maguey,  but  known  to  us  as  the  thread-and-needle 
tree;  from  the  fact  that,  among  many  other  good  qualities,  it 
has  the  power  of  furnishing-  thread  and  needles  to  those  who 
know  where  to  search  for  them.  Tn  a  sheath  at  the  end  of  each 
leaf  the  needle  is  hidden,  and  attached  to  it  is  the  long  thread. 

But  there  are  otber  uses  to  wliich  the  maguey  tree  is  put. 
From  its  roots  an  a])petising  food  is  prepared,  while  the  leaves 
are  employed  in  making  a  covering  for  the  little  cottages  which 
shelter  tlie  natives.  The  thatching'  of  these  homes  is  really  a 
work  of  art,  so  well  is  it  done,  and  so  beautiful  are  the  leaves. 

Paper,  tcjo,  is  often  made  from  these  leaves,  and  a  favonrite 
beverage  is  compounded  from  their  juice.  And  when  all  is 
used  but  the  coarse  fibres  of  the  tree  the  natives  make  from 
them  useful  cordage,  and  a  kind  of  strong  cloth  much  in 
demand.    The  maauev  is  surelv  a  useful  tree. 
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FINESSE 

By  JAXE  MAXXIXG 

JANE  DIXSOX  looked  with  sudden  distaste  at  her  own  charm- 
ing reflection.  Just  what  could  be  the  matter  with  her'/ 
Eyes'?  Lovely.  Hair?  Xo!  That  could  not  be  improved 
upon.  Tops  for  teeth  and  complexion  too.  Figure?  Perfect. 
Strangely  enough  until  two  months  ago,  life  had  been  beautifully 
uncomplicated  but  now  everything  was  wrong. 

Grudgingly  she  admitted  that  Marta  might  have  had  some- 
thing to  do  with  it— that  she  had  everything  to  do  with  it  — 
Marta  with  her  flair  for  just  the  right  hair-do.  the  smartest 
outfit,  the  most  fitting  expression.  Everything  about  Marta  was 
smooth,  even  her  name.  "Joan"  was  a  pretty  name  ;  but  Marta 's 
own  words.  *' Unfortunately  a  little  too  unrare,"  dear.  And 
dating,  too.  Every  little  girl  born  in  1928  was  called  Joan  or 
Barbara.     Parents  had  vo  imagination." 

"Except  yours,"  purred  Joan.  But  Marta,  imcoiLscious 
of  their  hidden  sting  had  only  smiled  in  happy  security. 

It  had  been  the  same  for  clothes.  The  sloppy  sweaters, 
her  tailored  brown  gabardine,  her  filmy  rose  tulle  and  almost 
too  sophisticated  black  taffeta  dream-frock  had,  under  Marta 's 
friendly  appraising  glance  swiftly  undergone  a  Cinderella 
metamorphosis,  from  smart  'teen-age  attire  to  dowdy  ill-made 
rags.  Even  Timothy — Joan  could  never  remember  life  without 
him  and  his  gentle  friendliness.  But  through  Marta 's  eyes 
Joan  had  suddenly  become  aware  of  a  multitude  of  hitherto 
unnoticed  faults.  His  suits  were  all  wrong,  his  socks  and  his 
ties  too  gaudy  or  too  drab;  his  tousled  curls  were  out.  Imagine 
any  college  man  without  a  crew-cut!  His  manners!  My  dear, 
they  simply  aren't !  And  his  conversation  was  painfully  boring  ! 
Small  town,  provincial— not  for  you,  Joan !  BecaiLse  in  spite 
of  her  disapproval,  Marta 's  tolerant  condescension  saw  great 
possibilities  in  Joan's  natural  attraction.     These  would  have  to 
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be  developed  of  course!  Marta  would  help  there.  And  Marta, 
too,  would  help  with  Joan's  clothes.  She  knew  some  perfectly 
miraculous  dressmakers  Avho  could  really  transform  this  hidden 
flower.  In  the  meantime  .she  had  escorts  for  Joan.  To  discour- 
age Timothy,  dear.  Even  if  his  father  has  the  biggest  law  prac- 
tice in  the  county,  "he  is  too  small-time  for  you.  Joan.  You 
could  really  go  places.  Timothy  is  too  hampering  for  you." 
In  all  honesty,  Joan  had  to  confess  that  these  friends  of  Marta 's 
lacked  the  freshness  and  appeal  that  Timothy's  company  had 
held  for  her  but  that  again  was  only  one  more  indication  of  her 
own  lack  of  experience.  Even  her  reading,  her  games,  and  her 
beloved  music.  Her  whole  life  had  been  spent  following  the 
wrong  leads.  ]\Iarta"s  crowd  spoke  an  almost  foreign  language 
—artists,  and  writers,  and  composers.  Joan  had  never  heard  of 
who  Avere  their  idols,  and  her  own  favourites  were  branded  as 
antediluvian  or  her  allusions  to  them  were  passed  over  in  that 
polite  silence  with  which  a  refined  group  greets  a  painful  breach 
of  etiquette.  Ye.s,  undoubtedly  she  had  ranch  to  learn,  but  this 
very  afternoon  she  would  start  with  .  .  . 

.  .  .  The  insistent  ring  of  the  telephone  broke  in  on  her  reverie. 
""Joan,  is  that  you,  Joan?  This  is  Marta.  I'm  in  New  Jersey. 
Be  a  dear,  and  let  Barn  Fenwood  know  that  I  won't  be  at  her 
dinner  party  this  evening.  Ydu  see.  Timothy  and  I  were  mar- 
ried this  afternoou." 
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THE  LATE  RT.  REV.  MSGR.  T.  J.  MANLEY,  D.P. 

By  THE  RIGHT  REV.  MONSIGNOR  MICHAEL  CULLINANE.  D.P. 

Oft,  in  the  stilly  night, 

Ere  slumber's  chain  has  bound  me, 

Fond  memory  brings  the  light 
Of  other  days  around  me. 

— Moore. 


WHEN  I  hearken  back  to 
an  August  mornino:  in 
1932,  the  words  of  Moore  pro- 
ject themselves  with  a  sudden, 
saddening  sharpness.  "The  eyes 
that  shone,  now  dimmed  and 
gone ! ' ' 

Our  boat  had  just  cast  anchor 
at  the  mouth  of  Galway  Har- 
bour, as  we  hurriedly  dressed 
and  rushed  witli  excited  ex- 
pectancy to  an  upper  deck.  A 
cold,  grey,  comfortless  dawn 
with  its  accompanying  haze  still 
held  the  .shoreline  hid  behind  a 
misty  coiffure. 

"This  moment  and  this  scene  caused  me  a  strange  new  feel- 
ing," exclaimed  Father  Tom  Manley.  "for  it  was  from 
here,  over  these  waters,  that  my  family  sailed  years  ago  towards 
the  distant  land  of  Canada."  His  eyes  shone  with  pleasurable 
excitement,  as  they  gradually  visioned  the  unfolding  of  the  brown 
headlands  and  tiie  fields  and  hilLs  of  emerald  green.  True  to  his 
instinctive  spirit  of  gratitude  and  to  his  family  ties,  he  hurried  to 
the  ship 's  altar  to  oft'er  a  Requiem  for  all  his  dead.  As  I  served 
him  at  the  tiny  altar,  I  could  not  help  but  think  it  was  from  this 
pioneer  stock  who  had  seen  life  along  these  rugged  shores,  he 
acquired  many  of  his  fine  qualities  of  heart  and  soul— his  utter 
loyalties  to  friends  and  causes,  his  generosity  of  .spirit,  his  kindly 
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vision,  his  broad  charity,  his  fastidious  care  of  the  detailed 
amenities  consequent  on  daily  contacts,  his  devotion  to  work,  his 
deep  sincerity,  his  rugged  honesty,  his  brusqueness  that  sprang 
from  sharp  convictions— qualities  that  set  him  apart  from  others 
and  gave  the  world  assurance  of  a  man. 

Death  claimed  his  mother  in  his  childhood,  and  his  boy- 
hood naturally  was  spent  in  close  and  affectionate  proximity  to 
his  father.  Captain  John  ]Manley,  a  marine  contractor  of  ^Merri- 
ton  and  Thorold,  was  known  far  and  wide  as  Honest  John— a 
man  who  believed  in  hard  work  and  who  was  blessed  with  an 
extraordinary  devotion  to  his  religion.  The  father  left  his 
stamp  upon  the  son.  Young  Tom  Mauley,  then  a  student  of 
Niagara  University,  worked  on  a  coal-pile  during  his  summer 
holidays;  in  later  life,  he  often  regaled  his  intimates  with  the 
story  of  the  difficulty  of  trying  to  regain  at  evening  his  native 
pigmentation  of  the  skin.  He  learned  early  in  youth  to  become 
a  man  s  man.  which  helped  him  later  in  life  to  become  what  is 
termed  a  man's  priest.  Undoubtedly,  he  had  a  way  with  him 
in  men's  company,  and,  when  he  was  named  Archdiocesan 
Director  of  the  Holy  Name  Society,  all  his  friends  knew  that 
success  would  crown  his  efforts  in  the  minutiae  of  organization 
and  growth  of  that  important  Society  that  claims  St.  Bernardine 
of  Siena  as  its  patron  saint.  As  Bernard  and  Bernardine  in 
their  respective  centuries  roused  the  multitudes  to  a  high  pitch 
of  enthusiastic  devotion  to  the  Society,  so  it  can  be  said,  Mon- 
signor  Manley,  on  fire  with  zeal,  tried  hard  to  stimulate  the  men 
of  the  Archdiocese  to  an  exalted  sense  of  devotion  and  loyalty 
toward  all  that  the  Society  stood  for  in  the  Church.  ''This  man 
is  to  me  a  vessel  of  election,  to  carry  my  name  before  the 
Gentiles." 

If  we  could  but  reveal  thoughts  out  of  many  hearts,  the 
priests  and  people  of  Toronto  would  be  found  to  declare,  and 
His  Eminence  the  Cardinal  would  assuredly  agree,  that  ^Mon- 
signor  Manley  re-vitalized  the  Society  to  an  extraordinary 
degree  and  performed  a  worthy  service  to  the  Church. 

As  a  priest  of  the  Church,  Monsignor  ^Manley  was  not  un- 
mindful of  the  admonition  of  Ecclesiasticus :  "Son.  when  thou 
comest  to  the  service  of  God,  stand  in  justice  and  fear."     His 
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consciousness  of  the  diiiiiity  and  o^randeur  of  the  priestly  office 
was  high-lighted  by  his  native  humility  and  diffidence.  In  the 
care  of  souls,  he  was  a  bus}^  pastor,  whether  in  the  school  or  pulpit 
or  confes-siimal,  and  his  spare  hovirs  were  devoted  to  excellent 
and  useful  reading.  I  think  he  competently  met  the  challenge 
of  Origen  to  a  pastor— "nothing  should  be  lacking  to  you  by 
way  of  knowledge,  nothing  by  way  of  industry." 

I  have  with  me  his  last  letter,  written  two  days  before  his 
death,  in  which  he  thanked  me  most  courteously  for  my  farewell 
visit  to  him  on  the  train,  before  it  departed  on  its  tragic  journey 
to  the  South.  It  brings  back  an  echo  of  his  cheery,  generous 
voice  from  the  sombre  silence  of  the  tomb. 

He  went  forth  on  the  Great  Adventure  in  the  night  when, 
as  Francis  Thompson  says,  heaven  had  lit  her  glittering  tapers 
over  the  dead  day's  sanctities.  But  he  went  in  battle-dress, 
for  often  in  the  recent  months  he  had  heard  ''the  trumpet  sound 
from  the  hid  battlements  of  Eternity." 

Thougli  the  silence  of  death  surround  his  final  span  of 
earth,  there  will  forever  be  the  echo  of  a  Requiem  in  our  hearts. 


I  have  glorified  Thee  on  earth;  I  have  finished  the  work 
which  Thou  gavest  me  to  do.  I  have  manifested  Thy  Name  to 
those  whom  Thou  hast  given  me  out  of  the  world ;  while  I  was 
with  them  I  kept  them  in  Thy  name.  And  now  I  come  to  Thee. 
(John  xvii). 
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IN    A    CARPENTER'S    SHOP 

By  ELLEN  JANSON 

"  .    .    .    .  And  they  brought  gold, 

and  frankincense,  and  myrrh." 

THE  shavings  fell  like  curls  of  gold 
Under  His  plane  in  the  morning  sun. 
"]»Iother,  what  have  you  in  that  old 
Chest,  the  painted  one?" 

"Only  a  ring  You  used  to  bite 

And  suck  when  You  were  a  little  thing." 
"Mother,  it  is  so  strange  and  bright. 

It  looks  like  a  prince's  ring!" 

Tli'e  fragrant  cedar  shaped  in  His  hands, 
Xoon  lay  shadowless  at  His  feet. 

"AVhat's  in  that  box  with  copper  bands, 
Mother,  that  smells  so  SAveet  ?" 

■'Only  incense  that  I  have  burned 

On  each  of  Your  birtlidays.  at  the  shrine.'' 
''^fotlier  .   .    .  the  scent  for  a  inoineiit  turned 

The  air  to  flame  and  Avinel" 

His  work  in  the  summer  evening  lay 

Finished ;  the  lamp  shone  on  His  hair. 

"]\Iother,  what  i«  it  you  hide  away 
Up  in  the  cupboard  there  .'" 

''Myrrh  ....  if  anA'one  died  .  .  .  ."A  fear 
Came  to  her  eyes  and  made  them  dim. 

But  He  had  not  heeded  ;  strange  and  clear— 
The  voices  were  calling  Him. 
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THE  ALABASTER    BOX 

By  M.  KEENAN 

THEN  Jesns  came   to  Bethany,  'twas  near  His  journey's 
end. 

His  passion  like  a  spectre  looming  near. 
Simon  the  leper  urged  him  to  attend  his  household  feast, 
Tlie  secret  of  His  power,  thus  to  learn. 

AVliile  Jesus  came,  and  so  endured  his  host's  discourtesy, 

Out  of  the  mists  of  heathen  concept  came. 
A  lovely  gem — an  alabaster  box  of  spikenard, 

Precious  and  costly  beyond  human  thought. 

Its  symmetry  and  grace  expressed  a  dignity  of  line, 

Not  found  in  such  inanimated  moulds. 
Upon  its  surface  beauty  gleamed  in  iridescent  light. 

Like  maiden's  flesh,  transparent  and  aglow. 

Odours  of  Edom  deep  within  awaiting  their  release, 

Mingled  with  rare  emollients  and  myrrh. 
Assembled  there,  reclaimed  from  all  the  world  by  Angel  bands, 

A  fitting  off'ring  to  anoint  the  Lamb. 

And   eradl<^d   gently   'neath   the   warmth   of   Mary's  hands  so 
strong, 

Pulsing  with  love  and  eagerness  to  serve, 
Resplendently,  the  alabaster  urn  was  lifted  high. 

And  proffered  lovingly  to  Christ  the  King ! 
Wherein  could  beauty  find  a  just  repose 

Save  with  the  Maker  of  all  yearning  hearts? 

Dear  Polter  from  whose  impulse  all  true  loveliness  evolves, 

Create  in  me  the  Image  of  Thyself. 
Refashion,  touch  and  mould  me  now,  that  I  may  'merge  in  grace, 

Found  worthy  to  be  broken,  Lord,  for  Thee. 
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FAITH 

By  BLANCHE  JENNINGS  THOMPSON 

A    LONELY  MAN  of  a  lonely  cross 
Died  once  on  a  lonely  hill  — 
And  m(  st  of  tlie  world  has  forgotten, 
But  some  remember  still. 

And  tho-e  who  remember  love  Him  — 
They  know  II im  for  their  Friend 

^Vhose  loving'  voice  will  call  them 
WJien  their  time  on  earth  shall  end. 

And  they  ])ray  to  Mary,  the  mother 
Of  the  lonely,  forgotten  One, 

That  those  who  forget  may  have  mercy 
When  ihey  come  bef(tre  her  Son. 

For  the  King  and  Judge  of  all  the  world 

Died  on  that  lonely  hill, 
And  those  who  forget  may  Avell  be  saved 

Bv  those  who  remember  still. 


fflommunitg 


On  the  Feast  of  8t.  Joseph,  March  19,  ceremonies  of  Re- 
ception and  Profession  were  held  at  8t.  Joseph's  Convent.  Rig-ht 
Rev.  F.  V.  Allen  conducted  that  of  profession  at  six  a.m.,  when 
the  folloAving  novices  made  their  fii'st  annual  vows:  — Sister 
Marita  ^lurowsky,  Kitchener;  Sister  M.  Anne  Catherine  Gross. 
Toronto;  Sister  Myra  McCarthy,  Toronto;  Sister  M.  Anne 
Francis  Allen,  Toronto ;  Sister  M.  Wilma  Gribbon,  Alumette 
Island,  Ont. :  Sister  Mary  Louis  Beck.  Toronto ;  Sister  Mary 
l-5renda  Courtemanehe,  Mimico ;  Sister  M.  Loretto  Lynch.  Doug- 
las, Ont.  At  the  completion  of  the  simple,  inspiring  ceremony, 
Monsignor  Allen  celebrated  the  community  Mass,  during  which 
28  Sisters  renewed  their  annual  vows. 

Long  before  9.30  a.m.,  the  hour  fixed  for  the  reception,  the 
chapel  and  its  spacious  Acstibule  were  crowded  with  relatives 
and  friends  of  the  13  young  ladies  who  were  to  receive  the  holy 
habit.  Right  Rev.  W.  A.  ]\IcCann  was  the  celebrant,  assisted 
by  Rev.  C.  Mulvihill.  Very  Rev.  E.  J.  McCorkell,  C.S.B.,  who 
had  given  the  preparatory  retreat,  delivered  the  sermon,  in  the 
course  of  which  he  dwelt  on  the  change  of  the  bridal  robes  for 
the  sombre  habit  of  the  Order  as  symbolic  of  the  complete  gift 
of  themselves  made  by  those  who,  heeding  Christ's  invitation 
'*to  leave  all  and  follow  Ilim, "  become  Religious.  After  re- 
minding the  aspirants  that  the  life  of  a  Sister  implies  sacrifice 
and  change,  to  be  accomplished  by  continued  co-operation  with 
grace — and  eventually  to  lead  to  the  fulness  of  beauty  for  the 
spiritual  edifice  of  her  soul— he  concluded  with  a  prayerful  wish 
for  a  future  directed  to  such  perfection.  AYhen  the  new  novices 
were  given  their  religious  names,  and  had  received  the  bles.sing 
of  the  Reverend  Officiant,  holy  Mass  was  celebrated  by  Rev.  B. 
A.  Cadieux,  a  brother  of  one  of  the  postulants. 

Among  the  clergy  present  in  the  Sanctuary  were:  Rt.  Rev. 
M.  AV.  Cullinane,  Rt.  Rev.  J.  Jngoldsby,  Very  Rev.  A.  E.  Mc- 
Quillen,  Rev.  J.  F.  Corrigan,  Rev.  F.  Pennylegion,  Rev.  M. 
Nealon,  Rev.  L.  A.  Markle,  Rev.  E.  McGuigan,  S.J.,  Rev.  W. 
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Roach,  C.S.B..  Kev.  J.  N.  Fullerton,  Rev.  P.  Miiller,  S.J.,  Rev. 
F.  S.  Mahoney,  Rev.  F.  Campbell,  Rev.  H.  M.  Clarkson,  Rev. 
T.  F.  Harding,  Rev.  J.  J.  Hayes,  Rev.  A.  McMahon,  Rev.  N.  J. 
Gigiiae.  Rev.  J.  M.  ]\Iatiera. 

The  followiiig:  Sisters  received  the  habit :  Miss  Freda 
Bouchard,  Kerrobert,  Sask.,  Sister  Mary  Leo ;  Mis.s  Gertrude 
Strain.  Vancouver,  B.C.,  Sister  M.  Frances  Cyril;  Miss  Rose 
Marie  Desroches,  Penetanguishene,  Ont.,  Sister  M.  Germame; 
Miss  Marguerite  Cadieux,  St.  Eugene,  Ont.,  Sister  M.  Theresa 
Anne:  Miss  Margaret  Roddy,  Toronto,  Sister  M,  Patricia;  Miss 
Mary  Preston,  St.  Catherines,  Sister  Rose  Mary ;  Miss  Margaret 
Carey,  Toronto,  Sister  Anne  Marie ;  Miss  Emily  Nestman, 
Toronto.  Sister  Mary  ^Magdalen ;  I\Iiss  Evel\^l  Douglas,  Toronto, 
Sister  Mary  Gerald;  Mis.s  Theresa  0 'Boyle,  Toronto,  Sister 
Margaret  Marie ;  Miss  Therese  Sauriol,  Toronto,  Sister  M. 
Genevieve ;  Miss  Rosaline  Kelly,  Port  Credit,  Ont.,  Sister  M. 
iiertille ;  Miss  Marita  McLean,  Kirkland  Lake,  Sister  Rita  Marie. 


During  the  year  of  1947,  the  Sisters  of  St.  Joseph  of  Chest- 
nut Hill,  Pennsylvania,  will  celebrate  the  One  Hundredth  An- 
niversary of  their  arrival  in  Philadelphia,  by  a  series  of  functions, 
religious  and  educational. 

The  ties  binding  the  Congregation  of  St.  Joseph  in  Toronto, 
to  this  brancli  of  the  Institute  are  many  and  close.  In  1851  Phila- 
delphia made  the  sacrifice  of  four  Sister.s  who  came  here  to 
carry  on  their  services  to  the  neighbours  among  the  young  and 
the  old  in  the  spirit  of  their  holy  founders. 

Reverend  ]\Iother  St.  Brigid,  accompanied  by  Mother 
Alphon-sus,  joined  with  the  Sisters  of  Chestnut  Hill  in  assist- 
ing at  the  Solemn  Pontifical  Mass,  offered  by  His  Eminence,  D. 
Cardinal  Dougherty.  i»i  Mount  Saint  Joseph  Chapel,  Chestnut 
Hill,  on  May  oth.  His  Excellenc.v,  Most  Reverend  George  L. 
Leech,  D.D.,  J. CD.,  preached  the  sermon  of  the  occasion. 

Reverend  ^Mother  brought  with  her  the  fervent  prayers  and 
good  wishes  of  the  Toronto  Sisters. 


OBITUARY 

Sister  M.  MagdaJena 

On  Februar.y  22,  God  called  to  Himself  Sister  ^L  Magda- 
lena,  who  died  at  St.  Joseph's  Hospital. 

Sister  ^Maudalena.   born   in   St.   Catharine.^,   Mary   Cassidy, 
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was  the  daiigliter  of  the  late  Charles  Cassidy  and  Mary  Jane 
Darragh.  She  spent  her  early  years  in  her  native  city,  coming 
to  Toronto  to  St.  Joseph's  College  School  and  later  attended 
Toronto  Normal.  She  entered  in  1912,  and  after  her  canonical 
year  taught  in  the  Separate  Schools  of  the  city.  Although  she 
loved  her  profession  and  was  a  successful  teacher,  she  was 
obliged  through  ill-health  to  give  it  up  after  five  years  and 
returned  to  it  only  in  1945-46  to  assist  in  the  College  School. 
Twenty-eight  years  of  her  Religious  life  were  spent  in  the  Phar- 
macy at  St.  Michael's  Hospital,  and  later  at  St.  Joseph's.  Bring- 
ing to  this  new  task  the  same  keen  mind  and  livelj'  interest  she 
had  shown  in  the  classroom,  the  perfection  and  order  maintained 
in  the  departments  assigned  her  were  real  assets  to  the  routine 
of  Hospital  management,  while  her  unfailing  kindness  and  con- 
sideration for  others  were  always  an  inspiration  and  help  to 
Those  with  whom  she  came  in  contact.  Recurring  periods  of  ill- 
health  she  bore  patiently,  and  became  more  sympathetic,  more 
prayerful  and  humble.  When  faced  with  a  serious  operation, 
unafraid  she  prepared  calmly  to  meet  CTod.  His  summons  came 
three  davs  later — her  work  was  done. 


Sister  M.  Leo 

After  a  prolonged  illness.  Sister  ]\I.  Leo  died  on  April  IS, 
at  St.  Joseph 's-on-the-Lake,  Scarboro. 

Formerly  Catherine  McGurn,  the  deceased  Sister  was  born 
in  Marysville,  Ontario,  a  daughter  of  the  late  Mr.  and  Mrs. 
Joseph  McGurn.  She  and  her  sister,  the  late  Sister  M.  Basilla, 
entered  the  Novitiate  in  1895.  Both  Sisters  were  engaged  in 
teaching  for  over  twenty  years.  Sister  Leo's  appointments 
included  Thorold,  Merritton  and  Parish  Schools  in  Toronto.  To 
every  duty.  Sister  brought  an  intensity  of  purpose,  and  an 
earnestness  of  effort.  As  Superior  at  the  House  of  the  Novitiate 
and  in  St.  Catharines,  she  showed  in  a  marked  degree  prudence 
and  charity,  while  her  firmness  and  gentleness  were  the  more 
effective  because  of  her  natural  simplicity  and  sincerity.  During 
the  last  years  of  her  active  life,  she  was  Procuratrix  at  the  House 
of  Providence. 

That  Sister  was  truly  one  of  the  "Wise"  Virgins  became 
apparent,— w^hen  at  first  God  deprived  her  of  sight,  then  ren- 
dered her  completely  helpless,  it  was  as  if  her  lamp  of  sacrifice 
was  a-light  day  and  night  for  the  coming  of  the  Bridegroom; 
naught  else  mattered. 
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Sister  Mary  Carol 

On  April  26,  God  called  to  Himself  Si.ster  Mary  Carol,  after 
a  short  illness  borne  ^vith  heroic  patience  and  loving  submission 
to  God's  Holy  Will. 

Almost  fourteen  years  ago,  Molly  Gray  bade  farewell  to 
her  loved  parents,  her  brothers  and  a  wide  circle  of  friends 
in  Vancouver,  when  she  came  to  Toronto  to  enter  the  Novitiate 
of  the  Sisters  of  St.  Joseph.  To  consecrate  her  life  to  God  had 
been  her  cherished  desire  since  childhood,  and  once  assured  of 
her  vocation,  she  did  not  hesitate  to  "leave  all  things  to  follow 
Christ."  During  the  years  of  the  Novitiate  her  purpose  "to 
give  all"  grew  stronger,  and  while  First  Profession  meant 
untold  happiness,  her  joy  was  complete  on  Final  Profession 
Day,  when  her  gift  was  made  and  accepted  "forever".  In  a 
few  years  the  sincerity-  of  her  oblation  .seemed  to  be  tested  by 
physical  suffering,  —  an  illness  followed  by  a  long  period  of 
convalescence.  She  did  not  fail  in  this  trust  even  though  her 
former  strength  was  never  regained :  and  Avhen  during  the  last 
days  of  intense  suffering,  she  renewed  the  offering  of  herself 
frequently  and  fervently,  there  could  be  no  doubt  that  the 
l»romised  "hundred-fold"  of  grace  had  been  hers  in  full  mea.sure 
throughout  her  Religious  life  and  would  be  followed  by  the  in- 
iinitely  greater  promised  reward  of  life  everlasting.  During  the 
long  weeks  of  failing  strength,  Sister  not  only  had  the  kindly 
ministrations  of  her  devoted  Religious  Sisters,  but  also  those 
of  her  good  parents  who  came  from  Vancouver  Avhen  her  ailment 
Avas  pronounced  fatal.  They,  too,  had  made  their  sacrifice  gen- 
erously when  they  gave  their  only  daughter  to  God ;  they  re- 
newed it  with  edifying  Christian  fortitude  when  they  said  their 
"flat"  at  her  death-bed  in  the  early  morning  of  the  Feast  of  Our 
Lady  of  Good  Counsel. 

The  deceased  Sister  Avas  born  in  Vancouver,  B.C.,  Mary 
Carle  Gray,  daughter  of  Mr.  and  ^Irs.  Alexander  Gray.  As  a 
little  girl  she  was  one  of  the  first  pupils  enrolled  in  St.  Patrick's 
School  Avhen  the  Sisters  of  St.  Joseph  commenced  their  labours 
in  that  parish,  then  as  now,  under  the  zealous  care  of  Right 
Reverend  Monsignor  Forget.  She  took  her  High  School  Course 
in  St.  Patrick's  also,  and  during  the  years  devoted  much  time  to 
music  for  which  she  had  an  exceptional  talent.  After  her  Novi- 
tiate she  continued  her  musical  studies,  giving  great  promise  as 
a  teacher  of  both  piano  and  violin.  She  was  stationed  for  a 
short  time  in  St.  Catharines,  Ontario;  in  Prince  Rui)ert,  B.C., 
and   for   the   past   two   years   in   Thorold,   Ontario.      Iler   little 


ST.  JOSEPH  LILIES  165 


pupils,  quickly  sensiuo;  a  kindly  understanding  of  their  difficul- 
ties, loved  her  dearlv. 


OUR  LADY  SPEAKS 

By  REV.  G.  FITZGElRALD 

"Now  rise  while  T— the  Virgin  Faithful— seal 
AVith  my  own  lips  your  will  that  now  must  .steel 

Your  fragile  being  lest  the  world  defeat 

The  purpose  of  my  Son  Who  now  here  claims 
Not  shelter  in  your  heart  but  that  its  flames 

For  Him  alone  shall  leap— to  Him   alone  aspire; 
Yet  so  that  giving  warmth  to  Him  there  fall 
Both  warmth  and  life  across  the  path  of  all 

His  creatures. 

Your  life  be  now  a  singing  brook 

With  laughter  laced  at  stony  Avays — and  the  look 

Of  heaven  held  in  pools  of  your  repose. 

Go  now  unto  my  Son,  and  may  the  rose 
Of  your  true  love  nay  wilt  in  sunlight 
Nor  its  petals  drop  unscented  in  the  night. 

And  since  you  asked  for  neither  happiness 

In  love  nor  Holy  Motherhood '-s  caress, — 
Both  these  be  thine 
Yet  in  a  way  divine. 

For  you  shall  learn  the  joy  of  sutfering, 
And.  bride  of  Lover  Crucified,  shall  feed 
The  little  lambs  that  of  Hi.s  flock  have  need 

Of  God's  On  Mothering." 
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BRIDGE  AND  FASHION  SHOW 

A  record  turnout  marked  the  Alumnae  Bridge  and  Fashion 
Show  held  in  the  College  Auditorium  on  the  evening,  March 
19th.  Guests  enjoyed  a  parade  of  Spring  Fashions  modelled 
by  Mrs.  Edward  Houston,  Mrs.  W.  Kidd,  Marie  Hammall,  IVlary 
Megaffin,  Patricia  Malone,  Judy  Egsgard,  Peggy  Sullivan,  Pa- 
tricia Bannon,  Ann  Bannon.  Barbara  Monahan,  IMyrna  Kah- 
nert,  Betty  Ann  Peacock.  Diana  Blackstock  and  ^Margaret 
Klersy.  After  the  bridge,  tea  was  .served  and  attractive  door 
prizes  were  distributed.  Miss  Mabel  Abrey,  President,  Miss 
Viola  Lyon  and  Miss  Verna  Ross  received. 

Congratulations  to  the  conveners,  Yerna  Ross  and  Viola 
Lyon,  and  to  their  committee,  Helen  Matthews,  Mrs.  Gerry 
Dunn,  Mrs.  Leo  Hall,  Agnes  Foley,  Evelyn  Bennett,  Joan  and 
Pat  Starr,  Mrs.  C.  E.  Eraser,  Mrs.  A.  Furlong,  Mrs.  N.  Kasta, 
Mrs.  Thomas  McGoev  and  Marie  Tisdale. 
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STUDY  CLUB 

St.  Joseph's  College  Alumnae  was  hostess  to  the  Toronto 
Alumnae  Association's  Executive  and  Study  Club  on  Monday 
evening,  April  14th,  at  St.  Joseph's  College,  Queen's  Park. 
The  St.  Joseph's  Alumnae  President,  Miss  Mabel  Abrey,  pre- 
sided and  Miss  Mary  Mallon,  M.A.,  Director  of  Social  Studies, 
Northern  Vocational  School,  was  guest  speaker.  After  a  short 
business  session  and  an  interesting  and  informative  talk  on 
"Social  Studies",  refreshments  were  served. 


CONGRATULATIONS 

To  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Norman  Dobie  (Margaret  Kane)  on  the 
bii-th  of  a  daughter,  Sharon  Elizabeth,  April  ISth. 

To  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Clai-ence  Otters  (Celia  McDevitt)  on  the 
arrival  of  a  daughter  on  December  16,  1J)46,  at  Detroit,  ]\Iich. 

To  Mr.  and  Mrs.  James  Neville  (Margaret  McDonell)  on 
The  birth  of  a  son,  Michael  Joseph,  at  St.  Michael's  Hospital  on 
December  21st. 

To  ]\Ir.  and  Mrs.  ]\Iartin  Speno  (Clarine  Hughes)  on  the 
birth  of  a  daughter,  Tuesday,  April  1st,  at  Syracuse,  N.Y. 

To.  :\lr.  and  Mrs.  J.  f]  Walsh  (Isabel  Conlin)  on  the  birth 
of  a  son,  John  Francis,  in  St.  Michael's  Hospital,  ISIay  1st. 

Miss  Alice  Patricia  Mitchell's  "MY  DREAMS"  appears  in 
"America  Sings,"  an  anthology  of  College  Poetry,  1946. 
Congratulations,  Patricia ! 


OI^R  BEST  WISHES 

To  Kay  Byrnes  whose  engagement  is  announced  to  Mr. 
Jerry  Nagle  of  St.  John's,  N.B.  Kay  plans  to  be  married  next 
October. 

To  Josephine  Shanahan  whose  wedding  to  James  ^lurray 
Mulligan  of  Sudbury,  Ont.,  is  announced  for  May  31st. 

"Miss  Elizabeth  Miller  will  be  married  June  7th  to  ]\Ir. 
Charles  Hylor  Ott  of  Tucson,  Arizona.  ^liss  IMiller  is  the 
daughter  of  the  late  John  and  Elizabeth  Miller  of  Toronto  and 
a  graduate  of  St.  Joseph's  College.  She  was  editor  of  the 
Manufacturers'  Life  Insurance  Company's  magazine  before 
coming  to  Tucson.  Mr.  Ott,  the  son  of  Mrs.  Marie  Ott  and  the 
late  Charles  Ott,  is  a  graduate  of  the  University  of  Arizona,  a 
member  of   ihe   Facultv  of  that    I ^ni versify   and   of   Phi   Delta 
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Kappa.  The  wedding  will  be  in  Saint  Peter  and  St.  Paul 
Church  at  a  Solemn  High  Mass;  the  officiant,  Kev.  John  ]\Iiller, 
C.S.B.,  a  brother  of  the  hr'idey— The  Arizona  Daily  Star. 


x\ND  TO  THE  FOLLOWING  NEWLYWEDS 

Constance  Herbert,  who  was  married  to  Paul  Weber  in  Holy 
Kosary  Church  on  February  8th.  The  reception  was  held  at  the 
Granite  Club,  and  their  wedding  trip  took  in  the  Mardi  Gras  in 
New  Orleans. 

Elsie  Scharbaek,  wiio  was  married  to  Dr.  J.  Cowle  in  the 
Chapel  of  St.  Michael's  Cathedral  on  February  12,  1947.  Rev- 
erend Father  Morgan  officiated.  The  reception  was  held  at 
Newman  Club. 

Gerarda  Ryan  who  was  married  to  Mr.  Joseph  O'Neil  in  Holy 
Rosary  Church  on  Easter  Monday.  Mrs.  William  Knott,  the 
bride's  sister,  was  IMatron  of  Honour.  Junior  Bridesmaid.s  were 
]\Iargaret  McKee  and  Agnes  Foley,  nieces  of  the  bride.  Msgr. 
J.  J.  McGrand  officiated.  Mr.  and  Mrs.  O'Neil  will  reside  in 
New  York  City. 


WE  EXTEND  OUR  SYMPATHY  TO 

Si.ster  Claudette  on  the  death  of  her  mother,  ]\Irs.  Loftus. 

Loretto  and  Anna  Rathwell  on  the  death  of  their  mother. 

Dolores  Cleary  on  the  death  of  her  sister,  Mrs.  Mary  Tere.sa 
Cassid}-,  on  January  26th,  1947. 

Mrs.  ]\I.  Malone  on  the  death  of  her  brother,  Frank  P. 
Lysaght,  on  March  1.3. 

Mrs.  Acres,  Miss  Amy  and  Miss  Ina  Larkin  on  the  death  of 
their  sister.  Mis.s  Ellen  (Nell)  Larkin,  St.  Catharines. 

Mrs.  Eugene  Pendergasc  (St.  Petersburg)  on  the  death  of 
her  mother. 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Cronin,  Mother  St.  Martha  (Loretto)  and 
Miss  Margaret  Cronin.  on  the  death  of  Miss  Sheila  Cronin,  who 
was  connected  with  the  Pathology  Department  of  St.  Michael's 
Hospital. 

Mrs.  J.  Campbell  Dolan  (Peggy  Manley)  on  the  death  of 
her  brother,  James  Edward. 

ALUMNAE  NOTES 

Word  from  Killarney,  Ontario,  tells  us  that  Nina  Roque 
Love  and  little  .son,  \'ictor,  are  well  and  happy. 
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Mrs.  Margraret  Neville  (Margaret  McDonnell)  and  little  son, 
Michael,  have  moved  to  Ottawa. 

Dorothy  Chambers  and  Catherine  Flahiff  spent  Easter  week 
in  Washington.  D.C..  and  New  York. 

Other  recent  visitors  to  New  York  were  Orla  Beer  and 
Marie  Tisdale. 

Elizabeth  Miller  is  still  in  Tucson,  Arizona. 

Mrs.  J.  8.  Griffin  (Teresa  Breen)  spent  several  weeks  in 
Florida  this  wintei'. 

Verna  and  Gertrude  Ross  spent  Easter  week-end  with  ^Irs. 
C.  McGahan  Margaret  Keenan).  They  })reort  Keenan  is  grow- 
ing fast,  and  his  mother  hopes  they  both  will  visit  mother's 
school  soon. 

Gerry  Kyan  was  entertained  at  a  tea  and  presentation  by 
the  members  of  the  .statf  of  the  High  School  of  Commerce, 
Ottawa,  before  her  marriage  to  Mr.  Joseph  O'Neil. 

Winnifred  and  Eleanor  Cowan  are  spending  the  winter  at 
West  Palm  Beach,  Florida. 

Bernadette  Demers  is  now  located  at  the  hospital  on  Japon- 
ski  Island,  8itka.  Alaska. 

Aileen  Reynolds  Tudhope  of  Columbus,  Ohio,  spent  the 
Christmas  holiday  season  in  Toronto. 

Mrs.  Ted.  8talre  (Barbara  Rose)  who  has  been  residing  in 
California  for  some  years  took  the  plane  for  Calgary,  and  while 
there  she  lunched  with  Bea  Gough  McCaffery. 

Francis  Grimes  has  been  appointed  the  Catholic  Junior 
League  representative  on  the  Catholic  Welfare  Committee. 

Verna  Ross  has  been  appointed  election  Convenor  for  the 
Catholic  Junior  League. 

Mrs.  L.  Idzioreck  (Elise  Boutin)  writes  from  ^Minneapolis 
that  she  and  her  three  children  are  well.  Elise  has  been  com- 
liining  a  career  witli  raising  a  family— she  paints  portraits  in 
iier  spare  time!— and  seems  to  be  making  a  success  of  both  jobs. 


VISITORS  TO  ST.  JOSEPH'S 

Mrs.  Stark  (Jennie  Farley,  '32)  of  Sudbury,  with  her  chil- 
dren, Anne  Dale,  Thomas  James,  and  ]\lurray. 

Mrs.  Herbert  Race  (Mona  Maguire)  called  while  in  Toronto 
visiting  her  sister,  Grace  (Mrs.  H.  Lapp).  Mona  is  leaving 
Montreal  to  go  to  St.  John  ,N.B. 

Mr.  and  ]Mrs.  J.  O'Connor  (Betty  Burke)  with  her  two 
children,  Brenda  ^lary  and  Joseph,  and  ^liss  Grace  Burke 
accompanied  them. 
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EXTRACTS  FROM  LETTERS 

Boston,  Mass. 
....  We  have  a   new  shrine   in   our   city— St.   Anthony's — 
■where  daily  confessions  and  Masses  are  in  charge  of  the  Fran- 
ciscan Friars.     It  i.s  a  tin}-  chapel  at  present,  but  Archbishop 
Cushing  intends  to  build  a  permanent  church  later. 

The  shrine  occupies  the  first  floor  of  a  five-storey  building 
downtown.  A  stucco  exterior  bears  two  carved  stone  medallions 
representing  8t.  Anthony  and  the  Christ  Child  (based  on  a 
painting  by  Murillo)  and  St.  Francis  and  the  Doves  above  each 
entrance.  The  chapel  is  finished  in  wood  and  plastei";  it  has  six 
stained  glass  windows,  a  carved  crucifix  of  Christ  the  King 
over  the  altar  and  carved,  wood  statues  of  Our  Lady  and  St. 
Joseph  in  niches  on  each  side  of  the  altar. 

Confessions  are  heard  from  8  :30  a.m.  till  7  p.m.  in  six  air- 
Cduditioned  accoustically-treated  confessionals,  two  of  which 
have  hearing  aids.  It  has  been  predicted  that  by  the  end  of  the 
year  about  300,000  people  will  have  received  the  Sacrament  of 
penance  in  the  new  chapel. 

Thus  we  Bostonians  are  assisted  in  living  a  Catholic  life 
not  only  on  Sunday  but  every  day  of  the  week  and  ever^-thing 
possible  is  done  to  serve  us 

P.  Burns. 

*         *         * 

Detroit,  Michigan. 
.  .  .  .  T  told  you  about  St.  Aloysius  Church  in  Downtown  Detroit. 
It  is  the  first  Church  I  was  ever  in  here  and  i)erhaps  that  is  Avhy 
1  like  it  best.  On  AVashington  Blvd.,  tucked  in  between  stores 
to  make  up  for  lack  of  space,  it  Ls  built  in  three  levels.  Lower 
Church,  the  largest  part,  having  shrines  of  Immaculate  Con- 
ception and  Our  Lady  of  Perpetual  Help  in  the  marble  vesti- 
bule. The  lower  church  is  plain,  marble  floors  and  walls,  a 
small  altar  where  Mass  is  celebrated  while  the  Blessed  Sacra- 
ment is  exposed  daily  on  the  main  altar  in  the  Upper  Church. 

The  upp(n'  or  main  floor  on  the  street  level  is  constructed 
alnio.st  entirely  of  marble.  The  altars  are  small  and  jilain.  Jha 
Good  Shepherd  Leading  llis  Flock  dominates  the  wall  back  of 
the  main  altar. 

The  Connmniion  rail  surrounds  a  semi-circular  o])ening 
through  which  the  people  in  the  lower  church  liave  a  j)lain 
view  of  the  main  altar  on  the  street  below. 

Stairs  lead  to  the  halconv.  where  seats  are  arranued  in  tiers: 
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the  choir  loft  is  direetly  above  the  Epistle  side  of  the  main  altar. 
....  A  few  weeks  a^o  I  heard  a  Missionary  Bishop  tell  of  his 
diocese  surrounding  Gallup,  New  Mexico. 

He  was  dressed  in  pearl  grey  robes  with  crimson  cuft's  and 
biretta.  Next  day  I  phoned  the  Chancery  and  was  told  that  he 
WHS  Bishop  Espelage,  O.F.M. 

Bishop  Espelage  told  us  that  his  diocese  covered  some 
90,000  square  miles  in  New  Mexico  and  Arizona,  and  had  a 
population  of  about  100,000,  of  which  the  greater  part  are 
JndiaiLS  of  various  tribes,  Navajos,  Arapohoes,  Piutes  and 
others.  Most  of  the  Indians  are  Catholics  and  the  balance  are 
pagans. 

Churches  are  few  because  the  people  are  so  poor  and  the 
priests  have  to  lock  for  help  from  other  quarters. 

The  Bishop  mentioned  one  place  where  the  Sunday  collec- 
tion was  only  16  cents.  Later  he  said  they  purchased  a  build- 
ing, which  had  been  a  public  school,  to  fit  up  as  a  Chapel.  The 
priests  told  him  that  the  Sunday  collection  had  increased  to  61 
cents  per  Sunday. 

When  the  missionaries  first  went  amongst  those  Indians, 
(.nly  a  few  could  speak  English  and,  of  course,  there  were  no 
books  in  the  Indian  dialect,  sounds  made  in  the  throat,  was  very 
hard  to  learn  but  they  got  a  couple  of  ]\Iail  Order  Catalogues 
from  Sears  Roebuck  and  Montgomery  Ward,  hunted  up  a  couple 
of  Indians  Avho  spoke  some  English  and  with  notebook  and 
I)encil  handy  went  to  work.  The  priest  showed  familiar  pic- 
tures to  the  Indian,  asked  him  to  name  them  and  then  tried  to 
write  down  what  he  said.  (It  made  me  think  of  my  little 
Vkrainians  out  in  Alberta).  Bishop  Espelage  said  it  was  a 
heart-breaking  task,  for  maybe  when  they  read  back  what  they 
had  written,  the  Indian  would  shake  his  head  and  they  would 
have  to  begin  all  over  again.  They  persevered  and  now  have 
text  books  and  Catechisms.  Children  are  instructed  for  a  period 
of  five  or  six  years  before  receiving  the  Sacraments  and  are  kept 
at  school  as  long  as  possible  for  when  they  return  home,  probably 
Ihe  parent.s  are  still  pagan  and  the  children  have  no  example  or 
encouragement  to  keep  practising  what  they  have  been  taught. 

The  priests  and  Sisters  have  a  difficult  task  and  much  money 

is  needed  to  help  carry  on  the  work 

Florence  IMartin. 
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THE  FRAGRANCE  OF  THE  LFPTLE  P^LOWER:  By  Rev. 
M.  D.  Forrest,  :\I.S.C.,  Radio  Replies  Press,  St.  Paul  1, 
Minn.     $1.00. 

"The  Fragrance  of  the  Little  Fh)\ver''  is  a  review  of  the 
lessons  we  can  learn  from  the  studies  of  life,  the  writings  and 
works  of  the  Little  Flower. 

This  is  an  excellent  little  book :  the  author  writes  with 
evident  sincerity  and  knowledge  about  the  "Child  beloved  of 
the  AVord"".  It  has  brevity— an  asset  for  its  purpose.  The  style 
is  .somewhat  too  ornate ;  too-frequent  adjectives  and  obsolete 
expressions  mar  the  writing.  But  these  faults  are  superficial 
and  do  not  detract  from  the  lessons  therein. 

Pope  Pius  called  St.  Teresa,  "my  guiding  Star."  This 
little  volume  will  be  read  and  enjoyed  by  those  who  also  have 
chosen  the  Little  Flower  for  their  "guiding   Star." 

Marilvn  McPhee. 


CHATS   WITH    LITTLE   CHILDREN-Rev.  H.   D.   Forrest, 
,M.S C,  Radio  Replies  Press.  St.  Paul.  Minn. 

\n  this  delightful  pamphlet.  Father  Forrest  has  explained 
iu  an  interesting  fashion  those  truth.s  of  the  Catholic  religion 
necessary  for  the  preparation  of  children  for  their  first  Holy 
Communion.  Canon  law  demands  on  the  part  of  the  children 
rec<Mving  their  First  Communion,  outside  of  the  danger  of  death, 
"a  fuller  knowledge  of  Christian  doctrine  and  a  more  careful 
preparation." 

"Chats  with  Little  Children"  attempts  to  provide  this 
"fuller  knowledge."  As  a  companion-book  to  the  catechism, 
it  is  extremely  useful.  Liberally  sprinkled  with  interesting 
.stories  to  illustrate  phases  of  the  instruction,  the  pamphlet's 
eight  "chats"  deal  with  God,  Creation,  The  I'lessed  Trinity  and 
Life  of  Jesus,  Our  Lord's  Resuri'cction,  Reward  and  Punish- 
ment, Confession,  and  Holy  Communion. 

The  simplicity  of  the  style  and  the  author's  obvious  under- 
standing of  child's  mind,  make  this  jnunphlet  especially  valuable 
for  the  teachers.  Nancy  MeCormick. 


ST.  JOSEPH  LILIES IVi 

FATPIEK  GALLOWAY'S  SECOND  EPISTLE  TO  THE 
UNITARIANS— Father  Rumble  and  Father  Carty,  Radio 
Re])lie.s  Press,  Saint  Paul,  Minn. 

Father  Oalloway  beg'ins  by  thanking-  the  Reverend  Mr. 
Wilcox  for  hi.s  invitation  and  assures  him  he  could  not  return 
the  compliment,  beeau.se  the  Catholic  Church's  basic  principles 
are  very  different,  and  it  would  only  be  contradictory  to  fact 
if  it  invited  another  person  to  give  his  religious  views. 

He  continues  on  religion  and  freedom  of  thought,  saying 
that  the  Protestant  mind  believes  that  man  has  private  judu- 
inent.s  and  individual  interpretation  of  the  Scriptures. 

Father  Galloway  then  gives  the  Catholic  Church's  position. 
It  insists  upon  the  fact  that  God's  will  is  not  to  be  interpreted 
by  man  to  his  own  likings  and  dislikes,  but  is  to  be  obeyed  for 
his  own  salvatif»n  and  that  of  others  no  matter  how  hard  it  is 
for  him  to  live  up  to  it. 

This  he  explaiiLs  by  calling  it  an  historic  form  of  religion. 
He  compares  it  to  a  ^'ine  with  it.s  roots  in  the  sky  and  God  giving 
it  nourishment.  He,  however,  gave  man  a  free  will  but  man 
has  abused  it  and  has  tried  to  make  leaves  or  branches  of  his 
own  which  only  appear  like  God's  in  part. 

Father  Galloway's  conclusion  is  very  good  as  he  gives  his 
listeners  the  opinion  that  he  is  not  trying  to  offend  them  but  to 
give  them  some  fundamentals  of  the  Catholic  Church,  which  man 
has  to  believe  for  hi.s  salvation. 

Jack  Lancefield. 


The  moon  shone  over  the  Coliseum.  A  thought-provoking 
scene.  This  amphitheatre,  built  in  50  A.D.,  seated  50,000  people. 
Though  a  bit  chipped  on  the  edges,  it  looks  almost  exactly  the 
same  as  when  the  Romans  gathered  there  to  howl  with  glee  as 
the  Christian  martyrs  were  tossed  to  the  lions.  The  arena 
measures  94  yards  by  50  yards.  No  matter  which  way  a  martyr 
ran  on  that  field  it  was  the  wrong  way  for  him.  It  is  a  sobering 
thought  to  think  that  men  and  women  were  willing  to  die  for  an 
idea  in  such  a  horrible  wav. 


Solle^^ 


npHE  BANQUET— More  than  one  hnndred  students  and 
several  members  of  the  staff  were  present  at  the  banquet  in 
honour  of  the  Graduating  Class  of  1947  given  by  the  under- 
graduates in  the  common  room  of  St.  Joseph's  College  on 
April  10.  The  prayer  for  the  Pope  was  read  by  Dorothy  Mc- 
Namara.  As  always,  the  toasts  were  the  most  interesting  part 
of  the  evening.  Helen  Ilarber  was  the  toastmistress.  Anne 
Keogh  gave  the  toast  to  the  University,  which  was  wittily 
re.sponded  to  by  Father  J.  N.  Dore.  Answering  Anne  Over- 
end's  toast  to  St.  Michael's  College,  Father  L.  J.  Bondy  stressed 
loyalty  to  St.  Joseph's  as  a  prerequisite  to  loyalty  to  St. 
Michael's.  Lois  Garner  gave  the  toast  to  the  faculty  and  Father 
V.  B.  Brezik  replied.  In  responding  to  Joan  Walsh's  toast  to 
the  graduates,  Patricia  Dewan  thanked  Sister  Superior  and 
Sister  St.  John  for  making  the  college  a  real  home.  Her  story 
of  the  little  donkey  who  said,  "I'll  try  and  I'll  do  it,"  until  he 
could  say,  "I  tried  and  [  did  it,"  was  much  appreciated.  In 
the  lighter  part  of  the  programme,  Betty  McCauley  read  the 
senior  will.  A  very  clever,  humorous  sophomore  prophecy  in 
poetry  was  given  by  Elizabeth  Trollope,  aided,  she  said,  by  her 
muse.  Father  Shook. 

The  Athletic  Awards,  announced  by  Alice  l^rennen,  were 
also  presented  at  the  baufjuet. 

Thanks  are  due  to  Helen  Harber,  Joan  Walsh,  Mariauna 
Korman    and    Helen    Prendergast    who    formed    the    banquet 

C(mimittee. 

*         *         * 

'piIE  KETREAT-The  Annual  Retreat  was  preached  to  the 
students  in  March  by  the  Reverend  H.  Daly,  S.J.,  of  Loyola 
College.  ^Montreal. 


J^ITERARY  SOCIETY— At  a  closed  meeting  of  the  Literary 

Society  book  reviews  of  Francois  Mauriacs  "A  "Woman  of 

the    Pharisees,"    and    "Barabbas"    bv    Emerv    Bekessv    and 


Graduates 
1947 


St.  Joseph's 
College 


1.  Marie  Auger 

2.  Mary  Ruth  Carter 

3.  Rose  Mary  Comlin 

4.  Patricia   Dewan 

5.  Marion   Dunn 

6.  Georgina   Floravanti 


7.  Barbara  Gallivau 

8.  Lois  Garner 

9.  Lucy  Hopkins 

10.  Anne   Keogh 

11.  Camilla    I'Esperance 

12.  Betty  MeCauIey 


13.  Mary   McCool 

14.  Dorcvthy  McNamara 

15.  Paula  Nopper 

16.  Geraldine  O'Meara 

17.  Anne  Overend 
18.   Nano  Peuefaher 

G.   Holden,   absent. 
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Andreas    Heinberger    were    read    by    Elizabeth    Trollope    and 
Dorothy  MeNamara. 


E 


LECTIONS— Results  of  Elections  for  Oftieers  for  1947-48 
\"iee-President  of  S.A.O.  —  ]\Iary   Sherlock. 
Secretary  —  \\  innif  red  Lownie. 
Treasurer— Dorothy  Eraser. 
Senior  Representative — Joan  Walsh. 

President  of  the  Athletic  Society  — Alice  Breniien. 
2nd  Rep.  — Victoria  Boechler. 
.'}rd  Rep.  — Marie  Flanagan. 

President  of  Literary  Society  — Alice  l^rennen. 
Mce-President  — Betty  Trollope. 
Secretary— Helen  Boehler. 

Social  Convener — Gloria  Chishohn. 

Publicity   Representative  — Sue   Decker    (acclamation). 

President  of  Debating  Congress— Sue  Decker. 
\' ice-President— Nancv  McCormick. 


CCRPRISE  PARTY  — A  surprise  party  was  given  l)y  the  Dean 
in  the  common  room,  April  15.  in  honour  of  our  new  Head 
Girl,   Maureen   llickey,   and    for   the   retiring   Head    Girl,   Lois 
Gai'uei-. 

Phyllis  Weiler  will  be  the  prefect  of  the  Sodality  for  next 
year. 


ST.  JOSEPH'S  COLI.ECiE  GRADUATES,   11)47 

AUGER,  MARIE  — Marie  came  to  St.  Joseph's  from  New 
Liskeard,  a  graduate  of  the  Assumption  Convent  in  Ilailey- 
bury.  Winner  of  a  scholarship  in  First  Year  bilingual;  studious, 
and  always  on  time  for  lectures,  she  shoidd  make  a  success  of 
the  business  career  she  is  planning  for  the  future. 

CARTER,  MARY  RCTH-On  being  graduated  from  St. 
Joseph's  College  School,  Mary  Ruth  came  to  the  College  deter- 
Uiined  to  give  her  best  to  Ihe  three  years  of  the  Pass  Coiu"se  and 
to  get  the  most  out  of  Varsity,  intellectually  and  socially.  She 
succeeded  and  managed  somehow  to  radiate  happiness  and  calm 
lepose  when  the  rest  of  us  were  imffled  by  ai)proaching  exams 
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or  essays  left  till  the  last  minute.     The  lecture  halLs  and  Com- 
iMon  Room  will  not  be  the  same  with  ^Nlary  Ruth  gone. 

CONLIN,  ROSEMARY— Rosemary  is  the  third  of  the 
famous  Conlin  family  to  graduate  in  Pass  Arts  from  St.  Joseph's, 
and  what  is  more,  there  is  still  a  younger  sister  to  take  her  place, 
or  can  anyone  take  her  place?  We  are  not  so  sure.  For  Rose- 
mary has  a  way  all  her  own,  quiet,  and  charming ;  what  is  more 
apostolic.  Her  influence  as  a  Catholic  graduate  we  predict  will 
be  widely  felt. 

DUNN,  MARION— Marion  was  a  graduate  of  the  Con- 
gregation  Convent,  Kingston,  and  of  the  Normal  School  when 
she  came  to  St.  Joseph's.  Her  active  interest  in  spc)rts,  especially 
baseball  and  hockey,  helped  to  make  St.  Michael's  women  a  team 
to  be  feared  and  adniirtd  en  the  Campus.  Clarion  took  in  all  the 
vood  symphonies  and  managed  the  Pass  Arts  Course  too. 

FIORAVANTI.  GEORGINA  — Having  matriculated  from 
St.  Joseph's  College  School,  Georgina  entered  the  Pass  Course  at' 
St.  Joseph's  and  has  maintained  good  standing,  throughout  the 
three  years.  Her  gentle  manner  and  courteous  ways  made  her 
a  general  favourite  around  the  College.  We  wish  her  every 
success. 

GALLIVAN,  BARUAKA-A  graduate  of  St.  Joseph's 
College  School,  Barbara  has  achieved  in  College  the  success  of 
which  High  School  years  give  promise.  With  definite  talent  in 
P^nglish  and  a  sound  knowledge  of  History  and  Philosophy,  she 
leaves  the  College  well  equipped  for  the  future. 

GARNER,  LOIS  — A  scholarship  winner  in  Honour  Matri- 
culation, after  several  years  as  a  boarder  at  the  Convent.  Lois 
crossed  the  street  to  the  College  in  bringing  with  her  to  the 
Honour  Cours*^  in  English  talent,  stiuliousness  and  determina- 
tion. These  qualities  have  brought  her  success.  She  has  been 
President  of  the  Literary  Society  and  for  the  past  year,  she  has 
i)een  Head  of  Residence,  and  throughout  her  Course  has  been 
an  active  member  of  all  the  College  Societies.  We  hear  she  is 
headed  for  O.C.E.    Good  luck,  Lois 

LESPERANCE,  CAMlLLA-lf  Camilla  is  not  a  good 
sample  of  St.  Joseph's  College  School  and  St.  Joseph's  College, 
we  have  no  others.  AVith  teachers  and  pupils  her  record  for 
goodness  and  winsomeness  is  unbroken.  We  wish  the  best  and 
expect  the  best — even  if  she  speaks  in  Spanish. 
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MeXAMARA,  DOROTHY-Iii  the  General  Course,  Dot 
has  combined  academic  and  extra  curricular  activities.  If  you 
ever  want  a  book  reviewed — .  She  excels — and  she  sees  the 
hnmorous  and  human  touches.  But,  most  of  all,  she  herself  is 
always  a  pleasant  companion,  with  her  unobtrusive  manner. 

XOPPER,  PAUL  — Paul  travels  round  about  ways  — St. 
Jdseph's  College  School.  Forest  Hill,  and  St.  Joseph's  again. 
Though  Polisci  and  such  choice  of  subjects  have  deprived  us 
(/ften  of  lier  presence,  we  know  her  earnestness  and  cheeriness 
\\  ill  stand  her  well  in  an  advisory  and  guidance  career. 

OVEREND,  ANX-From  St.  Peter's  High  School  came 
Ann— fortified  with  fellow-citizens.  But  she  has  grown  up  since 
in  Pass  Arts  and  developed  latent  talents,  one  of  which  is  an 
outstanding  ability  as  social  convener.  These  talents  will  find 
ample  scope  in  her  cliosen  field  of  social  work. 

HOPKIXS,  LUCY— A  St.  Joseph's  girl  from  primary  days, 
Lucy  is  noAv  being  graduated  in  Honour  English  Language  and 
Literature,  a  graduate  of  whom  we  are  justly  proud.  During  her 
four  years  in  College  she  has  taken  an  active  part  in  all  resi- 
dence activities  and  has  held  the  office  of  President  of  the 
Literary  Society  for  1946-47.  Lucy  has  her  eyes  turned  towards 
the  Library  School.  AVhat  a  courteous,  helpful  librarian  she 
will  make  ? 

KEOGH,  AXXE  — The  Honour  Course  in  Household  Econo- 
mics claimed  Anne  on  coming  to  the  College  from  the  College 
School  and  judging  from  her  enthusiasm  and  her  academic  results 
its  claim  was  well  staked.  Anne's  cheery  word  and  winning  way 
Avill  be  sorely  missed  around  the  University  laboratories  and  the 
College  halls.  We  wish  her  every  success  in  her  career  as  a 
dietitian. 

McCAULEY,  BETTY— Betty  came  to  St.  Joseph's  from 
Marysville  High  School  and  has  the  honour  of  being  the  young- 
est member  of  her  Class.  Besides  doing  creditable  in  the  Pass 
Course  she  found  time  to  take  part  in  sports  (baseball  as  a  spe- 
ciality) and  was  representative  this  year  for  Torontonensis. 

McCOOL,  MARY— Mary  is  a  graduate  of  St.  Joseph's  Col- 
lege School.  She  has  smiled  her  way  through  College  with  a 
7ninimum  of  work  and  a  maximum  of  fun,  has  managed  the  Pass 
Course  very  nicely.  ]\Iary  has  latent  possibilities,  which  we  are 
sure  will  cari-v  her  far  in  the  future. 
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O'MEARA,  GERALDINE-Geraldine  (Geiry  to  ii.s)  came 
to  St.  Joseph's  from  Kirkland  Lake,  the  winner  of  the  Gertrude 
liawler  Scholarship,  ilnglish  and  History.  In  her  second  year 
she  transferred  from  the  Honour  English  Course  to  Pass  Arts, 
maintaining  high  scholarship  in  each.  She  took  an  active  part 
in  several  sports  and  in  all  the  resident  activities.  We  hope  to 
have  her  around  tlie  College  next  year  in  post-graduate  work. 


In  the  Book  of  Kells  is  a  picture  thirteen  inches  long  by 
nine  and  a  half  wide,  in  a  curious  border  and  representing  the 
iUes-sed  Virgin  and  the  Infant  Jesus,  the  earliest  extant  Irish 
]\Iadonna.  It  is  calligraphic  with  the  lines  in  a  flourishing  style, 
but  it  is  doubtless  a  type  of  the  pictures  of  the  Blessed  Virgin 
then  commonly  seen  in  the  churches  of  Ireland.  She  is  croAvned 
and  seated  on  a  rich  throne,  with  four  attendant  angels,  all 
draped,  their  wings  rich  in  colour,  two  bearing  ringed  crosses, 
and  other  emblems  not  now  easily  explained.  The  head  dress  of 
r)ur  Lady  is  of  saffron  colour,  her  robe  purple ;  that  of  her 
Divine  Son  is  green.  The  top  of  the  throne  and  escutcheons  at 
the  sides  and  top  of  the  picture  show  curious  interweaving  of 
serpents  of  human  figures,  typical  of  early  Irish  art. 


Quaint  and  conventional  as  the  drawing  is  it  is  impossible 
to  look  on  it  without  deep  feeling.  Before  such  pictures  in 
many  churches  in  Erin  when  England,  Germany  and  Northern 
Europe  were  -struggling  with  paganism,  the  faithful  knelt  in 
prayer  and  in  the  words  of  their  ancient  litany  invoked  Mary: 
"0  great  Mary,  0  Mary  greatest  of  all  Marys,  0  greatest  of 
women,  0  Queen  of  the  Angels,  0  Mary,  Queen  of  the  Gael,  im- 
ploring her  to  lay  their  prayers,  trials  and  sorrows  before  her 
own  merciful  Son,  backed  by  her  own  all-powerful  advocacy." 


tolleoeMool 


Basketball  Basketball  has  found  a  new  hiiiii  this  season,  di-aw- 
inii-  enconra^ement  from  the  several  inter-school 
Sames  in  which  we  were  victorious.  The  inter-f(n-ni  games  pro- 
vided more  interest  than  ever,  too,  and  the  tinal  game,  played  by 
the  Fifths  (senior  champions)  against  the  dynamos  of  10-B 
(winners  for  the  Junior  High)  on  Tuesday,  May  6th,  drew  a 
full  house  audience.  The  Second  Forms  (10-B)  were  the 
winners.     Congratulations ! 


St.  Michael's 


After  the  Double  Blue  boys'  victory  in  the 
Victory  Bovs      ^^'f'^t,  there  wa.s,  of  course,  the  madly,   merry 

homecoming  and  the  city's  welcome  to  its  con- 
quering heroes.  Conspicuous  in  the  newspaper  pictures  of  the 
A\elcome  at  the  City  llall  were  several  8t.  Joseph's  girls:  Norene 
McCatferty,  Nora   ^IcCormack  and  Mary   Ilyland  were  among 

those  pictured. 

*         *         * 

Marv's  Dav      ^^'^  Salurday,  May  10th,  St.  Joseph's  girls  once 
jLj  g  more   had   an   opportunity  of   proving   and    pro- 

fessing their  devotion  to  Our  Blessed  Lady.  The 
Mary's  Day  ]\Iass  at  the  Cathedral  was  very  well  atteiuled,  the 
choir  full  and  sweet,  and  a  general  atmosphere  of  attention  and 
devotion  was  remarkable. 


Miss  X.  Miss  Y 


AN'onder  and  excitement   ran  liiLiii  at    1\'-A's 


and  Miss  Z 


Quiz  Contest,  held  in  the  auditorium  on 
Friday,  ]\Iay  2ntl.  An  interesting  Radio 
(jjuiz  at  which  many  value  prizes  was  a  prelude  to  the  announce- 
ment of  the  identity  of  the  mystery  girls,  ]\Iisses  X,  Y,  and  Z. 
During  the  two  weeks  preceding  the  announcement,  the  school 
liulletin  boards  had  presented  descriptions  of  the  three  girls  to  be 
identified.  Miss  X  was  in  one  of  the  upper  forms,  was  rather  more 
fair  than  dark,  rathei-  tall,  was  a  tease  and  a  controversialist.  Her 
Mirname  could  hardly  be  said  to  suit  her,  and  she  would  likely  be' 
a  lawyer.  ]\Iiss  Y  was  in  the  Junior  High  School,  was  neithei-  tail 
n(n'  short,  fat  nor  thin,  liad  acted  in  plays,  had  a  sister  in  tine 
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school,  and  would  make  her  mark  in  the  wdrld.  Miss  Z,  of  Grade 
\  [I  or  Vni.  was  tall,  thoujjh  not  so  tall  as  she  would  have  been  if 
"less  were  turned  under"  beneath  the  ankle.  She,  too,  had  act- 
ing ability. 

The  "unmasking"  provided  surprises,  for  all  that  so  many 
thought  they  had  guessetl  rightly.  Pat  Borron,  of  1.3-A  was  Miss 
X.  Barbara  ^larkle  of  10-E  was  Miss  Y,  and  Sue  ^losteller  of 

(Jrade  VTTI  was  Miss  Z. 

*  *         * 

For  to  Cross  Some  people  have  all  the  luck.  While  the 

The  Briny  Ocean       '"f  ^  f  ^^^  ^"^  ^"  ^^'^  pressure  for  the  end 
01   the  year  exams,   oit  goes   Shirley   Mat- 
thews of  Grade  IX-C  to  England  to  spend  the  summer  with  her 
gi'andmother.     Bon  Voyage,  Shirley,  and  a  happy  homecoming 

next  fall. 

*  *         * 

Strang-e  People       strange  figures  peoi)le    the    art    room    these 

;v,  A^f -D^^^^  (lavs.     One  goes  whistlinu'  nonchalantlv   into 

in  Art  Koom  ^   •  i  •  i  7  ^    i      '     . 

the  art  room,  which  one  knows  to  he  empty; 

in  fact  one  might  even  be  talking  to  oneself.  —  to  find  oneself 
eonfronted  with:  three  Xuns.  a  crowd  of  school  girls,  two  small 
Iioys  and  a  couple  of  first  Communicants,  an  old  woman,  a  man 
in  a  wheel  chair,  a  woman  with  a  new  baby  and  .  .  .  and  .  .  .  and 
then  one  remembers  that  thej^  are  the  gigantic  cut-outs  for  the 
]\Iarian  (Congress.  But  the  real  comedy  comes  in  reverse  pro- 
cedure, when  we  remind  ourselves  ahead  of  time  of  the  mena- 
gerie and  keep  right  on  whistling  or  talking  until  one  of  the 
figures  suddenlv  turns  and  says:  "Shouldn't  vou  be  in  the  study 

hall,  Jane?"    !!' 

*  *         * 

Elocution  Awards  ^'ongratulations  to  Miss  Beatrice  Conway 
on  the  fine  performances  her  pupils  gave 
at  the  Peel  Music  Eestival.  Although  we  know  that  several  of 
Miss  Conway's  pupils  from  St.  Joseph's  won  medals,  only  one 
name  has  been  handed  in  to  the  "Lilies"  canvasser:  it  is  Shirley 
Ann  Lytle,  of  Grade  VH,  who  won  the  gold  medal  for  the  class 

of  13  yeai'S  and  under. 

*  ^         ^ 

Prefects'  Party  "^  lovely  tea  party  was  "tendered"  by  the 
staff  to  the  Student  Council  this  Spring  in 
Ihe  Common  Room.  Spring  flowers,  daffodils,  iris  and  pussy- 
willows, nodded  in  friendly  fashion  over  the  tall  candles,  and 
several  provocative  tissue-papered  boxes  spoke  of  prizes  to  come. 
Come  they  did  as  soon  as  the  delicious  luncheon  had  been  at- 
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tended  to.  One,  a  statue  of  Our  Lady,  was  pres.ented  to  Betty 
Fitzgerald,  head  Prefect ;  the  rest  were  door  prizes  and  were 
won  by :  Kay  McGovern,  Bianea  Nieves,  ]\Iary  MeCallum  and 
Josephine  Jagusiak.  Betty  Fitzgerakl,  on  behalf  of  the  school, 
presented  a  vote  of  thanks  to  Sister  St.  Arniand  and  the  teach- 
ing staff. 

*  *         * 

New  Books  in  '^'^^^  books  are  always  appearing  in  the  School 
the  Library  Library.     Two   recent    favourites   are    "Our 

Lcidy  of  Light"  by  Chazoine  Bartas  and  Pere 
Fonsecca,  and  "Amelia  Earhart :  Heroine  of  the  Skies"  by 
Shannon  Garst ;  and  there's  a  lively  little  Catholic  periodical 
called  "Integrity"  that  is  much  in  demand. 

*  *         =■•? 

And  New  Paint  ^he   glass   alley   has   a   new   dress:   cream 

on  our  Glass  Alley   .  ^yitli  l^^'o^vn  coHars  and  cuffs.     Be  careful, 
girls — fresh  panit ! 

*  *         * 

And  New  Sports  ;^.^,.  J'^^  ^"^'  h^^ketball  game  between  the 
Uniforms  ruths  and  li-B  on  May  bth  the  new  sports 

uniforms  were  worn  by  the  senior  teams  for 
the  first  time.  They  are  brown  tunics  with  under-blouse  of  yellow- 
gold. 

*  *         * 

Don  Bosco  ^'^^^    thirds,    seconds,    firsts    and   the   grades 

At  St   Joset)h's       "^^■•?^"€'  privileged  to  have  Father  Roff,  of  the 
Sale.sian  Fathers,  bring  to  our  Auditorium  his 
inspiring  picture,  "Don  Bosco."     The  door  charge  was  for  the 
European  Relief.     The  picture  was  very  much  enjoyed. 

*  *         * 

Mission  Acti-      "^^^^    speaking    of    the    European    Relief,    St. 
•^;  Joseph's  sent  approximately  $175  to  the  Cardi- 

nal for  the  Eui'opean  children,  so  dear  to  his 
lieart.  The  Lenten  Project  for  Japanese  ran.soms  resulted  in 
the  purchase  of  45  Japanese  babies. 

*  *         * 

Fifth  Form  ^''^her  Joseph  Keating.  S.J.,  spoke  to  the  Fifth 
Classes  Form  uirls  for  two  or  three  mornings  on  "Marriage 

and  Vocation."  These  little  informal  talks,  their 
seriousness  lightened  by  the  sparkle  that  is  Father  Keating 's 
own,  will  long  be  remembered  by  the  graduating  class,  and  the 
standard  of  Catholic  womanhood  which  he  presented  will  be, 
we  hope,  the  luminous  ideal  of  each  of  his  listeners. 
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And  Further      ^lany  classes  had  Mission  projects.     We  have 
Activities  already  mentioned  the  Radio  Quiz.     There  was 

also  an  Apple  Sale,  a  Kitten  Raffle,  a  "Variety 
Chance''  Sale,  and  several  class  parties.  In  all  of  these  pro- 
ceedings the  new  microphone  showed  how  useful  and  enjoyable 

it  could  make  itself. 

*         *         * 

Confidentials  ^^  ^^  ^  bitter  commentary  on  life,  think  the 

and  Garden  Plots  ^r?''l  fifths  as  they 'stagger  under  the 
load  01  their  Conndentials.  and  a  bitterh' 
contrasted  picture,  to  see  the  First  Formers,  still  young  and  still 
full  of  the  jow  de  rivre  and  the  spirit  of  Spring,  out  in  the 
garden  grounds,  helping  Sister  Adelaide  Mith  a  certain  section 
of  the  garden.  But,  after  all,  "What  is  this  life,  if,  full  of  care, 
we  have  no  time  ....  "to  make  a  wee  garden  plot  in  the  Spring  / 


GRADUATION 


Graduation  is  an  old,  old,  traditional  ceremony  at  St. 
Joseph's.  For  those  who  have  watched  it  year  in  and  year  out, 
we  wonder  sometimes  if  it  loses  some  of  its  enchantment,  if  the 
fragrance  of  the  fresh  early  summer  flowers,  "stealing  and 
giving  odour"  is  staled,  if  the  first  spare,  stately  chords  of  the 
"Hail  to  Thee,  Joseph"  have  lost  their  meaning,  if  the  hush  of 
expectancy  that  falls  on  the  hosts  of  guests  as  the  graduates  begin 
to  tile  in  is  merely  the  usual  reaction.  We  think  not.  Those 
who  have  watclied  it  oftenest  tell  us  that  it  has  ahvays  the  thrill 
of  a  fresh  event.  Jn  any  case,  for  the  graduate,  graduation  is  a 
unique  experience,  one  that  she  will  never  forget ;  and  this  year 
it  carried  a  unique  flavour  for  the  whole  student  body  and  their 
guests,  by  reason  of  its  being  held  in  the  Eaton  Auditorium. 
Long  ago,  our  own  auditorium  was  the  scene  of  the  ceremony; 
for  the  last  seven  years  it  has  been  at  Convocation  Hall.  Now 
once  again  the  old  order  changeth. 

And  the  old  ceremonies  in  the  new  setting  took  on  an  added 
loveliness,  we  think.  There  were  fifty-three  graduates,  in  spite 
of  the  more  stringent  requirements ;  each  white  robed  and  gold 
crowned,  each  carrying  a  sheaf  of  Talisman  and  Johanna  Hill 
roses,  tied  with  satin  talisman  ribbon.  The  intermediate  and 
senior  high  school  formed  both  background  and  foreground — 
this  was  another  novel  feature  this  year— so  that  the  graduates 
were  a  cameo  of  frosted  beautv  in  their  midst. 
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The  choral  work  included  the  Veiii  Creator  (in  Gregorian 
chant),  Handel's  "Where'er  You  Walk,"  the  "Shepherds' 
Dance"  from  the  Morris  Dance  Suite,  and  Brahm's  Lullaby. 
This  first  group  of  songs  was  interrupted  only  by  the  Conferring 
of  Honours  on  the  Graduates.  The  Valedictory  followed  these 
first  choruses.  Spoken  with  simplicity  and  sincerity  by  Eileen 
Sheedy,  it  combined  tlie  triple  message  of  farewell  and  gratitude 
and  pledge  of  loyalty.  It  was  followed  by  two  folk  songs:  the 
fourteenth  century  "Sumer  is  a-curnen  in"  and  the  rollicking 
"Sir  Eglamour"  by  Gardiner.  Mr.  Godfrey  Rideout,  choral 
instructor  for  the  past  year,  directed  the  singing,  and  Mr. 
(^iientin  ^IcLean  was  at  the  organ. 

Dr.  Louis  A.  Markle,  Ph.D.,  S.T.D.,  addressed  to  the 
graduates  a  message  of  warm  congratulations  and  a  plea  for 
high  idealism  in  all  their  future  plans  and  for  a  constant  devo- 
tion to  (!)ur  Blessed  Mother  as  the  guarantee  for  the  stead- 
fastness of  that  aim.  The  singing  of  God  Save  the  King  closed 
the  functions  at  the  Auditorium.  Benediction  in  the  Convent 
chapel  and  convent-garden-greetings  with  friends  and  teachers 
filled  the  rest  of  the  afternoon.  But  the  evening  was  still  to 
come  I  The  graduates  and  their  escorts  were  the  guests  of 
the  Alumnae  Association  at  dinner  at  the  Royal  York — prelude 
to  the  Annual  Graduation  Ball,  also  at  the  Royal  York. 

And  all  through  that  long,  lovely  day  the  real  Escort,  the 
great  E.scort  of  all  Ilis  dear  convent  girls  was  close  by.  Early 
that  morning  He  had  come  to  them  to  be  with  them  all  the  day 
long.  Surrounded  by  her  fellow-students,  clad  only  in  her 
simple  navy  uniform,  each  graduate  had  attended  the  Mass 
that  was  said  for  her,  had  received  into  her  heart  the  Lord 
that  was  all  her  own,  had  listened  to  the  hymns  sung  by  her 
friends,  knov.n  that  the  prayers  of  her  teachers  were  ascendinii' 
for  her,  praying,  as  we  iiray  now:  "God  bless  them,  our 
Graduates!" 
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BIOGRAPHIES  OF  GRADUATES 

JACQUELlINE  ALBAXI — Jacqueline,  of  the  dark  brown  hair  and 
black  eyes,  joined  our  happy  family  at  St.  Joseph's  in  First  Form. 
She  has  already  won  fame  and  several  medals  for  her  excellent  per- 
formance on  the  violin.  During  her  stay  here,  she  has  shown 
herself  to  be  a  true  sport — ready  to  co-operate  in  any  and  all  class 
activities.  Her  favourite  subjects  are  Trig,  and  Physics.  Jacque- 
line is  an  active  participant  in  such  sports  as  swimming  and  ice- 
skating.  Her  plans  for  the  future  are  still  vague,  but  we  all  wis'h 
her  the  best  of  luck  in  whatever  field  she  enters. 

KATHLEEN  BOEHLER — ^Kathleen  is  one  of  the  "happy  spirits" 
at  St.  Joseph's.  Since  she  came  to  us  in  First  Form,  Kay  has  made 
for  herself  hosts  of  friends.  A  happy  mixture  of  sweet  sincerity  and 
love  of  witty  repartee  has  endeared  her  to  teachers  and  fellow  stu- 
dents alike.  Her  favourite  subjects  are  History  and  Spanish  and 
her  ambitions  lie  in  the  nursing  field,  where  we  know  s'he  will  be  a 
success.     Best  of  luck,  Kay. 

PATRICIA  ELIZABETH  BORRON — Some  people  are  natural 
mathematical  wizards;  other  may  become  little  Chopins,  but  Pat, 
like  Cicero,  will  foiever  be  remembered  for  her  great  oratorical 
abilities.  As  a  shining  example  of  a  basketball  player,  she  is  one 
of  the  chief  causes  of  this  year's  basketball  success.  Endowed  with 
a  keen  sense  of  humour  and  gracious  personality,  she  has  been 
elected  Class  President  several  times  since  her  arrival  in  First 
Form.  Pat's  original  ambition  was  to  become  a  doctor,  but  after 
glimpsing  the  nervous  wrecks  emerging  from  the  Chemistry  and 
Physics  labs,  she  has  turned  her  plans  to  English  Language  and 
Literature  at  the  College.     Herein  we  wisih  her  every  success. 

HELEN  JANE  BOURKE — St.  Joseph's  is  soon  to  I'ose  one  of 
its  most  fun-loving  and  carefree  students  in  the  person  of  Helen 
Bourke.  Courageously  she  battles  with  moments  and  friction  in 
trigonometry  and  dauntlessly  forges  ahead  through  the  whys  and 
wherefores  of  physics,  all  for  the  sake  of  gaining  entrance  to  Medi- 
cal College.  Enthusiastic  in  all  sports,  her  favourite  ones  are 
hockey  (St.  Michael's  team,  of  course)  and  s'wimming.  She  lends 
her  husky  voice  to  the  cheering  section  in  the  school  games,  and  to 
show  what  a  good  sport  she  is.  she  even  cheers  for  any  otpposing 
team's  successes  too! 

MARIE  THERESE  BROOKMAN — Marie  came  to  St.  Joseph's 
from  St.  Clare's  in  First  Form,  and  has  brightened  her  classes  since 
then  with  her  gracious  smile.  Marie  is  interested  in  many  sports, 
some  of  which  are  swimming,  skating,  tennis  and  dancing.  Her 
future  is  as  yet  undecided  but  whatever  it  may  be  we  wish  her  all 
kindsi  of  success  and  we  know  that  the  mite  boxes  will  suffer  greatly 
by  her  departure. 

LENA  CATHERINE  BURGER — Lena  was  initiated  at  St. 
Joseph's  in  Third  Form  and  after  capturing  the  Religious  Doctrine 
reward  for  three  successive  years,  "still  the  wonder  grew  that  one 
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small  head  could  carry  all  she  knew."  However,  Lema's  interests 
are  not  centred  at  school  alone — she  is  an  active  supporter  of  the 
Oakland  siports,  especially  rugby  and  hockey  and  what  spare  time 
remains,  she  devotes  to  tennis  and  Shakespeare.  Whatever  Lena's 
plans  are  we  know  that  they  will  be  successful.  Good  luck,  Lena, 
and  God  bless  you! 

JOSEPHINE  CAMPOLONGO — Josephine  came  to  us  in  First 
Form  and  since  has  been  "Jo"  to  her  many  friends — and  sometimes 
"Bunny"  (no  one  knows  where  s'he  picked  up  that  last  nickname!). 
That  biologj'  is  her  favourite  subject  is  evidenced  by  the  uniholy 
gleam  that  lights  her  dark  eyes  when  sihe  picks  up  the  scalpel!  We 
are  not  at  all  surprised  that  Jo  is  thinking  of  the  Hospital  Tra-ining 
school  for  the  Fall,  although  she  says  she  hasn't  yet  abandoned  the 
idea  of  going  to  University. 

AUDREY  FAITH  CASSIDY — Audrey  arrived  at  St.  Joseph's 
from  Corpus  Christi  and  started  her  laughing  life  here  in  First 
Form.  Like  the  several  Cassidys  who  preceded  her,  she  has  rioted 
through  five  years  easily  excelling  in  all  subjects.  She  participates 
in  such  sp^orts  as  swimmimg,  skating,  skiing  and  dancing",  but  her 
favourite  is  throwing  nitric  acid  about  the  Chemistry  Lab.  Audrey 
is  headed  for  a  Laboratory  Technician's  course  at  Central  Tech  next 
year.     The  best  of  everything  from  all  of  us,  Audrey. 

MARY  FRANCIS  CONLIN — Frances  is  the  youngest  of  eight 
sisters  who  have  all  graduated  from  St.  Joseph's.  Throughout  her 
entire  high  school  term  she  has  proved  herself  not  only  an  excellent 
student  but  also  a  keen  participaint  in  all  the  functions  of  the  school 
as  a  whole.  Frannie  is  very  active  in  all  sports,  excelling  in  figure 
skating,  a  feat  for  which  many  admirers  will  vouch.  Next  year 
Frannie  intends  to  take  Pass  Arts  at  St.  Joseph's  College  and  we 
feel  certain  that  this  .siim,  pretty  blonde  will  make  many  more 
friends  and  go  a  long  way  towards  a  bright  future. 

VERA  MICHAELINE  COBITZ — This  tall,  slender  girl  came  to 
St.  Joseph's  in  First  Form  and  has  been  with  us  ever  since.  One 
never  thinks  of  Vera  without  thinking  about  the  eighty  and  ninety 
per  cents,  which  she  has  obtiained  during  all  her  hig^h-school  days. 
French  is  her  pet  hatred,  but  she  still  manages  to  "Parlez-vous" 
very  well.  She  likes  all  sports,  but  she  is  still  attempting  to  play 
her  favourite  game,  tennis.  Vera  will  remember  St.  Joseph's  well 
and  espe'cially  the  many  lively  Latin  pei-iods  that  she  Sipent  in 
Fouith.  Vera  is  a  born  chemist,  as  seen  l)y  the  many  eruptions  In 
the  Chemistry  Lab,  and  her  one  ambition  is  to  be  an  Industrial 
Chemist.  If  brains  have  anything  to  do  with  being  such,  Vera,  we 
sliould  see  pretty  soon  something  far  better  than  the  Atom  Bomb, 
labelled  "Product  of  the  Cobitz  Laboratories,  Inc." 

DELORES  DEL  GRANDE — ^Black-haired,  l)lack-eyed  Delores. 
from  Holy  Name  Parish,  is  one  of  the  more  talented  members  of 
the  Fifth  Forms.  To  help  her  in  her  singing  career  (opera)  she  is 
specializin'g  in  languages.  Fond  of  all  sports.  Delores  takes  parti- 
cular pleasure  in  volleyball,  baseball  and  dancing.  Ask  Delores 
about  her  future  and  she  can  answer  you  with  one  word — music. 
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MARGARET  JOAN  DIMMA— Five  years  ago  Holy  Family 
Parish  sent  one  of  its  more  charming  young  ladies  to  St.  Joseph's. 
Since  tihen  "Joannie"  or  "Dimma"  has  smiled  her  way  into  mainy 
lastlnig  friendships.  Her  never  failing  wit  has  been  a  constant 
inspiration  to  all  who  have  met  her.  Joan's  ambition  is  to  do  radio 
work,  not  the  repairman  type,  we  hope.  We  wish  her  a^ll  the  best 
of  luck  in  this  fascinatinig  career. 

MARILYN  ANNE  FINLEY — ^Oshawa's  loss  was  St.  Joseph's 
gain  when  five  years  ago  Marilyn  left  her  home  town  to  come  to 
•  school  at  St.  Joseph's.  Proficient  in  all  her  studies,  Marilyn  is  also 
able  to  play  tihe  pianio  very  well.  Her  favourite  sports  are  skating, 
skiing,  daincing,  siwimmin.g  and  ping  pong,  but  more  than  anything, 
she  likes  going  to  St.  Mike's  hockey  games  and  cheering  for 
Oshawa!  Nexti  year  Marilyn  intends  to  go  to  St.  Joseph's  College 
and  take  a  Pass  Arts  Course. 

MARY  ELIZABETH  FITZGERALD — "Fitz"  came  to  us  in  Grade 
VIII  from  Our  Lady  of  Sorrows  Parish.  She  was  elected  by  a  wide 
margin  this  year  as  the  head  prefect  of  the  school  amd  is  also  cap- 
tain of  the  school  basketball  team,  w/hich  has  been  very  siuccessful 
under  her  leadership.  Her  ready  smile  and  winning  personality  has 
endeared  her  to  all.  Another  office  sihe  holds  is  Secretary  of  Our 
Lady  of  Sorrows  C.Y.O.  In  sipite  of  all  her  social  activities  Betty 
manages  to  keep  well  up  in  her  studies,  and  she  tells  us  that  this 
is  by  dint  of  hard  work  and  not  native  ability!  Next  year  she  plans 
to  go  to  St.  Joseph's  College.     Best  of  luck  to  our  Head  Prefect. 

MARY  ELIZABETH  FLYNN — Travels  the  long  distance  be- 
tween St.  Teresa's  in  Scarborough  and  St.  Joseph's  every  day.  Mary 
laughing  eyes  and  husky  voice  have  made  her  very  poipular.  Mary 
is  a  good  student  and  a  good  sport.  She  excels  in  skiimg,  swimming 
and  hockey  as  played  by  the  'Doubble  Blue  Boys."  She  takes  part 
in  all  school  activities  and  is  Vice-President  of  the  Student  Council 
and  also  a  cheer-leader.  Her  dreams'  for  the  future  lie  in  chemistry 
and  next  year  will  find  her  at  College. 

JANE  CATHERINE  GRELL — Jane  came  to  us  in  Fourth  Form 
from  Loretto'  Abbey  and  since  then  has  won  a  name  for  herself  as 
being  a  good  student.  She  likes  skiing  and  going  to  hockey  games. 
Jane  intends  to  go  in  training  at  St.  Michael's  Hospital  next  year, 
and  we  are  sure  she  will  be  as  successful  in  this  as  she  has  been  in 
everything  else  that  she  has  undertaken. 

MARY  JOAN  GRIFFIN — Since  Joan  came  to  St.  Joseph's  from 
Quebec,  a  wise  little  First  Former,  s'he  has  successfully  mingled 
school  work  with  attention  to  sports.  Her  fame  as  star  basketball 
player  on  the  school  team  has  made  her  name  a  byword  for  good 
sportsmanship.  Joan's  interest  is  not  confined  to  basketball  how- 
ever; she  finds  enjoyment  in  basketball,  volleyball,  badminton  and 
swimming.  She  is  taking  a  Commercial  course  this  year  and  plans 
to  enter  the  business  world  in  the  very  near  future. 

MARY  AGNES  HAFFA — Since  Mary  Agnes  has  come  to  St. 
Joseph's  she  has  shown  herself  to  be  an  active  student  of  languages, 
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namely.  French.  Latin,  German  and  Englis'h.  As  might  be  expected, 
she  hoipes  to  take  up  a  language  course  next  year  at  College,  amd 
we  are  sure  she  will  prove  to  be  succesisful  in  it.  Her  favourite 
pastime  includes  knitting  sweaters,  going  skiing,  skating  and  to 
St.  Mike's  hockey  games.     Good  luck,  Mary  Agnes. 

THERESA  HEENAN — Tall,  vivacious,  dark-haired  Theresa  has 
been  with  us  here  at  Saint  Joseph's  for  only  two  years,  but  in  this 
time  she  has  acquired  a  great  number  of  friends  and  even  a  bit 
of  knowledge.  She  has  many  outside  interests,  which  range  aM  the 
way  from  playing  the  piano  to  skating  and  attending  hockey  games 
(Junior  O.H.A..  Terry?). 

From  St.  Joseph's,  Theresa  intends  to  go  either  to  Normal  or 
to  the  University.  Whatever  her  vocation  may  be  we  know  she  will 
l)e  a  success  at  it. 

JACQUELINE  MARIE  HEFFRON — In  1936  Jacky  came  to  St. 
Joseph's,  a  charming  little  six-year-old:  Now,  in  1947,  she  is 
graduating,  a  still  more  charming  seventeen-year-old.  We  owe 
thanks  to  Saiat  James'  Parisih  for  this  lively  St.  Josephite.  In  con- 
trast to  Jackie's  diligence  in  Academic  endeavours,  her  sense  of 
ihumour  is  revealed  in  her  novel  off-the-subject  answers  in  class. 
Jacky  spends  her  spare  time  swimming,  skating  and  danciug  and 
combing  her  "raven  tresses."  Wihat  the  future  liolds  for  Jacque- 
line she  is  no  surer  than  we.     God  bless  it,  anyway. 

PRUNELLA  JARViIS — Prunella  is  an  all-round  good  sport  from 
out  Scarboro  way.  She  enjoys  skiing,  record-collecting  and  Junior 
O.H.A.  Hockey.  Prue  intends  to  attend  University  next  year,  but 
by  the  fall  term  who  can  say? 

Her  studies  keep  her  busy  now,  but  in  the  summer  you  would 
find  her  at  Lake  of  the  Bays.  Good  luck.  Prue,  we  know  you'll 
succeed  in  all  your  undertakings, 

BERNADETTE  EVA  KELLY — With  bobbing  braids  and  smil- 
ing face.  "Bernie"  came  to  us  in  First  Form  from  St.  Brigid's.  Her 
fun-loving  nature  and  a  flare  for  playing  practical  jokes  on  her 
unsusipecting  friends  have  Ijrought  her  far  reaching  fame.  "Never 
a  dull  moment"  is  her  motto.  She  has  many  interests,  amonig  them 
skiing,  skating,  swimming  and  the  aforesaid  practical  jokes. 
Bernie's  ambition  is  to  enter  St.  Michael's  Training  School  for  Nurses. 
Although  she  no  longer  has  her  braids,  her  smiling  face  will  bring 
quick  recovery  to  her  patients,  we  surmise. 

MARY  CAROL  KELLY — "E'en  though  vanquished  she  could 
argue  still."  With  her  magnificent  argu-bility  Carol  could,  we 
think,  prove  to  anyone  that  the  moon  is  made  of  green  cheese.  In- 
terested in  all  sports,  but  especially  in  skiing,  skating  and  swimming, 
Carol  loves  music,  especially  at  wliich  she  spends  about  a  quarter 
of  her  time,  and  reading  (she  is  a  walking  library).  Her  interest 
in  Guiding  is  shown  by  the  accomplishments  this  year  in  that  field. 
Carol  hopes  to  enter  Honour  Maths  and  Science  next  year  and  we 
all  know  that  she  will  do  well. 
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JOAN  ELIZABETH  KEOGH — Is  a  quiet  little  lady  who  is  loved 
by  all  her  many  friends.  To  find  Joan  one  need  only  look  among 
the  leaders  of  the  class,  for  in  her  five  years  at  the  school  she  liaS 
always  held  a  prominent  place  there.  An  energetic  worker,  we  find 
Joan  generously  giving  some  of  her  spare  time  to  the  Sodality  Oom- 
raittee  in  St.  James'  Parish.  Basketball  and  tennis  are  her  favourite 
sports  and  may  also  be  added  to  tlie  list  of  things  s'he  does  well. 
Next  year  we  know  that  the  College  will  be  glad  to  register  Joan  in 
First  Year  Arts  and  we  all  wish  her  the  success  and  happiness  that 
she  so  richly  deserves. 

THERESA  MARIE  KIRK — Marie  comes  to  us  from  Blessed 
Sacrament  Parish  and  School  and  has  been  at  St.  Joseph's  since 
Second  Form.  A  good  cheer  leader,  she  insists  it  is  an  art  she 
learned  from  an  "old  college  friend."  She  is  not  so  quiet  as  one 
migiht  think  and  has  a  fund  of  humour  and  good  sense.  Marie  plans 
to  be  an  air  line  hostess. 

GRACE   LEE — 

Brown  hair  and  laughing  eyes. 

Petite  and  fancy  free, 

A  lovely  disposition. 

Add  up  to  Miss  Grace  Lee. 

Her  interests  are  varied 
From  knitting  to  Chcpin; 
An  ardent  music  lover. 
She  is  yet  a  Crosby  fan. 

Next  year  she  goes  in  training 
And  when  that  phase  has  passed. 
In  spotless  cap  and  uniform 
She'll  be  a  nurse  at  last. 

MARY  CHRISTINA  LEMIRE — Mary  has  attended  St.  Joseph's 
College  School  for  the  past  five  years.  She  plans  to  make  nursing 
her  career  in  life  and  so  St.  Michael's  Hospital  will  gladly  receive 
one  of  our  most  po,pular  graduates  of  this  year.  Mathematics  and 
Chemistry  being  Mary's  favourite  subjects  we  feel  confident  Mary 
will  make  a  huge  success  of  the  nursing  profession.  Best  of  luck, 
Mary! 

MARIE  THERESE  LEONARD — It  has  been  said  that  where 
Marie  is  there  is  sure  to  be  a  great  deal  of  laug'hter  and  fun.  Marie 
and  her  three  boon  companions  have  become  famous  at  S.J.C.S.  for 
their  practical  jokes  and  good  humour.  Marie  is  a  lively  member 
of  the  quartet,  with  her  short  dark  liair  and  snapping  brown  eyes, 
and  her  popuiarity  in  V-B  is  uiiichallenged.  Marie's  favourite  sports^ 
include  golf  and  swimming.  She  is  also  fond  of  dancing  and  parties. 
Her  future  plans  are  as  yet  unknown  but  we  can  be  sure  of  her 
success.  For  where  Marie  is  there  is  laughter — and  of  course  her 
inseparable  companion.  Julius. 
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NINA  FRANCIS  LEONE — Nina  came  to  St.  Joseph's  for  her 
First  Year  of  High  School.  Since  that  time  she  has  taken  an  active 
part  in  all  the  school  activities.  Her  main  interests  are  swimming 
and  playing  volleyball.  Nina  is  now  in  the  Commercial  class  and 
hopes  to  enter  the  business  world  soon.  We  wish  her  every  success 
in  the  future. 

ADELAIDE  ANNE  McGINN — This  energetic  lass  began  her 
eventful  career  at  St.  Joseph's  when  she  joined  the  uiisuspecling 
Fourtih  Graders  at  the  tender  age  of  eight.  Although  proficient  in 
both  music  and  art,  Anne  will  best  be  remembered  for  her  remark- 
able literary  talents,  samples  of  which  have  appeared  in  such  pub- 
lications as  "The  Catholic  Youth"  magazine,  "Canadian  High  News," 
and  our  own  "Lilies"  and  "Hummer."  Her  sunny  disposition  aaid 
keen  wit  have  made  her  a  favourite  with  her  school-mates,  and  her 
venture  into  "English  Language  and  Literature"  at  University  next 
year,  has  everyone's  best  wishes. 

CATHERINE  EVELYN  McGOVERN — ^Cay  is  one  of  St.  Joseph's 
more  prominent  students,  and  the  last  of  the  line  of  long  McGoverns. 
She  is  devoted  to  her  studies — particularly  French.  As  a  matter  of 
fact,  "Coiurs  Moyen"  has  been  her  constant  companion  for  many 
years.  This  lively  lass  may  be  seen  tearing  through  the  locker  room 
every  morning  at  five  after  nine,  or  taking  down  notes  at  Student 
Council  meetings,  or  towering  over  Literature  classes  during  the 
week,  skiing  blithefully  through  snow-banks,  pedestrians,  trees  and 
other  harmful  shrubs  at  High  Park  every  Sunday.  Cay's  plans  for 
the  future  are  intriguingly  vague,  but  may  include  decorating  in- 
lei'iors.     Whatever  they  are,  Cay,  best  of  luck. 

JON  KATHERINE  McLEAN— 

She's  northern  bred,  boarder  fed. 
And  claimed  by  V-B  as  its  head. 

Jon  Katherine  McLean  came  to  St.  Jos'eph's  from  Kirkland  Lake  as 
a  boarder  in  Third  Form  and  since  then  has  taken  an  active  part  in 
all  school  activities.  She  lives  for  week-ends  but  during  the  week 
manages  to  get  a  little  sc'hool  work  done.  Tennis  and  swimming 
are  her  favourite  summer  sports.  Dating  her  favourite  year-round 
sport!  Jon  intends  to  go  into  Maths,  and  Science  a  little  deeper  at 
the  University.     We  wis^h  her  the  best  of  luck. 

MARIE  LOUISE  MacNAMARA — 

Delightful  to  look  at. 
Lovely  to  know. 
She  S'hall  have  friendship 
Forever,  we  know. 

Marie  came  to  us  in  First  Form  from  St.  John's  Parish.  She  is  one 
of  the  vivacious  group  that  cheers  our  teams  on  to  victory.  Marie's 
ambition  is  to  be  one  of  the  l)est  nurses  in  St.  Michael's  Hospital. 
Cood  luck,  Marie. 
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MARY  ELIZABETH  MARKLE— One  of  our  youngest  graduates, 
has  sipent  her  entire  school  days  here.  Betty,  always  a  leader,  was 
in  her  youth  and  prime — 'the  director  of  the  Junior  School  Rhythm 
Band,  and  in  her  parish.  Holy  Rosary,  has  been  President  of  the 
C.Y.O.  Her  activities  take  in  flying  lessons,  skiing  and  the  playing 
of  a  good  game  of  rugby!  The  future  holds  much  for  this  witty 
lass  with  the  quick  smile.  Next  year  might  find  Betty  at  the  Uni- 
versity taking  Pass  Arts — in  California  taking  a  flying  course — or 
just  staying  at  home.     We'll  all  miss  you  next  year,  Betty! 

DOROTHY  MIHALEK — During  Dorothy's  five  years  at  St. 
Joseph's  she  has  always  ranked  as  one  of  the  highest — both  in  class 
work  and  in  statui-e.  She  enjoys  all  her  subjects,  especially  Maths 
(that  is^ — geometry,  algebra  and  frig.)  and  Chemistry.  Except  for  St. 
Francis'  C.Y.O.  (she  is  the  secretary),  Dorothy's  favourite  pastimes 
are  books  and  music.  Some  day  Dorothy  hopes  to  preside  over  a 
class  of  (happy)  children.     Our  loss  will  be  their  gain! 

BARBARA  MONAGHAN — When  Barbara  came  to  St.  Joseph's 
six  years  ago.  she  was  just  our  idea  of  the  "Anne-of-Green  Gables- 
girl" — tall  and  slim,  her  red-gold  glory  in  two  smooth  braids. 
'Round  about  Second  or  Third  Form  the  braids  were  unbraided  and 
the  little  girl  grew  u,p — after  all.  it  takes  a  bit  of  womanly  poise  to 
represent  St.  Jo's  on  the  Fashion  Council  of  Simpson's' — and  it 
takes  a  bit  of  brains  to  be  the  Fashion  Editor  of  the  "Hummer." 
Next  year  Barbara  plans  to  don  a  nurse's  uniform  at  St.  Josepli's 
Hospital.  No  need  to  even  speak  of  the  future.  Barbara  will 
always  come  "sanilin'  througfh"! 

THERESE  MURPHY — Therese  has  been  with  us  for  five  years. 
She  came  from  Holy  Name  Parish,  and  has  been  smiling  her  way 
through  her  classes  ever  since — well,  of  course,  studying  a  bit  to-o 
now  and  then.  Her  favourite  aport  is  skating,  her  favourite  pastime, 
talking  and  her  favourite  subject,  trigonometry. 

JOAN  VERONICA  O'CONNOR — Except  for  a  short  sojourn  at 
North  Toronto  Collegiate,,  Joan  has  spent  her  high  schoo^l  days  at 
St.  Joseph's  and  has  had  us  in  a  mad  whirl  the  while.  She  is  de- 
voted to  her  studies,  but  finds  time  for  basketball,  tennis  and  scrub- 
bing her  pet  dog  to  death.  Joan  has  designs  on  St.  Michael's  Hos- 
pital, her  ambition  being  to  become  the  fastest-talking  nurse  therein. 
We  are  all  going  to  miss  her  bright  smile  and  elastic  good  spirits. 

MARY  LOUIS  O'LEARY — This  happy-go-lucky  Irish  lass  came 
to  us  in  Third  Form,  and  since  then  has  won  many  friends.  With  her 
mischievous  and  laughing  face  she  has  gone  merrily  through  her 
school  years  at  St.  Joe's.  She  is  interested  in  all  sports,  esipecially 
skating,  swimming  and  hockey.  MaiT  Lou  is  undecided  about  the 
future,  but  we  wish  her  the  best  of  luck  in  whatever  field  sdie 
chooses. 

DENIS  BEATRICE  O'LEARY — Tall,  bue-eyed  and  very  per- 
sonable, Denise  is  known  to  her  most  intimate  friends  as  "Dee."  Her 
accomplishments  are  many  and  varied,  but  she  especially  excels  iu 
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elocution  and  especiallj'  enjoys  skating  at  Vaisity  Friday  and  Sat- 
urday nights.  The  Pass  Arts  Course  at  Varsity  will  likely  claim 
"Dee,''  but  whatever  her  plans,  we  know  she  will  be  successful. 

MARY  NOLAN  O'REIDLY — Her  horoscope  says  'imtellectual'; 
and  Mary  has  many  accomplishments,  especially  music  (at  which 
she  works  hard),  dramatics,  and  school.  She  loves  all  sports, 
though  skiing  and  swimming  are  favourites.  She  has  a  great 
interest  too  in  Guiding  and  reading.  Her  interest  in  others  is  also 
shown  by  the  fact  that  she  has  been  several  times  a  Camp  Coun- 
sellor— no  easy  task.  She  intends  to  be  an  occupational  therapist — 
interest  again!      The  very  best  of  luck  in  all  you  undertake,  Mary! 

ANTOINETTE  PENNELLI — Antoinette  was  born,  bred  and 
remains  to  this  day  in  St.  Joseph's  Parish.  In  the  five  years  that 
she  has  attended  St.  Joseph's,  Antoinette  has  always  managed  to 
stand  at  the  top  of  her  class.  Next  year  she  intends  to  invade  the 
business  world.  Her  true  love  is  music,  and  some  day  s'he  hopes  to 
become  a  great  ipianist.  Although  Antoinette  is  fond  of  hockey, 
skiing  and  classical  music,  reading  is  her  favourite  pastime.  We 
hope  that  Antoinette  will  succeed  in  whatever  she  undertakes. 

THEODORA  PILLO — This  blue-eyed,  brown-haired  damsel 
literally  "fell  for"  St.  Joe's  when,  five  years  ago,  she  tumbled 
down  the  stairs  on  the  first  day  of  school.  Theodora  soon  got  over 
her  hurry  to  get  into  school  and  now  may  be  met  any  morning  at 
9.15  (if  she's  early)  walking  sedately  down  those  same  stairs.  She 
is  thankful  the  limit  for  the  "late  fine"  is  ten  cents;  as  it  is  she  is  on 
the  verge  of  bankruptcy.  Theodora  is  the  "bright  light"  in  the 
French.  German,  and  Latin  classes  and  quotes  Horace  on  request. 
She  is  fond  of  skating  and  Chopin,  swimming  and  Chopin  and  then 
more  Chopin.  Her  day  dreams  centre  around  a  futuie  as  a  linguist 
and  a  trip  to  Miami. 

MARY  MARGARET  PLUNKETT — Hails  from  the  west  side  of 
Toronto  and  Holy  Family  Parish.  Mary  Margaret  has  always  stood 
well  academically  and  has  shown  keen  interest  in  many  school  activi- 
ties. She  has  demonstrated  her  leadership  by  conducting  a  Cub 
Pack  for  over  a  year.  She  is  also  a  member  of  the  famed  St. 
Joseph's  basketball  team,  to  which  she  has  contributed  much  skill 
and  energy.  We  wish  you  s'uccess  in  your  future  as  a  Lab 
Technologist. 

MILDRED  ALFREDA  REILLY — Hails  from  the  terrain  com- 
monly known  as  Prince  Edward  Island.  Aftei-  successive  attempts 
at  both  Notre  Dame  and  St.  Joseph's  High  Schools,  Freda  decided 
to  settle  herself  down  among  the  girls  in  the  corridors  of  St. 
Joseph's'  College.  A  wise  decision,  Freda.  Here  we  appreciate  your 
abounding  vitality.  Just  at  present  this  lassie's  time  is  fully  occu- 
pied in  doing  her  algebra  homework  and  skipping  down  to  Toronto's 
various  C.Y.O's.  The  future,  according  to  Freda,  can  take  care  of 
itself.     She's  flying  now! 

GRACE  ELIZABETH  SAUVE — Hails  from  St.  Leo's  parish  in 
:\limico.       Quiet,    tiny,    she    is    an    excellent    student,    excelling    in 
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Maths.     Her  plans  foi'  the  future  are  undecided,  but  we  are  certain 
that  whatever  she  may  do,  St.' Joseph's  will  be  proud  of  her. 

MARY  EILEEN  SHEEDY — Characterized  by  a  hearty  laugh 
and  good  sense  of  humour,  this  Fifth  Former  is  liked  by  all.  As 
Editor  of  our  school  paper  she  keeps  things  humming.  Sports, 
Brownies,  reading,  fun.  and  school  (?)  keep  lier  humming  too.  or 
haven't  you  noticed?  Her  classmates  find  her  moments  of  silence 
few  and  far  between  (particularly  in  Latin).  The  best  of  luck  to 
you,  Eileen,  in  whatever  you  undertake. 

ANN  THERESA  SMUTH — This  young  miss,  who  hails  from 
St.  Anthony's  Parish,  has  attended  St.  Joseph's  for  five  long  years'. 
The  lucky  possessor  of  a  nature  which  is  ultra-carefree.  Ann  hag 
thus  been  able  to  virtually  sail  through  school.  Her  interests 
include  basketball,  hockey,  tennis  and,  of  course,  dancing.  We 
hope  that  Normal  holds  all  things  pleasant  in  store  for  our  Ann  not 
excluding  success. 

MARY  TERESA  TADMAN — Mary  came  to  St.  Joseph's  in 
Third  Form,  where  she  learned,  besides  many  other  things,  how 
to  carry  bottles  of  water  into  the  Physics  Lab  to  refresh  her  thirsty 
schoolmates.  A  good  student,  Mary  has  always  stood  near  the  to^p 
of  her  class  and  is  completing  Fifth  Form  at  the  age  of  16.  Her 
favourite  subjects  are  Maths — all  three  of  them — and  Latin.  Her 
various  interests  lie  mainly  in  swimming  and  dancing.  Next  year 
she  intends  to  take  a  Mathematical  Course  at  the  College.  Good 
luck,  Mary,  we  know  you  will  succeed. 

GERMATNE  MARY  TESSIER — A  good  natured.  unassuming 
girl  is  Germaine.  who  came  to  St.  Josephs  three  years  ago.  Although 
born  in  Penetang  she  is  now  a  member  of  Sacred  Heart  Parish  in 
Toronto  and  it  appears  that  she  is  going  to  stay.  Germaine  loves 
sports  and  a.<*  her  Third  Year  was  spent  in  Commercial,  she  played 
o.n  their  basketball  team.  She  is  also  a  great  hockey  enthusiast — 
as  who  isn't  Next  year  Germaine  intends  to  make  use  of  her 
thorough  Commercial  training  as  a  secretary.  We  know  that  Ger- 
maine will  always  be  a  credit  to  her  school  in  any  position. 

JEAN  THERESA  TIGHE — Has  been  a  St.  Josephite  since  low 
school,  from  where  by  earnest  effort,  she  has  reached  Fifth  Form 
and  graduation.  Her  favourite  subject  is  Latin,  <her  favourite 
sports  is  swimming,  skating,  and  dancing.  Next  year  depends  upon 
the  subjects  she  gets  this  year,  but  Jean's  preference  is  a  Chemistry 
Course.     The  best  of  luck.  Jean. 

ANN  VIRGINIA  VARLEY — Recipe  for  Varley-sli  girl: — Take 
two  parts  of  seriousness,,  five  of  fun  and  mix  well  until  smiling.  Add 
three  parts  of  exactness  to  this  and  beat  in  four  of  leadership.  Heat 
over  the  slow,  steady  flame  of  friendsliip  for  nineteen  years  and 
you  will  have  an  incomparable  dish  suitable  to  any  taste. 

"Ginnie"  was  elected  to  the  Student  Council  this  year  and  is  a 
leader  in  the  field  of  Brownies  and  Guides.  Although  she  professes 
a  passing  fancy  for  school  we  have  our  doubts  when  we  note  the 
speed  with  which  she  whips  out  of  Chemistry  class  at  noon.      She 
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intend?   going  into   Occupational  Therapy   next  year   and   we  know 
she  will  prove  as  successful  in  this  field  as  she  has  in  all  others. 

MARGARET  ELIZABETH  WILLIAMS  —  Mart  has  been 
brightening  the  corridors  of  S.J.C.S.  for  five  years;  in  the  near 
future,  she  hopes  to  perform  the  same  service  for  St.  Joseph's  Hos- 
pitail.  Mart  sometimes  strays  from  the  beaten  path  (particularly  in 
the  region  of  the  vocal  studio),  but  she  usually  manages  to  get  back 
before  assembly.  This  s'hy,  retiring  young  lady  has  few  exti-acur- 
ricular  activities  besides  Latin  Authors,  but  we  could  mention 
basketball,  swimming,  tennis,  and  oheer-leading  for  De  La  Salle. 
Best  of  luck,  Mart. 


THE  CITY  AWAKES 


A  city  is  a  fascinating  place  in  wihich  to  live.  There  is  a  great 
deal  to  see,  to  hear,  to  feel.  But  there  is  one  time  when  everything 
takes  cm  the  appearance  of  a  dream  with  fairy  colour. 

'Tis  three  o'clock  in  the  morning  and  all  is  perfect  peace.  Any 
prowlers,  ratioiial  or  irrational,  have  returned  to  their  lair.  A 
policeman  makes  his  hourly  report,  without  incident.  The  few  buses 
and  street  cars  whirr  by,  openimg  doors  to  a  solitary  passenger  now 
and  then.  The  second  edition  of  the  morning  paper  is  for  sale. 
Tree-s  whisiper  to  one  another  or  lisiten  to  the  houses  gossiping  about 
their  residents.     The  darkness  is  broken  only  by  an  old  street  lamp. 

Six  o'clock.  A  drowsy  robin  wakes  his  family  to  breakfast.  The 
whistle  at  the  steel  company  summons  the  day  s'hift.  Again  police- 
men made  reports,  but  with  an  eye  on  the  passerby  now, — ^some 
schoolgirl  harried  with  Confidentials.  hurrying  to  Mass.  Thud,  the 
last  paper  is  on  the  vera,nda;  the  professional  third  base  man  is  a 
paper  boy  in  the  morning,  because  he  likes  the  fresh  air. 

But  the  thud  woke  up  that  family.  They  need  no  alarm  clock. 
Cautiously  the  sun  advances  to  watch  the  street  cars,  now  more 
numerous. 

As  the  city  grows  brighter,  the  noise  increases.  Babies  begin 
to  cry  when  the  school  age  children  wake  them.  Coinversation  in 
the  street  increases  and  music  in  voices  is  noticeable  to  a  practised 
ear. 

Higher  goes  the  sun  and  the  Morning  Glories  begin  to  open. 
All  the  shades  of  blue  are  clearly  shown  against  the  green, 
sun-warmed  grass.  Now  there  are  people  everywhere  and  going 
everywhere.     One  could  guess  their  destination:  to  or  from  work. 

Finally  the  department  stores  open.     The  city  is  awake  no>w. 

Carol  Kelly,    13-A,   S.J.C.S. 


MOTHER 


Be  always  thoughtful  and  kind  to  your  mother 
And  give  her  your  love  each  day. 
For  she  bears  much  suffering  and  pain 
That  you  may  be  happy  and  gay. 

Ann    Beyens,    Grade    Six,    S.J.C.S. 
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SPRING  AT  ST.  JOSEPHS 

It  had  flnally  come:  the  sipring.  That  morniiiig  we  were  all 
awake  with  the  sun  and  ready  to  go  to  Mass  long  before  "the  bell" 
called  uis;  some  even  daring  to  go  out  on  the  balcony,  before  break- 
fast, without  coats. 

The  garden  looked  different  now — the  lawn  had  a  much  brighter 
appearance.  In  the  flower-beds  yellow  crocuses  were  daringly 
peeking  out  of  the  brown  earth,  and  the  birds  were  singing.  In  the 
afternoon  a  game  of  baseball  was  in  progress;  smaller  girls  brought 
out  their  skipping  ropes  and  their  marbles  and  the  rhythmic  thump 
of  the  rope  and  clink  of  marhle  was  making  a  study  in  counterpoint. 
Even  the  five  o'clock  walk  was  welcome. 

Now  that  spi'ing  has.  come,  plans  were  made  to  pack  away 
winter  clothes.  Then  we  decided  to  "spring-clean"  our  rooms. 
Windows  were  washed,  curtains  pressed  and  everything  took  on  a 
fres'her  appearance. 

Study  annoyed  us,,  for  we  would  have  preferred  to  enjoy  the 
sunsihine,  but  the  thought  of  exams  persuaded  us  that  in  "the 
Spring  a  young  girl's'  fancy  lightly  turns  to  thoughts  of  ".  .  .  Latin, 
French  .  .  .  Trig."  It  is  hard  to  concentrate  these  days  on  Physics, 
Chemistry  or  any  other  subject. 

Spring  meant  games,  enjoyment,  and  warmth,  but  also  it 
meamt  hours  of  study  for  the  oncoming  exams.  Many  school  days 
ahead  and  for  some,  graduation  and  the  last  weeks  of  school  life. 
We  made  plans  for  holidays,  and  week-ends  and  even  our  summer 
holidays.  To  some  girls  Spring  brought  home  sickness  but  to 
others  it  brought  hope  for  the  return  home  seemed  so  much  closer.  To 
all  it  brought  a  change — new  and  refreshing.  Spring  had  worked 
its  charm  again, 

Anine  Marie  Pas«er.   13-B,  S.J.C.S. 


THE  READING  OF  NOVELS  SHOULD  BE  DISCOITIAGED 

Whether  or  not  the  reading  of  novels  is  elevating  for  the 
mind.  I  have  often  wondered.  There  are  arguments  for,  and 
against  the  practice.  Conflicting  opinions  are  found  mostly  in  the 
professions.  Some  doctors  advise  novels  as  a  cure  for  people  subject 
to  attacks  of  deipression.  On  the  other  hand  there  are  psychiatrists 
who  forbid  emotionally  unstable  women  patients  to  even  glance  at 
the  cover  of  a  closed  novel.  (These  emotionally  unstable  wiomen 
patients  usually  read  them  anyway;  that  is  probably  why  the  are 
emotionally  unstable).  Tliere  are  many  teachers  w%o  think  that 
novel-reading  promotes  bad  habits,  since  they  affirm  that  most 
modern  heroes  are  men  with  bad  habits,  and  they  forbid  their  pupils 
to  have  anything  to  do  with  them  (i.e.,  the  novels,  not  the  men  with 
bad  habits).  The  more  liberal-minded  (who  usually  are  English 
teachers)  place  a  penalty  on  lazy  students  who  do  not  read  at  least 
fifty  a  year. 

My  personal  view  is  that  the  reading  of  novels  should  be  dis- 
couraged.     Much    unhappiness    has    been    caused    by    novel-reading. 
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We  all  know  the  twelve-year-old  Yo  Yo  Champion  who'd  like  to 
go  to  some  remote  corner  ol:  the  world  and  die  because  his  name  is 
Clarence  Galahad  Montmorency  instead  of  plain  Butch  Jones.  He 
might  have  been  spared  much  agony  if  his  mother  had  not  been 
enthralled  with  the  hero  of  the  novel  she'd  been  reading  at  the  time 
her  S'On  was  born. 

And  then  there  is  the  school  girl  whose  sense  of  the  melodrama- 
tic carries  her  away  when  she's  reading  a  novel,  and  she  goes  about 
acting  like  "John's  Other  Wife"  or  "That  Hamilton  Woman".  This 
same  type  presents  a  touching  scene  at  school  proms'  when  the 
fragrance  of  roses  and  eau-^de-coLogne  transforms  her  into  a  Siren 
of  The  Nile  who  goes  about  the  dance  floor  working  her  "dark  and 
mysterious"  charms  on  all  the  men  present. 

Novel-reading  can  become  an  obsession.  Columnists  like  Dorothy 
Di.x  and  Winnifred  Thomas  are  filled  with  letters  fi'om  discontented 
husbands  whose  wives  do  nothing  but  read  novels.  And  what  is  to 
be  done  about  it?  Must  they  go  on,  day  after  day,  in  unmended 
socks  and  buttonless  undershirts,,  while  Annabel  or  Rosamonde. 
attired  in  a  wrapper  and  hair-curlers,  sprawls  comfortably  on  the 
livimg  room  sofa  and  devours  the  escapades  of  the  hero  of  the  latest 
novel?     Of  course  not.     But  who's  going  to  stop  printing  them? 

No,  novel-reading  is  not  healthful.     It  ought  to  be  discouraged. 

Anne  McGinn.  13-B,  S.J.C.S. 


THE  SETTLERS 

It  was  in  the  year  of  Our  Lord,  seventeen  hundred  and  sixty- 
five  that  we  set  sail  from  Liverpool,  in  a  converted  cattle-boat,  for 
the  New  World.  We  travelled  by  foot  and  go-cart  from  our  little 
village  of  Norwich,  in  Cheshire,  to  Liverpool  in  a  day  and  a  night, 
each  taking  turns  carrying  the  larger  bundles.  When  we  did  arrive 
at  Liverpool  it  was  foggy  and  damp  and  remained  that  way  till  we 
set  sail  next  morning. 

The  trip  over  was  very  rough  and  the  boat  overcrowded. 
The  captain  and  crew  looked  tough,  but  when  I  happened  to 
speak  to  a  few.  I  found  out  that  looks  aren't  everything.  They 
acted  like  real  gentlemen.  On  our  sixth  day  at  sea  an  epidemic  of 
mumps  broke  out.  Half  of  these  who  had  conti-acted  the  mumps 
never  reached  shore  alive.  I  thank  God  it  did  not  spread  to 
the  crew. 

We  landed  in  New  England  in  March,  three  and  one-half 
months  after  we  s«t  sail.  We  kissed  the  ground,  and  cried  for  joy. 
Tomorrow  we  shall  begin  making  our  new  home. 


That  was  eighteen  years  ago.  The  Seven  Years'  war  has 
just  ended  and  we  are  no  longer  in  New  England,  but  in  Nova 
Scotia.  My  family  has  been  separated  and  out  of  the  fourteen 
of  us  who  anived  five  now  remain.  I  can  see  a  brighter  future  on 
the  horizon  for  my  family,  than  when  we  arrived  in  New  England. 

Monica   Madden,   11-D,  S.J.C.S. 
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ALLEYS 

With  spring  come  roller  skates,  green  buds  and  alleys.  Little 
brothers  produce  their  hoard  of  alleys  as  soon  as  there  is  a  dry  place 
to  play.  They  are  a  continual  menace.  The  father  of  the  family 
trips  on  one;  the  baby  nearly  swallows  one. 

There  is  also  the  dark  lane  called  an  alley,  where  suspicious 
characters  lurk.     Alleys  such  as  these  produce  alley  cats. 

Bowling  alleys?  Ask  Dad  about  that!  I'm  still  not  speaking  to — 
pardon,  of  them  until  the  stiffness  goes  out  of  my  shoulders  and  the 
rankling  of  humiliation  out  of  my  heart. 

Alleys  are  not  popular.  On  one  variety  you  are  in  danger  of 
breaking  a  leg  or  arm,  another  could  easily  be  the  place  for  a  hold- 
up, and  another  keeps  you  awake  at  night. 

ROSS  CREELMAX,  11-B,  S.J.C.S. 


OX  IONS 


The  onion  is  the  king  of  vegetables  Over  the  carrot,  beet  or  po- 
tato he  reigns  supreme.  He  can  keep  fresh  all  winter  and  be  ready 
for  duty  in  the  spring.  An  onion  is  good  through  and  through.  His 
first  white  layer  is  as  tangy  and  tasty  as  his  last. 

You  object  to  the  smell?  It  is  a  healthy  smell,  and  if  we  weep 
a  little  over  it  that  is  because  of  our  sadness  at  cutting  such  a  true 
friend  as  our  onion.  An  onion  is  a  neat,  tidy  vegetable.  What  can 
compare  with  the  tidy  rows  of  the  bright  green  shoots  above  the 
dark  brown? 

Onions  can  be  eaten  fried,  boiled,  roasted,  or  raw.  We  seek 
elaborate  cookery  and  out  of  season  fruits,  when,  in  the  grocer's 
window  is  the  tasty  onion. 

In  my  opinion  there  can  be  no  savoury  dish  without  an  onion. 

DOROTHY  Mccarty,  ii-c,  s.j.c.s. 


MY  CAREER 


Shakespeare  said,  "Take  all  the  swift  advantages  of  the  hours." 
This  was  old  stuff  to  Julius  Caesar  who  could  read,  write,  listen 
and  dictate  simultaneously.  The  famous  John  Cearon  of  "Informa- 
tion Please"  had  to  take  walks  in  the  country  for  his  health.  He 
combined  this  exercise  with  the  study  of  ornithology  which  he  later 
used  on  his  radio  programme. 

My  ambition  is  to  break  into  radio.  Two  fields  of  radio  appeal 
to  me — acting  and  announcing.  It  takes  years  of  experience  and  hard 
work  to  become  a  top  notch  radio  artist.  Since  I  am  not  old  enough 
to  take  the  special  course  at  the  university  I  have  enrolled  in  a  dra- 
matic school  course  covering  details  of  stage,  film  and  radio.  At  first 
this  career  work  is  liable  to  be  unsteady  so  it  is  best  to  have  another 
career  which  gives  experience.  For  this  I  have  chosen  elocution 
teaching.  I  have  almost  completed  a  three-year  teacher's  course  in 
this  subject. 

MARY  CHADWICK,  10-B,  S.J.C.S. 
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THE  LOYALISTS 

It  was  the  morning  of  June  17th,  175  6,  and  we  boanded  ship 
for  America.  My  father  and  two  brothers,  Bill  and  Paul,  had 
boarded  ship  an  hour  ago  and  had  put  our  few  cherished  belongings 
in  a  safe  corner.  We  set  sail  from  the  shores  of  England,  never 
to  return  again.  Mother  was  heart-broken.  I,  too,  was  sorrowful 
but  the  excitement  was  slowly  overcoming  my  grief.  Dad  and  my 
brothers  were  looking  forward  with  eagernesis  to  the  new  life  that 
lay  before  them.     Homes,  liberty  and  freedom  were  beyond. 

In  case  you  are  wondering,  I'm  Mary  Shannon  and  I'm  seven- 
teen. Bill  is  twenty,  and  Paul,  nineteen;  Elizabeth  is  fifteen.  Sheila 
eleven  and  Kathleen  four.  Paddie  is  my  twin,  and  Terry  is  four- 
teen.    We  are  ten  Shannons. 

We  boarded  the  ship  in  a  hurry  for  it  was  nearly  time  to  sail. 
I  heard  Dad  telling  Mother  and  the  boys  that  we  were  bound  for 
Nova  Scotia,  and  if  the  tales  concerning  the  settlements  there  were 
true,  the  new  life  would  be  hard.  A  few  days  later  a  storm  broke. 
Everything  was  tied  securely  to  the  ship.  Many  of  the  passengers 
were  sick  from  the  rolling — ^Mother  and  I  took  care  of  them.  After 
many  hard  days  we  saw  the  shores. 

We've  been  here  for  ten  years  now — what  a  wonderful  life  it 
has  been!  When  I  look  out  at  the  stars  at  night,  I  thank,  with  a 
full  heart,  the  God  Who  made  me,  for  the  new  home  He  gave  me. 
liberty,  freedom  and  God's  good  earth,  have  been  mine — ^and  will 
be  mine  for  time  to  come. 

Barbara    Markle,     10-B,    S.J.C.S. 


MY  VOYAGE  AND  SETTLEMENT  IN  CANADA 

On  a  damp,  cold  Friday,  the  May  family,  of  which  I  was  the 
youngster,  left  Boston  harbour  to  a  new  land  of  which  we  knew 
very  little,  bu^t  we  met  many  people  who  were  later  our  friends 
and  neighbours. 

At  last  we  reached  our  destination,  a  siiiall  port  on  Cape  Bre- 
ton Island,  in  the  year  1784.  There  were  many  of  us  Loyalists,  all 
hoping  for  a  new  start  in  life  in  this  new  land.  I  rememl)er  no- 
ticing how  different  things  were  from  where  we  lived  in  Boston. 

The  British  Government  gave  us  grants  of  land  inland,  and 
with  our  few  precious  belongings  packed'  on  a  horse-drawn  cart,  we 
began  a  rough  iourney  to  what  was  to  be  our  home.  My  father  was 
very  happy  at  the  nrospect  of  good  farming  land.  My  mother  dis- 
liked the  weather  from  the  beginning. 

On  reaching  the  land  which  was  to  be  ours  we  found  it  covered 
with  trees  but  the  soil  was  fertile!  How  kind  and  friendly  every- 
one was!  Everyone  worked  together.  The  men  built  the  houses 
and  cleared  away  the  trees — the  wood  being  saved  for  winter. 

Our  crops  were  a  grand  success  that  summer  and  our  future 
did  not  look  so  black.  In  the  Fall  a  Mr.  James  Brown  came  to  our 
community  to  begin  a  general  store,  which  was  a  God'send. 

Monica   May.    10-D.    S.J.C.S. 
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UNITED   LOYALISTS   TRAVEL 

It  was  otiily  a  small  ship,  large  enough  to  hold  at  the  most 
twenty  passengers.     The  captain  seemed  to  be  truly  part  of  the  ship. 

Thursday,  August  29.   (1780) 

We  started  the  voyage  today  to  the  land  people  called  America. 
The  wind  had  been  in  our  favour  all  day,  the  ocean  as  calm  as 
might  be  expected.  There  are  13  passengers  aboard,  all  seem  to  be 
comfortable. 

Thursday,  September  4,   (1780) 

This  week  pas4;  has  been  quite  smooth;  at  this  speed  we  will  be 
but  two  more  weeks  on  the  ocean.  I  met  a  man  this  morning,  an 
odd  fellow;  his  name  is  McArdle,  and  is  rather  hard  to  make  con- 
versation with.  He  said  the  cause  for  so  many  going  to  America 
is  persecution  in  Britain.  This  was  not  exactly  startling  news, 
because  one  can  almost  tell  by  the  look  in  one's  eyes  if  there  is 
sorrow   or   happiness. 

Thiu'sday,  December  4  (1780) 

In  this  past  month  the  weather  has  been  terrifying. 

Last  night  the  canvas  from  the  main  mas't  was  torn  by  the  fierce 
wind.  We  have  sprung  a  leak;  all  deck  hands  have  to  pump  water 
every  two  out  of  four  hours,  a  tiresome  job.  People  are  becoiming 
restless.  I  haven't  slept  in  thirty-six  hours.  I  haven't  had  dry 
clothes  on  now  for  over  a  week;  we  expect  more  of  this  kind  of 
weather. 

Momlay,  December  17th,   (1780) 

We  landed  Christmas  Day.  What  a  maivellous  Christmas  box! 
It  was  two  nights  ago,  we  sig'hted  the  shores  of  America.  What  a 
beautiful  thought.     At  present  we  are  in  Boston. 

.lulianna   Roach,    10-D.   S.J.C.S. 


NEW  HOMES  FOR  THE  LOYALISTS 

It  was  noon  when  the  terrible  news  dawned  upon  us!  We 
were  a  large  family,  in  Pennyslvania  during  the  American  Revolu- 
tion, and  my  Father  told  us  that  our  loyalty  to  the  flag  would  force 
us  to  leave  our  beloved  colony  for  Canada.  Our  hearts  froze  with 
terror  aaid  sorrow.  With  heavy  hearts  we  gathered  up  O'ur  few 
belongings  and  set  out  on  a  boat  crowded  with  sobbing,  hysterical 
people.  I  remember  being  proud  of  my  family,  who  huddled 
together,  trying  to  conceal  their  grief. 

It  was  a  long,  hard  journey.  I  sat  and  stared  into  the  fog  of  a 
Canadian  harbour,  knowing  we  were  nearing  Nova  Scotia,  yet 
feeling  so  numb  that  I  did  not  care?  However,  the  excitement 
awaiting  me  and  my  curiosity,  put  back  some  of  my  sadly  wrung 
heart  strings  and  I  was  soon  watching  anxiously  for  land.  I  thought 
of  our  loyalty  to  England  and  I  knew  that  my  heart  was  singing: 

We  landed  in  the  gray  dawn,  and  were  handed  over  to  the  con- 
fused men  who  were  supiplying  homes  for  the  immigrants.  Everywhere 
new  huts  were  springing  up  and  the  people  hurrying  to  and  fro  did 
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not  look  desolate.  After  Father  talked  with  these  men.  he  turned 
to  u^,  and  with  a  happy  smile,  quietly  told  Mother  that  we  would 
be  provided  for. 

My  Mother,  a  brave  cheerful  woman,  set  out  at  once  to  make 
our  new  home  a  comfortable  one.  Soon  our  little  cottage,  with 
its  large  plot  of  farmland,  looked  homey.  I  remember  one  night 
— when  I  could  not  sleep — creeping  out  into  the  main  room.  I 
found  Mother  starint.'  into  the  fire  with  tears  on  her  clieeks.  My 
heart  swelled,  at  her  loneliness,  and  I  flung  myself  into  lier  arms, 
and  we  sat  rocking  slowly  back  and  forth,  allowing  the  bitterness  to 
pour  out  of  our  hearts  in  hot  tears.  When  Father  came  in,  I  saw 
how  it  grieved  him,  and  as  I  scampered  off  to  bed.  I  saw  my  Mother 
smile  through  her  lonely  tears  at  Father.  The  loneliness  was  gone! 
This  new  land  was,  at  las't,  a  part  of  us! 

It  was  with  busy  minds  and  bodies  that  we  spent  the  next 
year!  I  remember  the  patience  and  helpfulness  we  learned  to  render 
one  another.  How  we  loved  our  little  town,  church  and  the  cheery 
social  life  which  our  old  and  new  friends'  shared  with  us.  Our 
land  yielded  good  crops,  and  my  Father's  interest  in  timber  pros- 
pered. Mother  found  happiness  in  our  humble,  whitewashed  home, 
and  she  had  indeed  made  it  a  lovely  place  to  dwell  in.  We  loved 
our  friends  and  we  prospered — both  in  worldly  matters  and  in  the 
formation  of  solid  characters. 

Our  proudest,  most  exalted  moments  were  when  we  watched 
the  British  flag  flying.  We  knew  that  loyalty  had  paid  and  that 
our  life  was  joyous.  But,  best  of  all,  we  know  that  of  this  great 
Dominion  we  were  a  part — an  important  part! 

Mary  Sue  McGee,   10-D,  S.J.C.S. 


MY  TRIP  TO  CANADA 

"When  will  we  l)e  there?"  impatiently  asked  a  little  girl  of 
her  mother. 

"Soon.  dear,  soon",  she  was'  told. 

But  it  was  not  soon.  Our  voyage  had  been  rough,  but  it  was 
even  rougher  before  we  would  sail  into  the  St.  Laiwrence  River. 
The  food  supply  was  running  short  when,  after  a  month  of  sailing. 
we  reached   Canada. 

Yes.  we  had  come  to  the  land  of  our  dreams.  Landing  at 
Halifax  we  started  a  small  town.  In  a  few  days  you  could  see  the 
crude  buildings  to  be  our  home.  Children  were  playing  in  the  small 
narrow  s'treet.  while  mothers  sat  in  their  houses  sipinning  and  weav- 
ing cloth. 

These  peo\ple  never  uttered  a  complaint,  but  were  cheerful  and 
wiliin'g  to  help  each  other.  Soon  their  houses  began  to  show  the 
touch  of  artistic  hands  and  Halifax  was  a  thriving  little  town. 

Ships  were  now  coming  into  its  harbour,  thus  this  town  was 
becoming  a  trade  and  commerce  centre.  Yes,  the  Loyalists  had 
made  good.  Today  Halifax,  a  busy  naval  centre,  owes  much  to 
the  United  Empire  Loyalists! 

Margaret   Pelletier,   10-D,  S.J.C.S. 
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MOVINXJ  IS  XO  FIX 

Our  life  had  become  wearisome  in  Yorkshire,  and  after  a  long 
discussion  with  Pa  and  Hattie,  we  decided  to  go  to  America  on  the 
eleventh  of  November.  It  was  August  then  and  Hattie  (that's 
my  daughter)  and  I  were  kept  busy  sewing  and  mending  and  pack- 
ing, in  preparation  for  our  journey. 

The  day  finally  arrived,  and  with  the  McPhersons,  Jamesons, 
Pattersons  and  Herringtons,  we  were  on  our  way.  The  ship  had 
an  after  deck  six  feet  long,  mind  you,  and  altogether,  it  was  twenty- 
five  feet  in  length!  For  the  first  week,  all  went  well,  with  no 
casualties  except  that  Edward  Winslow  Herrington  cut  his  knee. 

All  the  next  week  everybody  was  sick,  including  Pa  and  Hattie. 
The  food;,  when  we  did  eat,  was  bread,  dried  peas,  cabbage  and 
stronig,  bitter  coffee.  It  tasted  like  mud!  Outside,  a  storm  raged 
more  fierce  than  it  had  in  the  last  sixty-nine  years.  The  boat  was 
tossed  to  and  fro,  and  we  all  remained  huddled  in  our  bunks,  cold, 
sick,  and  wishing  that  we  had  never  come. 

At  last,  on  the  second  of  January,  1S54.  we  pulled  into  a  little 
cove.  As  we  looked  over  the  so-called  harbour  we  saw  nothing  but 
wilderness,  a  few  shacks  and  a  Union  Jack.  I  helped  Pa  and 
Hattie  lake  our  things  down  the  gangplank.  When  we  reached 
solid  ground  the  chaplain  (a  gool  soul.  God  bless  him)  s'uggested 
that  we  kneel  and  offer  a  prayer  of  thanks.  We  did,  but  our  minds 
were  scarcely  on  it  for  we  were  thinking  of  our  next  meal,  and 
where  we  were  .goiuig  to  sleep.  Bui.  happily,  we  were  supplied  with 
a  sort  of  tent,  and  wrapping  ourseilves  in  blankets,  we  slept  soundly 
— after  our  supper  of  herb  tea  and  s'tale  oatmeal  cookies. 

Ten  Years  Later — We  have  a  nice  little  settlement  now,  with 
just  a  few  of  us  neighbours  in  a  friendly  little  colony.  Edward 
Winslow  Herrington  and  our  Hattie  make  a  quiet  couple,  and  they 
will  be  married  in  a  couple  of  months.  My!  It  seems  only  like  a  few 
days  since  they  were  playing  together  in  the  sand-tpit.  Pa  and 
Edward's  papa  are  building  them  their  house.  It's  going  to  be 
a  big  wedding  and  the  Governor  is  coming.  But,  somehow,  I  think 
it's  going  10  be  lonesome  with  Hattie  gone! 

Kalhleen    O'Brien,    10-B,    S.J.C.S. 


THE  LOST  DAY 


On  Ash  Wednesday  I  made  a  queer  resolution:  I  gave  up 
losing  days. 

All  the  days  lost  by  saying,  "in  a  moment,"  or,  "just  second," 
could  not  be  counted.  But  it  is  remarkable  the  time  ^I  have  saved 
since  my  resolution. 

Every  morning  I  go  to  Mass  and  Holy  Communion  to  ask  God 
to  help  me.  Some  people  take  their  resolutions  in  a  solemn  way, 
but  they  break  them.  When  one  tries  to  save  the  days,  it  is  one 
after  another:  talking  in  rank,  reading  the  comics,  going  to  shows. 
It  is  really  bard  when  you  are  in  earnest.  May  my  success  help 
others  to  adont  my  motto!  "On  the  great  clock  of  time  there  i3 
but  one  word — NOW." 

M.  H.  FitzGerald,  Grade  Eight.  S.J.C.S. 
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JOURNEY  OF  THE  LOYALISTS 

The  journey  began  from  New  York  on  July  22.  1784.  It  wa-s  a 
choppy  sea  that  greeted  the  first  immigrants  to  Nova  Scotia.  John 
Hopkins,  the  leader,  was  continually  telling  the  peo.ple  of  the  hard- 
ships to  be  encountered  in  the  New  Land.  There  were  150  men  and 
about  9  5  women  and  children.  Hopkin's  faithful  assistant,  Murray, 
was  busy  making  plans  for  the  clearing  of  the  land  and  the  building 
of  homes. 

At  liast  the  shore  was  sighted  far  to  the  west.  Once  on  land 
the  people  seemed  happy.  The  men  began  cutting  and  clearing 
while  the  women  attended  to  their  needs.  There  was  a  general 
atmosphere  of  work.  As  Hopkins^  feared,  they  soon  ran  out  of 
tools.  Determination  goes  on  even  if  people  do  run  out  of  man- 
made  things,,  and  after  a  few  v/eeks  new  methods  were  used  and  new 
tools  manufactured.  At  last  the  settlement  was  complete,  and  they 
chose  a  governor  for  their  community.  On  "Election  Day"  Hopkins 
was  elected.     The  settlement  was  complete. 

The  United  Empire  Loyalists,  who  were  true  to  Britain  in  her 
time  of  peril,  have  in  their  descendants  of  today  those  who  will 
keep  Canada  free. 

Patricia    Moher,    10-D.    S.J.C.S. 


A  NEW  LIFE 


My  name  is  Anne  MacDonald.  and  as  I  start  my  story,  it  is  the 
beginning  of  the  American  Revolution.  I  and  my  family  up  tO'  this 
time  had  lived  in  Boston.  When  we  heard  of  the  war  my  father 
immediately  set  out  to  pack  up  our  belongings.  We  must  leave 
Boston  for  British  territory. 

The  most  suitable  place  to  go  was  Nova  Scotia,  because  many 
of  father's  fi'iends  had  visited  there  and  returned  with  glowing 
I'eports.  There  were  good  harbours,  plenty  of  space  and  good  fertile 
soil.     And  so  we  set  out  for  this  land  of  promise. 

We  travelled  by  land  to  Fredericton.  New  Brunswick,  and 
from  there  to  Moncton.  Here  we  boarded  a  ship  for  Cape  Breton. 
We  chose  this  ideal  spot  for  our  new  home.  While  father  and  a 
few  men  built  our  home.  Mother,  my  sister  and  myself  stayed  in  the 
home  of  a  friend.  In  two  months  our  cabin  was  ready,  and  with 
glad  hearts,  we  moved  in. 

As  looked  around  ai  our  new  home,  the  sadness  of  a  de(parture 
from  Boston  left  me.  I  looked  to  the  future,  and  my  heart  swelled 
with  happiness.     This  was  the  beginning  of  a  new  life. 

Ann  Wiertz,  10-D,  S.J.C.S. 


>IIDNIGHT 

Jack  and  John  decided  to  spend  the  night  in  a  tent.  Alas,  a 
storm  came  up  and  they  were  frightened.  Lightning  struck  the  pole 
and  then  the  tent  fell  down.  Their  parents  came  to  their  rescue 
and    they  were   safe. 

Shirley  Doiron,  Grade  Six,  S.J.C.S 
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BETTER  PLAN 

One  hot  day  Joan  and  I  pushed  out  in  a  canoe  into  the  middle  of 
Shadow  Lake. 

Suddenly  a  black  snake  came  through  the  water.  Joan  pressed 
the  side  of  the  canoe  and  we  landed  in  the  water.  Being  swimmers 
we  had  no  fear  except  fear  of  that  snake  which  by  now  had  wound 
its  body  around  a  paddle  in  the  canoe.  We  flipped  the  canoe  and 
the  snake  and  paddle  went  into  the  water.  We  decided  to  swim.  A 
man  fishing  heard  our  screams  and  picked  us  up  a  short  distance 
from  the  canoe.       Now  we  do  not  go  out  far  alone  in  a  canoe. 

M.  Walsh,  Grade  VIII,  S.J.C.S. 


WHO  FINDS  KEEPS? 

''Well.  Ruthie,  you  got  here  early,"  said  Father  Berkley,  "will 
you  run  up  to  the  church  and  get  my  breviary?"  Ruthie  ran. 

Returning,  she  picked  up  a  brooch  studded  with  diamonds. 

"It  must  be  Mrs.  Clark's!"  Ruthie  thought.  "I'll  give  it  to  her 
when  I  see  her." 

Within  her  a  voice  was  saying: 

"You  could  sell  it  or  pawn  it." 

The  brooch  went  into  her  pocket  but  Ruth  had  lost  her  appetite. 

When  reading  the  paper  that  evening  Ruth's  father  exclaimed: 
"Old  Mrs.  Clark  has  lost  a  brooch.     Big  reward  too!" 

Ruthie  felt  ill.  What  was  she  to  do?  Her  father  looked  over 
at  her.     "What's  the  matter,  Ruthie? 

"Er-er-Well — I  might  as  well  tell.  I  found  the  brooch  and  was 
going  to  sell  it",  sobbed  Ruthie. 

"You — What!  Ruthie  you're  going  over  now  to  Mrs.  Clark  to 
return  the  brooch." 

Ruthie  walked  gloomily  down  the  street  to  Mrs.  Clark's,  rang 
the  doorbell,  and  was  ushered  to  the  parlour.  Mrs.  Clark  came  in 
and  Ruthie  quickly  gave  her  the  brooch. 

"I'll  send  your  father  the  reward."  Mrs.  Clark  said,  and  Ruthie 
was  shown  to  the  door  feeling  much  happier. 

M.  Gillespie,  Grade  VIII,  S.J.C.S. 


A   MGHT  AMONG  THE  PINES 

As  the  rosy  haze  of  evening  stole  silently  away,  and  the  gloom 
of  the  night  settled,  a  lone  wolf  howled  on  a  hill  nearby.  A  chat- 
tering magpie  told  a  story  to  the  family.  The  pines  whispered  the 
story  of  God's  love  to  the  brook  which  gurgled  alleluias  in  response 
as  it  wended  its  way  towards  the  ocean.  The  dew  settled  on  the 
grass  and  the  murmurs  ceased.  Silently  and  unnoticed  in  the  bound- 
less heaven  shone  stars,  the  "forget-me-nots"  of  the  angels.  The 
white  moon  came  from  his  hiding  place  among  the  clouds  and  I  fell 
into  a  dreamless  sleep.  The  matins  of  the  robins  wakened  me  to  a 
new  day. 

M.  Beaudoin,  Grade  Eight.  S.J.C.S. 
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TERRIFIED 

Miss  Brown  and  her  daugliLer  were  in  Winnipeg  for  a  holiday. 
They  were  in  a  crowd  and  I,  ten-year-oM  Irene,  got  lost.  Irene 
had  followed  a  lady  who  had  on  a  coat  like  her  mother's  into  a 
museum.  She  found  it  was  not  her  mother,  but  started  looking 
around.  She  heard  a  bell  and  tried  to  get  out  but  the  door  was 
locked  and  she  had  to  spend  the  night  there.  She  dreamed  of  the 
large  black  statue  above  her.  A  stuffed  lion  was  terrifying  and  to 
avoid  him  she  ran  into  a  glass  case,  smashing  it.  Then  she  lay  down 
tired  out  and  slept  till  the  door  was  opened  next  morning.  Wasn't 
she  happy  to  see  her  mother  again. 

■    Marga   D'Angelo.   Grade  Six,   S.J.C.S. 


AX  OLD  SCHOOL  BOOK 

I  was  cnr-e  a  new  l)ook  wiih  a  dark  blue  cover.  I  grew  old  and 
shaggy  for  I  was  thrown  around  and  no  one  cared  for  me.  Just 
yesterday  I  got  a  surprise — a  new  clean  cover  and  I  am  very  happy. 

Sally    Natal.    Grade    Six.    S.J.C.S. 


A  DIME 


I  was  dug  out  of  an  Ontario  nickle  mine,  a  little  bit  of  a  great 
big  piece  of  ore.  Then  with  others  I  was  taken  to  a  factoa-y  and 
my  shape  changed  and  I  became  a  dime,  in  a  bank.  I  was  taken  out 
and  given  to  a  little  girl.  I  am  still  with  her  but  I  heard  her  &ay  she 
was  going  to  .give  me  to  the  missions' — 'to  add  to  a  line  of  dimes. 

E.    Jarmicka,    Grade    Six,    S.J.C.S. 


AX  OLD  HORSE 

I  was  a  young  and  beautiful  horse  once  and  my  masiter  was  an 
army  captain  overseas.  We  fought  many  battles  together.  Once  I 
knew  my  master  was  nervous.  He  patted  me  and  said,  "This  is 
the  worst  yet.  old  boy."  The  cannon  roared  so  I  could  hear  no  more. 
I  woke  lying  beside  my  master  and  we  were  taken  in  a  truck  to  a 
place  where  we  were  both  cared  for.  I  live  in  a  lovely  meadow 
now  and  my  master  tells  me  he  Is  gra^teful  to  me. 

Joan  Beauregard,  Grade  Six,  S.C.J.S. 


3IY  CAT 


IVIy  cat  is  tiny  and  looks  just  like  a  muff.  She  is  just  a  baby 
and  is  playful.  Her  colour  is  orange  and  gold  with  a  plain  white 
body.  Her  ways  are  gentle  if  you  are  gentle  with  her.  If  you  are 
rough  she  will  scratch  you.  She  likes  best  warm  milk  with  bread 
dipped  in  it.  Sometimes  when  we  run  out  of  milk  we  give  her  liver. 
My  cat  never  eats  meat  on  Friday.  Her  bed  is  under  the  stove  and 
we  cover  her  with  a  knitted  quilt.     I  would  not  give  her  up  for  gold. 

Marleue    Bernardo,    Grade    Six,    S.J.C.S. 
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LOYOLA  COLLEGE 

MONTREAL 

Conducted  by  the  Jesuit  Fathers 

B.A.  Ck)urse  with  optional  work  in  Pre-Law,  Pre-Medical  Studies,  etc. 

B.Sc.  Course  for  students  in  Engineering  and  all  who  wish  to  major  in 

Ohemistry,  Physics,  Mathematics. 

Catholic  Philosophy  and  kindred  cultural  subject  in  both  courses. 

Canadian  Officers'  Training  Corps — Public  Speaking — Dramatics — Athletics. 

LOYOLA    HIGH    SCHOOL 

An  Intermediate  School  of  Recognized  Standing. 

LOYOLA    PREPARATORY    SCHOOL 

A  boarding  school  staffed  by  Jesuit  teachers,  for  pupils  in  the  highest  class 

of  Primary  School  (i.e.,  in  Quebec,  ready  for  seventh  grade,  In  Ontario,  ready 

for  Senior  IV)  to  prepare  them  for  entrance  to  Loyola  High  School. 

For  further  information  write: 

REV.  EDWARD  M.  BROWN,  S.J.,  Rector 
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Toronto 
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Institutions  of  Higher  Leamiug 

Students  are    invited    to  call   at 

Newman   Hall  on  arrival  in 

Toronto 

Open   during   Summer   School 

Residence    for    Men    Students 

Correspondence  Invited 

81)  St.  George  St..  Toronto 

Rev.  Joseph  E.  McHenrj.  M.A., 
Rector. 
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St.  Michael's  Hospital 
Toronto,  Canada 
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STEAM   FITTERS'    SUPPLIES 
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Introducing  a  few  of  your  Breakfast  Club  entertainers:    Left  to  right,  baritone  Jack 

Owens>  announcer  Don  Dowd,  {standing),  master  of  ceremonies  Don  McNeill,  Naacy 

Mania,  and  Sam  Cowling,  Don's  most  persistent  heckler! 


Viant  to  laugh?  Listen  to 

The  Breakfast  Club! 


"Wlien  crazy-man  Don  McNeill 
gets  going  anything  can  hap- 
pen! Furthermore  it  usually 
does!  Besides  all  the  zany 
going-on  there's  plenty  of 
music,  sweet,  hot  and  sending! 


Make  your  mornings  brighter, 
your  whole  day  chipper,  by 
listening  to  Swift's  BREAK- 
FAST CLUB  every  morning 
Monday  thru*  Friday  over  the 
Trans-Canada  network. 


SWIFT  CANADIAN  CO.  LIMITED 

Makers  of  Premium  Ham  and  Bacon;  Silverleaf  Lard;  Jewel 
Shortening;  Prem;  Brookfield  Butter,  Eggs  and  Cheese 
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THE   WHYTE    PACKING    CO.    LTD. 

FRESH  EGGS  and  BUTTER  Received  Daily 
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RICE,  BARLEY,  DRIED  PEA    BEANS,  etc. 

78-80  Front  St.  East,  Toronto.  Elgin  0121 
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and 
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Made  by 

IDEAL  BREAD  CO.  Limited 
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WILL  &  BAUMER 
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Joseph  L.  Seitz,  President 
135  Victoria   St.  TORONTO  279  Bay   St. 

Branches  in  all  Canadian  cities 
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COMPLIMENTS 
OF 


CANADA  VEILING  COMPANY 
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Compliments    of 

DALTON  ENGINEERING  AND 

CONSTRUCTION 

COMPANY  LIMITED 

587  Fleet  Street  West  Toronto,  Ontario 
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Pigott  Construction 

Company,  Limited 

Engineers  and  Contractors 

FOR 

Addition   to  St.   Joseph's  Hospital,   Toronto. 
New  Mercy  Hospital,  Sunnyside,  Ont. 
Addition  to  St.  Michael's  Nurses  Home,  Toronto. 
New  Loretto  Abbey,  Armour  Heights,  Toronto. 
Basilica  of  Christ  the  King,  Hamilton. 
McMaster  University  Buildings,  Hamilton. 

HAMILTON  CANADA 

(Pigott  Building) 


3.  Sofiar 

FUNERAL 
DIRECTOR 
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Midway  7233 


SPECIAL 
Superior  Optical  Co. 
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We  make  glasses  only 

from   a  prescription 
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KINGSDALE  9265 


Dr.  Harold  J.  Murphy 
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WYANDOTTE  SODA,  STARCH, 

CHIjORIDE      of      lime,      SOAP, 

INDELIBLE  >L4RKING  INK, 

BLUE,      MARKING  TAGS, 

BUTTONS 


2  High  Park  Boulevard 
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Regiopolis  College 

KINGSTON,  ONTARIO 
For  RESIDENT  and  DAY  STUDENTS 

Conducted  by  the  JESUIT  FATHERS 
Ontario  High  Srliool  Courses  includinfj  full  Honour  Matriculation 


Applications  and  inquiries  should  be  addressed  to 


THE  REGISTRAR 

REGIOPOLIS  OOLI^EGE.  KINGSTON,  ONT. 


PLEASE   PATRONIZE    OUR    ADVERTISERS 
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AVORN  OUT 

I  am  an  old  automobile  in  a  farm  garage  for  years.  A  city  man 
bought  me,  painted  me,  put  on  new  tires  and  said,  "You  look  fine 
now",  and  I  felt  happy.  My  owner  takes  me  to  business  every  day 
and  he  likes  me  and  I  like  him. 

Lauretta   Spellman.   Grade   Six.    S.J.C.S. 


MY  DOLL 


I  have  a  lovely  doll  named  Sally  Ann.  She  is  as  big  as'  a  baby, 
has  rosy  cheeks,  blue  eyes  and  golden  ringlets.  She  wears  a  blue 
dress  trimmed  with  white  and  rose.  Her  hands  are  outstretched  as 
if  to   welcome   her   friends. 

Loretto  Masternack,  Grade  Six,  S.J.C.S. 


THE  ARM  CHAIR 

I  was  chopped  down  in  a  forest,  put  on  a  truck  and  taken  to 
the  sawmill.  Then  I  went  through  a  machine  and  came  out  flat 
and  smooth.  Then  a  man  made  me  iu'to  a  chair  and  a  woman 
bought  me  and  put  me  in  front  of  the  fireplace.  Visitors  asked  if  I 
were  comfortable  and  my  o'wner  said  "YES". 

Rita   Anne   Irwin,   Grade  Six,   S.J.C.S. 


BLACKIE 


Helen  took  her  l)ig  collie  to  the  river  when  she  wanted  to  skate. 
The  ice  broke  and  Helen  fell  into  eight  feet  of  water.  Blackie,  her 
dog,  ran  for  help.  Helen  woke  up  in  her  bed.  After  that  she  never 
went  skating  without  Blackie. 

Joan    Beauregard,    Grade    Six,    S.J.C.S. 


A  MISTAKE 


Ethel  wroite  to  her  uncle  and  to  her  teacher  and  she  put  the 
letters  in  the  wrong  envelopes.  What  would  happen?  A  letter 
came  to  her  next  day  from  her  teachei-:  "Dear  Ethel:  I  think  you 
must  mave  mixed  the  letters.  I  am  not  doing  road  work  in  South 
America."     Ethel  is  more  careful  now. 

Joan  Beauregard,  Grade  Six,  S.J.C.S. 


FRIGHTENED 


I  was  alone  in  the  house  and  when  it  was  dark  I  heard  a  noise 
in  the  basement.  I  summoned  courage  and  went  down.  Just  near 
the  window  a  man  was  climbing  out.  I  was  terrified,  but  he  evi- 
dently was  too.  When  my  parents  came  home  they  thought  I 
looked  very  tired.     Yes,  I   was. 

Olga  Boorman.  Grade  Six,  S.J.C.S. 
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ST.  JOSEPH'S  COLLEGE 

Cor.  Queen's  Park  and  St.  Albans  St. 
TORONTO,    CANADA 


Women's  Department  of  St.  Michael's  College 

Federated  with  the  University  of  Toronto  for  all  Courses  leading  to  a 

Degree  in  Arts 

E-vcellent    residence    accommodation    and    ideal    facilities    for    study 


St.  Joseph's  College-School 


St.  Albans  Street 
TORONTO 


Resident  and  Day-School  for  Students  in  Collegiate, 
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J"^ROM  generation  to  generation,  Canadians  have  put  their  trust 
in  the  Bank  of  Montreal.  «<»*£»«»  First  in  Canada,  and  founder  of 
the  country's  banking  system,  the  B  of  M  has  been  working 
with  Canadians  on  every  banking  day  since  November  3rd,  1817, 

Bank  of  Montreal 
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WHAT  CAN   WE    OFFER    HIM? 

OU  1   ot  the  EasL  journeyed  ihe  W'ise    Men,    Casper, 
Balthassar,  and  Melchior  to  find  the  Child  of  the 
Most  High. 

Having  found  Him  they  ^vorshipped  Him  and, 
offered  Him  gifts  of  gold,  frankincense  and  myrrh.  To 
these  believing  Gentiles  the  consoling  mystery  of  the 
Incarnation  ^vas  made  kno^vn.  They  are  oiu'  spiritual 
ancestors  in  the  faith  and  represented  us  in  that  visit  to 
Bethlehem  ^vhere  they  foinid  the  Child  ^vith  Mary  His 
Mother.  Today  ^ve  take  their  place  before  the  Infant 
Christ  and  imitate  these  generotis  Magi.  The  tiniest 
child  knows  that  the  Jesukin  will  be  glad  to  accept  as 
gifts,  our  humble  hearts  as  His  o^vn  Bethlehem,  there 
He  "will  rest  in  the  s^vaddling  clothes  of  the  Great  Sacra- 
ment of  His  Divine  Love. 
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THE  ORIENT  FROM  ON   HIGH 

By  REVEREND  V.  F.  KIENBERiGER,  O.P. 

TIIE  Bethlehem  folk  had  remained  indifferent  to  the  newly- 
born  Infant  "wrapped  in  swaddling  clothes — in  a  man- 
ger." They  were  heedless  of  the  shepherds'  visit  to  this  C'hild, 
for  poverty  and  lowly  birth  straightway  placed  them  beneath 
the  notice  of  artisans  and  other  men-about-town.  The  magi's 
coming  caused  little  excitement  in  the  village,  for,  being  for- 
eigners, they  were  deserving  of  scant  attention.  Hardly  a  word 
of  farewell  or  of  inquiry  passed  the  lips  of  the  other  mothers 
of  Bethlehem  when  Mary  was  leaving  the  coldness  of  the  man- 
ger-cave and  the  inhospitable  town  to  present  the  Child  and 
herself  in  the  temple  for  the  ceremonj'  of  Purification. 

Her  comfort  was  in  the  Scriptures  and  in  the  fact  that  the 
Lord  God  had  "regarded  the  lowliness  of  His  handmaid"  (St. 
Luke  1,  48).  She  suffered  Bethlehem's  indifference  in  silence, 
preferring  to  remember  the  simple  faith  of  the  shepherds  and 
the  wondrous  things  they  had  related.  "Mary  kept  in  mind 
all  these  words,  pondering  them  in  her  heart"  (St.  Luke  2,  20). 

The  quiet  hills  were  drowsing  in  the  winter's  haze  as  Jos- 
eph, Mary  and  the  Child  Jesus  set  out  in  a  northerly  direction 
for  the  Ploly  City.  The  sky  had  faded  to  a  leaden  grey  and 
the  air  was  charged  "with  menace.  A  chill  earth-heavy  wind 
was  blowing  about  them.  The  ground  and  the  branches  were 
bare.  The  arable  land  was  covered  with  a  thin  shroud  of  dead 
leaves.  The  old  brown  grass  of  autumn,  the  matted  tangle  of 
thickets  and  vines,  the  weeds  and  wild  flowers  were  as  colorless 
as  a  pale  web.  It  seemed  to  the  lowl}'  Joseph  that  the  barren 
earth  was  cold  and  aloof.  He  stared  at  the  fields  and  the 
woodlands  and  the  drowsy  hills  beyond,  wondering  about  the 
future  of  his  sacred  charges.  Perhaps  he  recalled  the  apt 
words  of  Jeremias,  "My  foolish  people  have  not  known  me; 
they  are  foolish  and  senseless  children;  they  are  wise  to  do 
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evil,  but  to  do  good  they  have  no  knowledge.  I  beheld  the 
earth,  and  lo,  it  was  void,  and  nothing ;  and  the  heavens,  and 
there  was  no  light  in  them  ....  I  looked  and  behold  Carmel 
was  a  wild-erness  ....  all  the  city  is  fled  away:  they  have 
entered  into  thickets  and  have  climbed  np  the  rocks"  (Jer.  4, 
29). 

The  Man  of  Nazareth  joyfully  trudged  along  the  five-mile 
route  to  Jerusalem  before  the  lashing  wind.  He  could  hear 
muted  voices  and  the  great  of  ox-driven  carts  rumbling  over 
the  rock-strewn  road.  The  figures  of  men  and  the  beasts  of 
burden  pulling  the  wagons  were  blurred  by  the  shadowed  day- 
light. The  day  itself  was  fading  and  Joseph  was  happy  that 
the  Holy  City  was  not  far  oft".  The  long  purple  shadows  began 
groping  like  inky  fingers  across  the  Judean  sky  and  foraied 
a  perfect  backdrop  for  the  ivory-white  turrets  of  the  sacred 
temple  which  gleamed  in  the  dusts  of  the  vesper  hour.  As 
Joseph  stood  for  long  minutes  looking  up  to  Mount  Sion,  his 
face  became  luminous,  like  that  of  a  priest  of  the  Temple  who 
has  just  finished  his  prayers  and  turns  back  to  the  ordinary 
tasks  of  the  day.  The  humble  carpenter  rejoiced  that  he  had 
safely  conducted  the  Lady  Mary  and  the  Child  of  the  Most 
High  to  the  courts  of  Jahweh.  "And  when  the  days  of  her 
purification  were  fulfilled  according  to  the  law  of  Moses, 
they  took  Him  up  to  Jerusalem  to  present  Him  to  the  Lord — 
as  it  was  written  in  the  Law  of  the  Lord"  (St.  Matt.  5,  18). 

The  temple  atmosphere  was  heavy  with  the  fragrance  of 
incense.  Humbly  Our  Lady  took  her  place  with  the  other 
mothers  who  had  journeyed  to  the  holy  place  in  fulfillment  of 
the  Law.  The  fragrance  of  humility  was  distilled  in  her  mater- 
nal heart.  She  sought  no  privilege  tliough  her  position  -was 
unique  among  all  the  other  mothers  who  had  come  to  the 
Temple  on  this  sacred  day.  No  whispered  term  of  endear- 
ment whispered  by  her  to  the  Divine  Child  revealed  His  ident- 
ity. Mary  assumed  no  superior  attitude  during  the  ceremony 
but  obediently  submitted  to  the  Law  and  with  native  humil- 
ity shining  forth  through  every  act  of  her  participation  in 
the  sacred  rite.     Moreover,  Our  Lady  laid  claim  to  no  prero- 
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gative ;  she  sealed  her  toaehing-  simplicity  by  presenting  the 
gift  of  the  poor, — two  turtle  doves  as  thank-oft'ering. 

Joseph  and  ]\Iary  stood  quietly  in  the  light  of  the  Temple 
candelabrum  which  shone  about  them  as  they  beheld  the  holy 
Simeon  holding  the  divine  child  with  reverential  awe  into  the 
Face  of  the  Orient  from  on  High.  He  gently  pressed  Mary's 
Babe  to  his  heart  and  then  placed  Him  in  the  arms  of  the  Bless- 
ed Mother.  Simeon  then  blessed  Mary,  saying,  "Behold,  this 
Child  is  destined  for  the  fall  and  for  the  rise  of  many  in  Israel, 
and  for  a  sign  that  shall  be  contradicted.  And  thine  own  soid 
a  sword  shall  pierce,  that  the  thoughts  of  many  may  be  reveal- 
ed."   (St.  Luke  2,  35). 

Contemplating  upon  the  doleful  words  of  Simeon  to  Our 
Lady,  "Thy  own  soul  a  sword  shall  pierce,"  we  greet  her  with 
the  whole  throng  of  the  Church  Militant,  saying,  "Dear  Lady, 
you  were  chosen  to  be  the  Mother  of  the  Word  Incarnate.  Hu- 
manly speaking,  Avithout  your  acciuiescense  to  the  message  of 
the  archangel,  the  Blessed  Christ  would  dwell  in  Heaven  Word 
without  Flesh,  the  God  of  Eternal  happiness;  without  your 
humble  ''Fiat"  there  would  have  been  no  Sacramental  Saviour 
and  your  children  could  not  have  hailed  .you,  generation  after 
generation,  "Our  Ladv  of  the  Blessed  Sacrament." 


REGINA  PACIS 

LET  men  walk  slowly  as  they  near  thy  shrine 
The  homage  of  a  universe  is  thine; 
And  softly  too,— no  noisesome  echo  jars 
The  heavenly  music  of  thj^  crown  of  stars. 

Approaching  thee,  sweet  Marie,  Queen  of  Peace, 
The  turmoil  of  the  town  doth  quickly  cease. 
Oh  from  the  walks  of  Paradise  look  down 
And  quickly  pacify  the  world,  Ilis  town. 

Bernita  Marie  Miller. 
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Adoration   of  the  Magi — Gentile  de  Fahria)w 


IGAM  AND  THE  CHRISTMAS  THREE 


By  PAUL  KAY 


WE  CALL  our  little  boy  Igam.  Xow,  we  know  that's  not 
a  Christian  name,  but  still  we  use  it.  AVheii  we  mentioned 
Igani  to  Father  Reilly  at  the  baptism,  he  just  laughed.  "We'll 
name  him  John,"  he  said.  "Every  Catholic  should  have  the 
name  of  a  saint  and  whoever  heard  of  a  saint  named  Igamerjig 
or  whatever  it  is."  So,  he  "was  baptized  John.  But  Ave  still  call 
him  Igam.  Even  Father  Reilly  forgets  once  in  awhile  and  asks, 
''How's  little  Igam  today  f 

You  see  Igam  was  born  on  the  feast  of  the  Epiphany.  That 
happens  to  be  one  of  ^Marilyn's  favorite  feasts.  Marilyn  is  my 
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wife.  Igain  wasn't  exx>eeted  till  the  end  of  January  so  we 
kind  of  took  it  as  a  special  sign.  Besides,  the  first  thing  the 
little  fellow  ever  said,  when  he  was  jnst  8  days  old,  sonnded  an 
awful  lot  like  "I-Gam."  I  tried  to  tell  the  wife  that  it  was 
just  the  way  he  cried,  but  she  insisted  that  he  was  trying  to  say 
something.  "We'll  call  him  Igam."  she  said.  I  didn't  like'  the 
idea  at  first  and  tried  arguing  her  out  of  it.  I  told  her  about 
my  sister. 

"Wliy  when  she  was  just  two  days  old,"  I  said,  "she  kept 
frying  'A-lah' — A-lah,'  but  we  called  her  Dolores." 

But  the  wife  refused  to  hear  me.  "ITis  name  is  Igam,"  she 
said . 

I  did  not  give  up  that  easily.  I  used  to  sneak  into  the  kid's 
room,  when  Fd  come  home  at  night,  and  say  kind  of  soft,  ''Hi, 
ya,  Johnny,"  but  Ma.rilyn  wonld  always  hear  me.  She  has  the 
most  wonderful  ears.  What  really  sold  me  the  idea  was  some- 
thing that  happened  on  Igam's  first  Christmas. 


It  was  the  first  Christmas  eve  that  Igam  ever  celebrated. 
He  was  just  11  months  and  18  days  of  age  at  the  time.  Marilyn 
was  expecting  visitors  for  Christmas  day  so  she  had  brought 
Igam's  crib  down  into  the  parlor.  She  was  going  to  make  sure 
that  none  of  the  relatives  started  calling  him  John,  so  she 
painted  his  name  on  a  piece  of  white  cardboard.  IGAM — in  big 
red  letters,  and  this  she  hung  over  his  crib.  Now,  our  parlor 
was  not  very  big,  and  practically  half  of  the  room  was  taken 
up  by  an  old  fashioned  buffet  that  IMarilyn's  mother  had  given 
her.  The  thing  was  an  eyesore  but  Marilyn  liked  it  and,  well, 
I  liked  j\Iarilyn.  This  buffet  had  one  of  those  huge  mirrors 
that  went  out  witii  Queen  Victoria.  In  it  you  could  see  the  re- 
flection of  practically  our  whole  first  floor.  Marilj'n  said  it 
made  the  house  look  twice  as  big. 

When  Marilyn  was  hanging  the  sign  over  the  baby's  crib 
I  was  looking  into  the  mirror.  There  was  hardly  any  other 
])lace  to  look.  But  what  I  saw  really  gave  me  a  jolt.  For  when 
lliat  sign  reflected  in  the  mirror  it  did  not  read  TOAM  at  all. 
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You  know  haw  mirrors  are.  They  turn  everything  backwards. 
You  just  write  IGAM  and  hold  it  up  to  a  mirror  and  you'll  see 
what  I  mean.  Why,  the  sign  over  the  baby's  crib  said  MAGI, 
just  as  plain  as  could  be.  And  he  had  been  bom  on  the  feast  of 
the  Epiphany.  Little  Igam  Avas  a  gift  of  the  magi.  No  getting 
away  from  that.  I\Iarilyn  almost  went  hysterical  when  I  point- 
ed out  the  sign  in  the  mirror.  I  guess  no  husband  ever  heard, 
"I  told  you  so,"  as  many  times  as  I  did  in  the  next  ten  minutes. 
I  was  kind  of  peeved  for  I  felt  that  I  had  made  the  discovery, 
but  Marilyn  insisted  that  the  name  had  been  her  id^ea,  so  she 
took  all  the  credit.    Just  like  a  woman. 


Perhaps  you'll  understand  why  Marilyn  told  Father  Reilly 
about  it.  Father  never  did.  He  told  her  it  was  all  a  coinci- 
dence and  that  she'd  better  go  home  and  forget  all  about  that 
pagan  name,  Igam.  Marilyn  cried  somewhat  and  I  guess  Fath- 
er must  have  relented  for  he  told  her  to  take  good  care  of  Igam, 
when  she  left  the  rectory.  But  I'm  afraid  Marilyn  felt  it  was 
more  than  coincidence. 


Igam's  next  Christmas  was  almost  as  exciting.  He  was 
talking  then  and  poor  Marilyn  kept  showing  him  the  statues 
of  the  Magi.  I  don't  know  what  she  hoped  to  obtain  by  that, 
but  Igam  was  not  interested.  He  was  completely  fascinated 
by  the  huge  Christmas  tree  which  decorated  about  half  our 
parlor.  Marilyn  had  been  pronouncing  the  names  of  the  wise 
men  to  Igam  all  Christmas  morning.  "Bal-thas-ar,  jNIelchior, 
Cas-par"  she  would  say  patiently,  over  and  over  again.  "They 
are  the  names  of  the  three  wise  men.  Darling."  Igam  would 
listen  and  laugh.  Then  he  would  give  his  attention  to  the 
Christmas  tree  once  more.  He  seemed  to  think  that  it  was 
growing  right  out  of  our  floor.  It  was  something  that  had 
never  occurred  to  me,  even  as  a  child.  He  gurgled  his  delight 
and  kept  lisping  syllables  of  enchantment  at  the  beautiful  faiiw 
world  which  only  a  child  can  see  in  a  Christmas  tree.  Finally 
Marilyn  put  the  wise  men  away  and  sat  on  the  floor  beside 
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Igam.  She  broke  oi¥  a  piece  of  the  tree  and  put  it  in  liis  little 
hand.    "Here  is  some  Christmas  tree  for  yon,  Igam." 

Igani  studied  the  pine  leaves  very  closely.  Perhaps  the 
nearness  of  the  needles  annoyed  him;  perhaps  the  closeness  of 
the  thing  bored  him  out  of  his  fairy  world  and  back  to  real- 
ity. Suddenly  he  threw  it  from  him.  He  started  to  cry. 
"Christmas  three,  Christmas  three,''  he  lisped  mournfully. 
To  Marilyn  this  meant  onlj^  one  thing. 

"He's  crying  for  the  Christmas  three,  the  three  wise  men," 
she  beamed. 

There  wa.s  no  sense  in  telling  her  otherwise.  The  three 
wise  men  were  brought  out  again  and  I  Avill  admit  that  Igam 
grew  quite  fond  of  the  figurine  of  the  dark  little  king.  He 
kept  putting  it  into  liis  mouth  in  the  mistaken  belief  that  it 
was  candv.     ^Marilvn  insisted  he  was  trvins-  to  kiss  it. 


Now  you  may  get  to  thinking  that  Maril>  u  ^\as  kind  of 
foolish.  She's  anj-thing  but  that  and  you  can  ask  the  local 
butcher  if  any  woman  in  town  has  a  better  head  on  her 
shoulders.  He  tried  to  short-change  j\Iarilyn  just  once  and  has 
regretted  it  ever  since.  You  may  get  to  thinking  that  Marilyn 
was  kind  of  stubborn,  but  really  she  wasn't.  It  was  just  that 
Igam  was  born  on  the  feast  of  the  Epiphany  and  little  thirigs 
kept  happening,  little  things  into  which  ]\Iarilyn  read  all  kinds 
of  meanings.  Nothing  could  stop  her  from  that.  I  had  tried 
and  Father  Reilly  had  attempted  to  discourage  her.  This  or 
that  was  'just  a  coincidence'  we  told  lier.  But  Marilyn  would 
shake  her  head. 


Fortunately  little  ^Marilyn  was  born  the  summer  before 
Igani's  third  Christmas,  so  my  wife  was  too  busy  to  spend  much 
time  with  Igam  on  Christmas  da3^  As  a  matter  of  fact  we  both 
kind  of  forgot  Igam,  just  for  awhile,  and  the  rascal  slipped  out 
of  the  house  without  his  coat.  He  caught  a  bad  cold  and  on 
January  the  sixth  was  running  a  pretty  high  fever.  The  local 
doctoi^  was  awav  so  that  we  had  to  call  the  next  town.     The 
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physician  took  good  care  of  our  little  boy  but  it  was  not  until 
I  got  his  bill  that  I  realized  his  name  was  Doctor  'Balthasar. 
After  that  Marilyn  gave  me  no  peace  for  a  week. 

"Don't  you  think  it  is  about  time  that  you  stopped  saying 
coincidence.  Igam's  name,  his  birthday  on  the  Epiphany,  this 
doctor  who  practically  saved  his  life  named  Balthasar  and 
all  the  other  things — "'  j\Iarilyn  babbled  away.  "Can't  you 
see  tlie  hand  of  God  in  anything?" 

This  last  remark  kind  of  hurt  me  for  I  was  not  a  bad  fel- 
low. I  Avent  myself  to  see  Fr.  Reilly.  Very  apologetically  I 
set  the  ease  before  him. 

"The  hand  of  God  is  everywhere,"  he  told  me,  "but  w-e 
must  not  try  to  wring  miracles  out  of  merely  natural  events. 
You  go  home  and  don't  worry  any  more  about  it.  Give  my 
love  to  little  Igam." 

1  was  as  puzzled  as  ever  but  I  tried  to  laugh  my  questions 
off.    After  all.  Father  Reillv  was  a  much  wiser  man  than  I. 


Igam  began  school  the  September  before  his  fifth  birth- 
day. He  returned  each  afternoon  in  tears  and  neither 'Mari- 
lyn or  I  could  find  out  why.  It  took  us  ten  days  to  get  the 
whole  story.  The  Sister  who  taught  the  kindergarten  had 
asked  Igam  his  name  on  the  verj'  first  day.  His  replies  had 
annoA'ed  her,  for  .she  thought  he  was  being  stubborn  in  refus- 
ing to  tell  his  real  name.  She  warned  him  daily  that  all  good 
little  boA's  had  the  names  of  Saints  and  though  she  searched 
diligently  each  night  in  her  book  of  Saints  she  could  find  no 
Igam.  This  information  caused  great  stress  to  little  Igam. 
To  a  child  a' name  can  be  the  biggest  thing  in  the  world. 

]\Iarilyn  took  Igam  to  school  the  next  day.  She  had  a  long 
talk  with  Sister  and  once  it  was  understood  that  John  was  the 
lad's  real  name,  Sister  was  more  at  ease.  She  e\en  admitted 
that  the  name  Igam  had  a  quaint  little  sound.  What  disturbed 
me  was  the  way  Marilyn  praised  Sister  so  highly.  Not  that 
Sister  did  not  deserve  praise.  It  was  the  way  IMariiyn  did  it. 
You  might  as  well  know  that  ]\Iarilyn  found  out  Sister's  relig- 
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ious  name,  ^es,  Sister  Meleliior,  it  was.  Marilyn  made  no  im- 
plications. She  kept  insisting  bluntly  that  the  boy  had  said 
Igam  when  just  a  baby,  that  his  first  illness  had  been  cured 
by  Dr.  Balthasar,  that  his  first  teacher  w^as  Sister  Melchior, 
and  so  on  through  all  the  incidents  and  co-incidents  of  the 
youngster's  life.  I  just  listened.  But  I  was  afraid.  Igam  was 
getting  old  enough  to  understand,  and  if  MariljTi  kept  trying 
to  make  a  special  character  out  of  him,  the  boy  might  start  be- 
lieving it  himself.  So,  I  asked  Fr.  Reilly  to  come  over  and  talk 
to  Marilyn.  I  don't  know  what  Father  Reilly  thought  of  me — 
all  this  bother  ahout  a  name.  But  he  came. 


Father  talked  to  Marilyn  for  at  least  a  half-hour.  It  finally 
did  some  good.  He  told  her  to  keep  using  the  name  Igam,  if 
she  wanted,  but  to  remember  the  boy  was  under  the  protec- 
tion of  his  patron  saint,  the  evangelist  John.  He  warned]  her 
about  her  seeing  special  signs  %vhere  there  Avere  none.  He  even 
told  her  a  few  funny  stories  about  names.  When  he  was  ready 
to  leave  we  were  all  laughing. 


I  walked  to  the  front  door  with  Father.  He  put  his  hand 
upon  my  shoulder.  '  'You  know-  we  are  children  of  God.  IMay- 
be  once  in  awhile,  we  forget  that.  But  just  between  us,  I  be- 
lieve that  Igam  is  one  of  God's  favorite  children.  I  have  watch- 
ed the  boy.  There  is  much  that  is  good  in  him.  But  let  God 
show  His  love  in  His  OAvn  way.  Don't  try  to  force  His  hand. 
And  incidentally  never  let  Marilyn  know  that  I  told  you  this. 
She  dotes  on  the  boy  too  much  already.      Besides,   "(here   he 

whispered  in  ray  ear)  (what  he  said  was  secret "  Don't 

let  her  know  that  either.     Good-bye  and  God  bless  vou. 


Well,  that's  the  story.  Igam  is  still  Igam  but  [here's  no 
more  nonsense  about  it.  But  I'm  glad  that  Marilyn  never  found 
out  what  Fatlier  whispered  to  me  that  niglit,  that  his  full  name 
was  Caspar  Reilly. 


ST.  JOSEPH  LILIES 221 

ARISTOTLE  AND   DEMOCRACY 

REV.   JOHN  A.  SABIXASH,  Ph.D..  Litt.M. 

MODERN  studeiitis  of  Political  Science  are  of  the  opinion 
ithat  no  adequate  definition  of  denioeracy  can  be  given. 
Their  reason  is  that  no  definition  can  satisfactorily  comprise 
the  vast  history  which  the  concept  connotes.  "To  some  it  is 
a  form  of  government,  to  others  a  way  of  social  life.  Men  have 
found  its  essence  in  the  character  of  the  electorate,  the  relat- 
ion between  government  and  the  people,  the  absence  of  wide 
economic  differences  between  citizens,  the  refusal  to  recognize 
privileges  built  on  birt'h  and  wealth,  race  or  creed.  Inevitably, 
it  has  changed  its  substance  in  iterms  of  time  and  place.  What 
has  seemed  democracy  to  a  member  of  some  ruling  cla.ss  has 
seemed  to  his  poorer  fellow  citizen  a  narrow  and  independent, 
indefensible  oligarchy.  Democracy  has  a  context  in  every 
sphere  of  life ;  and  in  each  of  those  sp'heres  it  raises  its  special 
pi'oblems  which  do  not  admit  of  satisfactory  or  universal  gen- 
eralization." 

MEANING  OF  THE  WORD 

However  correct  may  be  the  opinion  ofi  sc'holars  concern- 
ing their  concept  of  democracy,  the  standard  dictionaries  still 
define  the  term  as  that  form  of  government  by  which  the  people 
rule  themselves,  either  directly  as  in  the  small-city  states  of 
Greece,  or  through  representatives  as  in  the  United  States  of 
America.  Etymologically,  the  word  democracy  is  derived 
from  the  Greek  words  demos  (people)  and  kratein  (to  rule).  To 
most  people,  therefore,  democracy  means  that  the  people  rule, 
wliether  directly  or  indirectly. 

Experience  proves  that  organized  democracy  is  the  pro- 
duct of  urban  life.  The  early  Greek  city-states  being  w^ell-reg- 
ulated  societies,  were  fertile  fields  in  which  democracy  could 
be  born  and  fostered.  It  is  therefore,  natural  and  fitting  that 
the  first  effective  appearance  of  so-called  "pure"  democracy  is 
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found  in  the  intense  political  activity  of  these  states.  The  popu- 
lation of  each  city-state  M'as  comparatively  small  and  homo- 
geneous. The  people  thought  in  the  same  sequences,  had  com- 
mon interests.  In  a  word,  their  lives  were  simple.  They  met 
in  the  public  place  and  discussed  their  communal  business, 
much  as  was  done  centuries  later  in  the  Xew  England  town 
meetings,  and  in  the  Swiss  cantons  of  our  own  times. 

All  the  privileged,  and  those  permitted,  voted  directly, 
without  representation ;  because  democracy,  for  the  early 
Greek,  meant  "'direct"  or  ''pure  democracy"  in  which  each 
free  man  took  somewhat  the  same  part  in  his  government  as 
members  of  Congress  do  in  the  running  of  the  government  of 
the  United  States.  It  was  a  system  such  that  citizens  voted 
not  occasionally  hn\  constantly  and  directly  on  all  important 
matters  of  state. 

VERSIOX  OF  THE  GREEKS 

To  the  Greeks,  all  delegation  of  power,  even  to  officers 
elected  for  short  terms,  seemed  undemocratic.  They  would  not 
have  called  the  government  of  the  United  States'  by  President, 
Congress  and  Supreme  Court  a  democracy.  Even  one  of  the 
State  governments  with  the  "initiative"  and  "referendum" 
would  have  seemed  to  the  early  Greeks  a  very  mild  sort  of 
"direct  demoeracy." 

But  when  we  closely  examine  this  so-caUcil  "pure"  <>i' 
"direct  democracy"  of  the  early  Greek  states,  we  discover  that, 
in  the  strict  sense  of  the  word,  from  our  point  of  view,  it  was 
no  real  democracy.  At  best,  we  can  say  it  was  a  limited  de- 
mocracy founded  on  slavery.  Outside  the  charmed  circle  of 
the  privileged,  there  were  slaves  wdio  had  no  voice  whatever  in 
the  making  of  the  laws  under  whidi  they  lived  and  toiled.  They 
had  no  political  rights  and  hardly  any  civil  rights.  In  no  Greek 
community  did  free  citizens  constitute  the  majority  of  the  in- 
habitants. And,  strange  as  it  may  seem,  in  spite  of  the  high 
standard  of  culture  and  education  which  the  Greeks  possessed, 
democratic  ideas  did  not  commend  themselves  to  the  ma.ior 
thinkers  of  Greece.     Plato's  outlook  was  definitely  hostile  to 
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democracy;    Aristotle    accepted    tlie     democratic     way     with 
limitations. 

Was  democracy,  therefore,  the  logical  form  of  government 
for  the  early  Greeks?  By  that  we  mean,  Avas  it  the  natural  re- 
sult of  the  kind  of  society  which  existed  in  the  early  Greek 
states?  We  think  it  was,  but  added  to  this,  it  was  the  product 
of  the  Greek  culture  w'hich  had  advanced  to  such  a  state  that 
the  early  people  of  Greece  saw  that  what  they  called  "pure" 
or  "direct  democracy"  was  the  best  form  of  government  for 
them. 

SLAVERY  AND  DEMOCRACY 

As  for  slavery  existing  along  side  of  democracy,  this  Avas 
a  misfortune ;  because,  to  our  way  of  thinking,  slavery  is  pre- 
ciselj'  what  democracy  would  abolish.  But  in  order  to  under- 
stand the  attitude  of  the  early  Greeks  towards  slavemen  and 
freemen,  we  must  understand  the  standards  Avhich  existed  in 
Greece  at  the  time  of  the  city-states.  These  standards 
can  be  compared  to  those  of  the  slave  states  of  the 
United  States  before  the  Civil  "War,  whereby  negroes 
were  segregated  from  whites  and  placed  in  distinct, 
separate  classes:  the  negroes  in  the  slave  class,  the  Avhites  in 
the  free  class.  This  division  was  made  in  an  age  when  Christian 
principles  were  spread  far  and  wide,  and  the  inalienable  rights 
of  the  citizen  enunciated  very  clearly  by  the  Declaration  of 
Independence.  Is  it  any  wonder  that  one  historian  has  called 
the  history  of  democracy  "The  History  of  Civilization?" 
Its  development  goes  parallel  with  the  enlightenment  of  the 
human  race,  and  shows  that  only  after  the  light  was  received 
were  the  necessary  emancipations  made  whicli  made  men  free. 
Men  it  seems  are  slow  to  perceive  the  true  benefits  of  free- 
dom, or  at  least  to  take  the  necessary  means  to  obtain  them. 
They  often  rather  suffer  long  and  hard  for  rights  whicli  t'hey 
feel  in  their  hearts  are  justly  theirs.  This  has  been  the  history 
of  human  beings  down  through  the  centuries.  As  Ave  make  a 
survey  of  these  ages  we  are  likely  to  become  impatient  with 
the  attitude  and  pace  of  the  men  of  former  years  because  they 
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failed,  as  we  think,  to  seize  the  torch  ol'  liberty  sooner,  and, 
thus  deprived  themselves  of  the  treasures  that  would  have 
brought  the  "happy  life"  of  which  Aristotle  so  scholarly  wrote. 
But,  we  must  not  forget  that  a  great  and  holy  price  had  to  be 
paid  and  was  paid,  and  severe  sacrifices  made  before  even  the 
liberties  which  we  enjoj'  today  were  obtained. 

MODERN  DEMOCRACY 

Modern  democracy,  so  different  from  that  of  ancient  times, 
rose  to  power  through  the  fierce  struggles  of  three  Revolution- 
ary centuries.  After  the  fall  of  ancient  Athens  and  the  Greek 
city-states,  any  eft'ective  experimentation  in  democracy  ceased 
until  comparatively  modern  times. 

Rome  certainly  was  not  a  democracy.  In  the  beginning  of 
her  existence,  five  centuries  before  Christ  when  the  republic 
was  proclaimed,  she  did  have  some  democratic  tendencies; but, 
as  she  extended  her  dominion  over  the  world,  both  aristocrats 
and  people  became  imperialistic,  in  the  most  sinister  sense  of 
the  word.  The  conquered  nations  and  provinces  were  not 
governed  democratically,  but  administered  and  exploited  as 
satrapies. 

'The  medievalists,  though  they  were  familiar  with  the  pol- 
itical theories  of  Aristotle,  made  very  small  progress  in  prac- 
tical democratic  government.  There  was  little  place  in  the  med- 
ieval cities  for  democratic  rights  of  men,  when  the  so-called 
"divine  rights"  of  kings  were  in  vogue.  Christianity  with  its 
doctrine  of  brotherhood,  its  sense  of  love  and  piety,  tried  as 
best  it  could  to  lift  up  the  pagan  world  to  higher  standards 
of  living,  but  besides  Christianity  there  were  influences  which 
frustrated  the  democratic  forces  at  work. 

PROGRESS  AND  SUCCESS 

Not  until  comparatively  modern  times,  until  the  eras  of 
revolution  and  struggle  for  democratic  principles  began,  and 
men  fought  and  died  for  their  God-given  rights,  did  progress 
and  success  really  come.  These  centuries  of  revolution  stand 
out  as  milestones  in  the  advancement  of  mankind  seeking  the 
"happy  life." 
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The  stages  of  the  long  conflict  between  the  people  at  the 
bottom  and  the  privileged  classes  at  the  top  were  marked  by 
the  wars  of  the  Low^  Countries  against  Spain  and  the  rise  of 
the  Dutch  Republic,  the  English  Revolutions  of  1642  and  1688, 
the  war  of  American  Independence  in  1776,  the  French  Revo- 
lution of  1789,  the  subsequent  and  complementary  revolutions 
of  1830  and  1848,  and  the  revolutions  in  Europe  between  1906 
and  1920.  The  English  revolutions  of  1642  and  1698  consoli- 
dated parliamentary  government,  but  the  cycle  of  political 
liberty  was  not  complete  until  the  liberal  reform  movements 
of  the  19th  century  had  been  carried  to  success. 

In  order  to  understand  Aristo'tle's  attitude  toward  democ- 
racy, we  must  understand  the  kind  of  political  works  he  wrote, 
and  the  influence  which  persuaded  him  to  write  as  he  did.  He 
was  interested  in  the  goal  of  human  life:  the  highest  or  su- 
preme good  of  man :  happiness.  This  goal  was  to  be  attained 
by  the  practice  of  virtue,  which  is  not  only  a  constituent  of 
happiness  but  an  indispensable  means  of  attaining  it. 

Hence  he  wrote  his  treatises  entitled  "Ethics"  and  "Poli- 
tics" which  he  hoped  would  serve  as  norms  or  yard  sticks  of 
political  science.  He  wished  to  make  men  live  happily  in  a 
well-organized,  well-regulated  society;  virtuous  men  in  a  vir- 
tuous society,  governed  by  virtuous  rulers.  He  had  made  a 
study  of  one  hundred  and  fifty-eight  constitutions  of  the  states 
of  his  day,  and  the  fruits  of  his  study  are  found  in  the  above- 
mentioned  books;  hand  books  they  are  for  legislator  and  the 
expert  who  is  to  be  called  in  when  a  state  is  in  need  of  a  doctor. 

For  Aristotle,  therefore,  democracy,  like  oligarchy,  or 
monarchy,  is  just  another  form  of  government,  with  its  good 
and  bad  points,  and  he  states  these  points  as  he  finds  them. 
His  definition  of  the  various  forms  of  government  are  made 
rather  as  classification  and  comparisons  than  as  pure  defini- 
tions. After  he  has  compared  a  state  with  his  norm  he  endeav- 
ors to  show  from  his  vast  storehouse  of  knowledge  the  weak- 
ness or  strength  of  a  form  of  society. 

Of  democracy  he  writes:  ''We  ought  not  to  define  a  de- 
mocracy as  some  do,  Mho  say  simply,  that  it  is  a  government 
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INTERPRETS  DEMOCRACY 

where  the  supreme  power  is  lodged  in  the  people ;  for  even  iu 
oligarchies  the  supreme  power  is  iu  the  majority.  .  .  .  We 
should  rather  say  tliat  a  demoerac}'  is  wheu  the  supreme  power 
is  in  the  hands  of  freemen." 

He  then  proceeds  to  show  that  the  object  of  democracy  is 
to  confer  liberty  on  all,  and  this  is  the  logical  step,  for  as  he 
states:  "Xow  the  foundation  of  a  democratical  state  is  liberty, 
and  people  have  been  accustomed  to  this  as  if  here  only  liber- 
ty was  to  be  found ;  for  they  affirm  that  this  is  the  end  propos- 
ed by  every  democracy.  But  one  part  of  liberty  is  to  govern  and 
be  governed  alternately;  for,  according  to  democratical  just- 
ice, equality  is  measured  by  numbers,  and  not  by  worth;  and 
this  being  just,  it  is  necessary  that  the  supreme  power  should 
be  vested  in  the  people  at  large ;  and  that  what  the  majority 
•determine  should  be  final ;  so  that  iu  a  demoeracj^  the  poor 
ought  to  have  more  power  than  the  rich,  as  being  the  greater 
number;  for  this  is  one  mark  of  liberty  which  all  framers  of  a 
democracy  lay  down  as  a  criterion  of  that  state ;  another  is  to 
live  as  everyone  likes;  for  this  they  say,  is  a  right  which  liber- 
ty gives,  since  he  is  a  slave  who  must  live  as  he  likes  not." 

Aristotle  then  goes  on  to  show  how  liberty  flourishing  in 
a  democracy  brings  in  its  trail  equality.  He  continues: 
"Hence  arises  the  claim  to  be  under  no  command  whatsoever 
to  anyone,  upon  no  account,  any  otherwise  than  by  rotation, 
and  that  just  as  far  only  as  that  person  is  in  his  turn  under 
his  also.  This  also  is  conducive  to  that'  equality  (in  a  democ- 
racy) which  liberty  demands." 

RULES  IN  A  DEMOCRATIC  STATE 

The  Philosopher  then  enumerates  certain  rules  which  be- 
ing observed  by  all,  will  make  all  men  equal  in  a  democratic 
state.  He  writes:  "And  such  being  the  government,  it  follows 
that  such  rules  as  the  following  should  be  observed  in  it.  that 
all  the  magistrates  should  be  chosen  by  lot,  except  to  those 
offices  only  which  required  some  particular  knowledge  and 
skill ;  that  no  census,  or  a  very  small  one  should  be  required 
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to  qualify  a  man  fur  any  office :  that  none  should  be  in  the  same 
employment  twice,  or  very  few,  and  very  seldom,  except  in  the 
army :  that  all  their  appointments  should  be  limited  to  a  very 
short  time  or  at  least  as  many  as  possible :  that  the  whole  com- 
munity should  be  qualified  to  judge  in  all  causes  whatsoever, 
let  the  object  be  ever  so  extensive,  ever  so  interesting,  or  of 
ever  so  high  a  nature ;  as  at  Athens,  where  the  people  at  large 
judge  the  magistrates  when  they  come  out  of  office,  and  decide 
concerning  public  affairs  as  well  as  private  contract-S:  that 
the  supreme  power  should  be  in  the  public  assembly :  and  that 
no  magistrate  should  be  allowed  any  discretionary  power  but 
in  a  few  instances,  and  of  no  consequence  to  public  business." 

Continuing  with  his  same  trend  of  thought  concerning 
the  needs  and  necessities  of  a  democracy,  Aristotle  writes:  "Of 
all  magistrates  a  senate  is  best  suited  to  a  democracy,  where  the 
whole  community  is  not  paid  for  giving  their  attendance ;  for 
in  that  case  it  loses  its  power:  for  them  the  people  will  bring 
all  causes  before  them  ....  There  should,  if  possible,  be  a 
fund  to  pay  all  the  citizens  who  have  a  share  in  the  manage- 
ment of  public  affairs  ...  a  democracy  is  a  government  of 
men  of  no  birth,  indigent  circumstances  and  mechanical  em- 
ployment. In  this  state  no  office  should  be  for  life;  and,  if 
any  should  endeavor  be  degrees  to  diminish  the  power,  and  also 
elect  by  lot  instead  of  vote."    . 

JUSTICE  AND  EQUALITY 

In  conclusion,  Aristotle  would  have  it  understood  that : 
"These  things,  then  appertain  to  all  democracies;  namely,  to 
be  established  on  the  principle  of  justice  which  is  homogene- 
ous to  those  governments ;  that  is,  that  all  the  members  of  the 
state,  by  number,  should  enjoy  an  equality,  which  seems  chief- 
ly to  constitute  a  democracy,  or  government  of  the  people :  for 
it  seems  perfectly  equal  that  the  rich  should  have  no  more 
share  in  the  government  than  the  poor,  nor  be  alone  in  power ; 
but  that  all  should  be  equal,  according  to  num'ber;  for  thus, 
they  think,  the  equality  and  liberty  of  the  State  best  preserved." 

There  Ave  have  the  democracy  Aristotle  would  establish:  a 
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democracy  foiuided  on  liberty,  equality  and  justice,  for  as 
Montesquieu  says:  "The  love  of  democracy  is  that  of 
equality," 

After  telling  the  requisites  which  go  to  make  a  democ- 
.racy,  Aristotle  enumerates  four  different  kinds  of  democ- 
racies. This  enumeration  does  not  interest  us  here.  It  suffices 
for  our  purpose  to  know  what  Aristotle  thought  of  democracy 
in  general. 

Aristotle  had  many  opportunities  to  see  democracy  in 
action  in  the  democratic  communities  of  liis  day,  some  of  Avhich 
he  mentions  in  his  works.  He  was  especiallj'  familiar  with  the 
constitution  of  Athens,  a  democratic  city-state  where  he  had 
lived,  studied  and  taught.  He  actually  saw  how  the  Athenian 
democracy  of  his  day  had  degenerated  far  below  the  ideals  of 
the  fifth  century  B.C.,  when  it  reached  its  zenith  under  the 
illustrious  commander  and  statesman,  Pericles. 

The  system  broke  doAvn  largely  because  the  Greek  mind 
never  recognized  the  urgency  of  Pan-IIellenism,  and  partly 
becaiise  the  passion  for  equality  at  Athens  never  permitted  the 
creation  of  an  executive  strong  enougli  to  act  vigorously  in 
foreign  affairs.  Yet  internally  at  least.  Greek  democracy  dis- 
played astonishing  merits.  The  life  and  property  of  the  citiz- 
ens were  generally  secure.  The  importance  of  order  was  real- 
ized, and  the  sense  of  civic  obligation  was  high,  and  pride  in 
civic  achievement  was  great.  With  the  fall  of  Athens  and  the 
Greek  democratic  states,  democratic  government  on  any  large 
scale  was  thwarted  until  modern  times. 

MANY  GOOD  POINTS  FOUND 

Yet  in  spite  of  the  evils  which  Aristotle  foniul  in  democ- 
racy, he  also  found  many  good  points.  "He  recognized  the  val- 
idity of  a  large  part  of  the  democratic  case.  For  him  the 
claim  of  numbers  is  vital ;  he  admits  that  the  demand  for  equal- 
ity is  inescapable;  and  his  analysis  of  the  causes  of  revolution 
is  nothing  so  much  as  a  eulogy  of  the  career  open  to  the  talents. 
It  is  clear  enough  that  his  wise  and  calm  mind  was  impressed 
by  the  inherent  virtue  of  a  system  which  without  being  extreme 
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prevents  the  undue  concentration  of  power  in  a  few  hands.  His 
notion  of  citizenship  too  implies  a  continuous  and  active  inter- 
est in  affairs.  His  admiration  for  policy  is  clearly  an  accept- 
ance as  adequate  of  at  least  the  foundation  of  Athenian  de- 
mocra'Cy." 

Whatever  might  have  been  Aristotle's  opinion  of  democ- 
racy in  its  final  complete  analysis,  we  who  live  here  in  America 
today  under  a  form  of  representative  government  which  we 
style  "democracy"  would  not  exchange  our  system  for  any 
other  sj'stem  of  government  in  the  world,  for  we  know  that 
we  enjoy  advantages  which  to  a  great  extent  bring  the  "happy 
life"  of  which  Aristotle  wrote. 

INALIENABLE  RIGHTS 

Here  the  inalienable  rights  of  men:  life,  liberty,  and  tlie 
pursuit  of  happiness  are  respected.  Here  man  does  not  exist 
for  the  state  but  the  state  for  man.  Social,  educational,  econ- 
omic, and  political  equality  is  afforded  all.  The  right  of  free 
press,  free  speech,  and  the  right  to  worshiji  God  according  to 
the  dictates  of  one's  conscience  is  permitted.  The  right  to  iiold 
public  office  and  to  vote  and  thus  take  an  active  part  in  the 
running  of  the  state  is  the  privilege  of  every  citizen.  Slavery 
no  longer  exists  in  our  society,  but  all  men  are  free  and  equal 
before  God  and  the  law,  without  distinction  of  class,  color,  or 
creed. 

But  with  all  our  privileges,  the  pessimist  might  object  that 
much  corruption  flourishes  in  both  high  and  low  places  in  our 
democracy.  This  is  true,  but  the  good,  to  our  Avays  of  thinking, 
exceeds  the  evil.  Men  are  not  gods  and,  Aristotle  being  a  prac- 
tical man,  took  men  as  he  found  them:  the  good  with  the  bad. 
He  too  had  a  concept  of  the  ideal  democracy,  but  being  a  pract- 
ical student,  he  would  not  have  penned  the  words  which  Rous- 
seau did,  although  he)  might  have  felt  the  same  of  democracy 
in  its  completeness  and  final  analysis:  That  democracy  was  fit 
only  for  the  gods  and:  "If  there  were  people  consisting  of  gods, 
they  would  be  governed  democratically.  So  perfect  a  govern- 
ment is  not  suitable  to  men." 
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Aristotle  warned  democratic  nations  to  beware  not  of  gods 
but  of  demagogues.  They  are  the  real  enemies  who  stir  up 
strife  within  a  state.  He  writes:  "Democracies  will  be  most 
subject  to  revolution  from  the  dishonesty  of  their  demagogues; 
for  partly  by  informing  against  men  of  property,  they  induce 
them  to  join  together  through  self-defense,  for  a  common  fear 
will  make  the  greatest  enemies  unite ;  and  partly  by  setting  the 
common  people  against  them;  and  this  is  what  anyone  may 
continually  see  practised  in  many  states." 

START  OF  DEMOCRACY 

Aristotle  saw  that  a  democracy  is  usually  the  result  of 
revolution  against  plutocracy  and  tyranny.  Love  of  "filthy 
lucre,"  in  the  ruling  classes,  tends  constantly  to  decrease  their 
number  and  efficiency.  The  masses  in  the  end  tire  of  such 
rulers  and  revolt  against  their  masters,  with  the  result  that  a 
democracy  is  established.  The  individual  is  perhaps  a  worse 
judge  than  the  group,  for  the  many  are  "more  incorruptible 
than  the  few,"  as  one  writer  has  said:  "The  many  are  like  the 
greater  quantity  of  water  which  is  less  easily  spoiled  than 
the  little." 

"Yet  democracy  is  on  the  whole  inferior  to  aristocracy, 
for  it  is  based  on  a  false  assumption  of  equality.  It  arises  out 
of  the  notion  that  those  who  are  equal  in  one  respect,  e.g.,  be- 
fore the  law,  are  equal  in  all  respects.  The  upshot  is  that  abil- 
ity is  sacrificed  for  numbers,  while  numbers  are  manipulated 
by  trickery.  Because  the  people  are  so  easily  misled,  and  so 
fickle  in  their  views,  the  ballot  should  be  limited  to  the  intelli- 
gent. What  we  need  is  a  combination,  of  aristocracy  and  de* 
moeracy." 

But  what  kind  of  aristocracy  is  here  meant?  An  aristocracy 
of  educated  men : — men  who  know,  who  are  virtuous,  who  are 
capable  of  ruling.  For  only  then,  will  we  have  a  sound  form 
of  government  and  only  then  will  there  come  an  end  to  th€ 
troubles  of  states  and  of  humanity  when  as  Plato  says:  "Phil- 
osophers become  rulers  and  rulers  become  true  and  thorough 
students  of  philosophy." 
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CHRISTMAS   IN   OLD  RUSSIA 

By  CATHERIXE  DOHERTY 

THE  shops  and  eiuporiunis  of  .State  Street  ^vel■e  dazzliuy  in 
their  array  of  lights  and  decorations.  The  crowds  on  it — 
dense  and  compact — seemed  to  be  just  milling  around,  content 
in  savonring  these  early  signs  of  their  first  forthcoming  post- 
war Christmas.  Above  the  din  and  noise  of  traffic  rose  the 
traditional  songs  and  hymns  of  the  season. 

Feeling  tired  both  from  the  shopping  and  the  milling 
crowds,  I  had  found  a  table  in  a  quiet  restaurant  and  was 
drinking  a  refreshing,  hot  cup  of  tea  .  .  .  when  suddenly,  as  it 
happened  so  many  times  recently,  my  t(»days  merged  without 
effort  into  my  j'esterdays  .  .  .  and  I  was  bacdv  in  my  childhood 
in  far  away  Russia.  .    .    . 

Christmas  in  Russia  was  the  beginning  and  the  end.  .  .  . 
The  beginning  of  a  new  year,  for  the  liturgical  cycle  was  part 
of  the  fabric  of  our  living.  .  .  .  The  starting  of  expectation 
...  of  the  coming  of  the  Lord.  .  .  .  The  beginning  of  prepar- 
ation. My  mother  used  to  say  that  the  days  of  Advent  were 
the  days  of  building  a  golden  stairway  that  would  bring  us  to 
a  star.  .  .  .  The  Star  of  Bethlehem  .  .  .  tliat  in  turn  would 
bring  us  straight  to  the  Christ-Child  I 

To  my  youth  that  stairway  was  real.  Each  day  I  could 
see  and  touch  each  step  of  it,  as  it  was  being  built.  The  first 
steps  were  made  of  cleanliness.  We  began  CLEANING  from 
inside  out.  First  there  was  the  Advent  fast,  to  clean  the  soul 
of  all  past  faults  and  sins,  to  make  penance  for  them,  to  wash 
it  with  tears,  and  the  heart  with  contrition.  Again  as  in  Lent, 
meat,  milk,  and  all  food  made  out  of  milk,  eggs  and  sugar  dis- 
appeared from  the  family  table  .  .  .  to  be  replaced  with  fish, 
vegetables  and  honey.  The  Chureh  again  became  the  focal 
point  of  our  daily  lives,  and  Church  services  dominate  the  da}'. 

But  there  was  a  difference.  In  Lent  the  Russian  women 
donned  dark  garments,  took  off'  their  jewelry,  no  music  was  al- 
lowed in  the  house  for  the  fortv  sad.  cruel  davs  of  the  Lord's 
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Passion.  Not  so  tliroiiyh  Advent.  On  the  contrary  there  was 
talk  of  new  gay  elothing',  tliere  was  a  flurry  of  buying  ma- 
terials and  sewing.  There  was  much  music  in  the  air,  the  pract- 
ising of  hymns  and  songs  to  be  sung  on  the  Holy  iNight,  even 
the  fast  itself  was  one  of  joyous  expectation.  Masses,  commun- 
ions, confessions,  evening  service  followed  one  another  closely 
through  the  days.  Christmas  cleaning  and  scrubbing  went  on 
feverishly  all  about  the  house,  with  everyone  humming 
snatches  from  ageless  tunes. 

First  to  be  cleaned,  washed  and  polished  were  the  ikons, 
which  shone  and  became  alive  under  the  flickering  shadows 
of  the  vigil  lights  .  .  .  red,  blue  and  green.  To  my  cliildish 
eyes  they  were  the  forerunners  of  the  lovely  candh's  on  the 
Christmas  tree. 

From  the  kitchen  came  strange  spicy  scents,  that  could 
be  smelled  only  at  this  time  of  the  year.  For  a  variety  of 
cakes  and  cookies  were  being  baked  especially  for  Christmas. 

There  were  for  instance  the  gingerbreads  .  .  .  ditferent 
in  taste  and  shape  from  any  other  gingerbreads  I  have  ever 
eaten.  .  .  .  Cut  in  the  shape  of  THE  LA^MB,  for  wasn't  Christ 
the  LAMB  OF  GOD  .  .  .  and  others  made  into  big  Stars  for 
the  Star  of  Bethlehem  and  Mary,  God's  Mother,  the  Star  of 
Land  and  Sea.  And  my  favorite,  made  in  the  shape  of  a  CinLD 
IX  SWADDLING  CLOTPIES 

Then  of  course  there  was  the  C1IR.IST:\IAS  CAKE. 
Don't  ask  me  what  went  into  it?  I  could  not  rememlier,  so 
much  of  so  many  things  did.  But  what  added  so  much  to  the 
anticipation  of  cutting  and  eating  it,  were  the  little  scrolls  of 
l)aper  that  M-ent  into  it.  .  .  .  Yes,  right  into  the  batter,  the 
dough  of  it.  .  .  .  On  each  would  be  written  the  virtue  one 
would  have  to  practise  through  the  coming  year.  .  .  .  For 
definitely  one  had  to  give  the  Infant  Jesus  a  present  too  .  .  . 
and  everyone  knows  that  all  and  each  of  the  virtues  were  his 
most  favored  presents. 

Interesting  and  fascinating  as  all  tli(>  goodies  cooked  in 
the  kitchen  were,  to  us  cliildren  St.  Nick  topped  them  all. 
Ho  was  a  mammoth  gingerbread,  all  decked  out  with  ])ink, 
green  and  white  decorations,  sometimes  as  big  as  a  real  live 
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baby.  E\'eryoiie  knows  of  course  about  St.  Nicholas.  For 
wasn't  he  commissioned  by  the  Christ  Child  Himself,  and  His 
darling  IMother  and  good  Foster  Father — to  come  down  to 
earth  at  Christmas  unto  the  ends  of  time,  to  tell  the  children 
the  world  over  the  story  of  the  Holy  Night  and  bring  them 
gifts  of  the  Holy  Tree — 'Faith,  Hope  and  Charity  .  .  .  and  such 
other  gifts  as  they  in  their  littleness  and  simplicity  desired 
and  had  asked  the  Holy  Baby  for.  Only  one  St.  Nick  was 
baked  in  a  household.  .  .  .  For  you  had  to  be  very  good  all 
through  the  year  to  get  St.  Nick  himself.  .  .  .  You  worked 
hard  for  liini  all  through  the  year.  .  .  .  Yes  siree  .  .  .  you 
certainl}'  did. 

And  all  through  these  weeks  of  preparation  like  a  con- 
ductor leading  his  orchestra  Father  gathered  the  family,  serv- 
ants included,  nightly  around  the  Advent  wreath,  lighting 
week  after  week  another  candle  until  all  four  were  glowing 
.  .  .  and  slowly,  reverently  reading  the  Epistles  and  Gospels 
of  the  day  .  .  .  Aveaving  the  old  and  the  new,  the  end  and  the 
beginning,  tlie  Old  law  and  the  New  into  a  chain  of  meditations 
and  prayers  that  would  hold  together  all  of  ns  for  the  rest  of 
our  mortal  lives. 

And  then  CHRISTMAS  EYE.  .  .  .  Starting  with  Church 
.  .  .  continuing  with  a  rigid  fast  that  lasted  until  the  first  star. 
The  grown  ups  unseen  behind  closed  doors,  decorating  the 
tree,  making  ready  the  gifts.  .  .  .  Children  huddling  in  corn- 
ers whispering  in  a  fever  of  mounting  excitement.  .  .  .  At  long- 
last  the  meagre  supper  over  .  .  .  and  the  last  intolerable  hours 
of  waiting.  ...  8  p.m.  .  .  .  and  the  sound  of  the  tinkling  bell 
of  St.  Nick.  AYe  should  have  stampeded  into  the  room  of  our 
dreams,  the  door  of  which  was  now  opening  slowly.  .  .  .  But 
excitement  rooted  us  all — we  could  hardly  move.  .  .  .  Slow- 
ly the  doors  kept  opening  .  .  .  on  tip  toes  we  approached  .  .  . 
AND  HERE  WERE  FATHER  AND  SMOTHER  .  .  .  EACH 
HOLDING  THE  SIDE  OF  THE  DOOR  .  .  .  OPENING  IT, 
OPENING  IT  .  .  .  UNTIL  BEFORE  OUR  SAUCER-LIKE 
EYES  STOOD  THE  CHRISTMAS  TREE  RESPLENDENT  IN 
ITS  TINSELED  DECORATIONS  .  .  .  AGLOAY  WITH  ITS 
I^IYRIADS  OF  COLORED  AYAX  CANDLES  .    .    .  ITS  STEIM 
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DRAPED  JX  WHITE,  COVERED  WITH  SYNTHETIC 
SNOW  THAT  SPARKLED  SO  .  .  .  AND  ALL  AROUND 
IT,  PARCELS  ...  A  :\IOiUNT  OP  GAYLY-COLORED 
PARCELS  .  .  .  EACH  HOLDING  A  CHILD'S  DREAM.  .  .  . 
OH!  TIIE  UNFORGETTABLE  ECSTACY'  OF  THAT  U^^- 
FORGETTABLE  MOMENT. 

Still  there  was  no  riisli .  iMother  and  Father  stood  aside 
to  let  the  children  and  servants  enter.  Everyone  did  so  decor- 
ously, and  stood  silently  waiting  for  Father  to  read  the  Gospel 
Stor}^  of  the  Nativity.  Reverently  he  did.  .  .  .  Then  the  whole 
household  would  break  out  into  the  natural  song  of  all  Christ- 
ians .  .  .  ALLELUIA  ALLELUIA  .  .  .  GLORY  TO  GOD  ON 
HIGH  AND  PEACE  ON  EARTH,  TO  :MEN  OP  GOOD  WILL 
.  .  .  ALLELUIA  .   .  .  ALLELUIA. 

The  singing-  over  .  .  .  mother  would  start  the  distrit)iition 
of  presents  .  .  .  like  mothers  do  all  over  the  world  ...  at  all 
times  wherever  Christnms  is  celebrated,  bringing  poignant,  un- 
forgettable joy  to  children's  hearts.  .  .  .  For  isn't  Christmas 
the  feast  of  Christ  the  Child  .  .  .  the  feast  of  evei-y  CHILD  .  .  . 
for  DOESN'T  THE  WORD  BECOME  FLESH  IN  EVERY 
CHILD  .   .   .  ALWAY^S.' 

And  now  it  was  the  children's  turn  to  give  tlie  gifts  of 
their  hands  ...  to  ^Mother  and  Father  .  .  .  then  to  each  other 
and  the  servants  .  .  .  now  no  one  could  find  any  order  in  this 
joyous  disorder.  Finally  satiated  with  cxcitenient  .  .  .  all 
eyes  turned  to  the  table  laden  with  food.  .  .  .  Nuts,  candies 
.  .  .  THE  Christmas  Cakes  and  the  virtnes  that  we  would 
offer  The  Infant  .  .  .  the  gingerbreads,  the  spicy  cookies  .  .  . 
and  finally  the  awarding  of  BIG  NICK  TO  THE  BEST  15E- 
HAVED  CHILD.  .  .  .  W^hat  fun  to  arrange  all  the  aninuils 
and  kings  around  the  CHILD  IN  SWADDLING  CLOTHES  .  .  . 
THE  CHILD  THAT  WOULD  BE  CODDLED  AND  ROCKED 
TO  SLEEP  P>Y  TINY  LOVING  HANDS  ALL  TIIKU  THE 
YEAR  TO  COME  .   .   .  ALLELUIA. 

OLD  AND  Y^OUNG  .  .  .  TIIE  LIVING  AND  THE  DEAD. 
ALL  UNITED  IN  CHKIST  THE  LOKD  ON  (TIRTSTMAS 
DAY'  IN  OLD  RUSSLV  .   .   .  THE  COMMUNION  OF  SAINTS 
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BECOMIiNG  A  REALITY  OF  LIFE  .    .    .  ALLELUIA!   .    .    . 
ALLELUIA! 

State  Street  was  ablaze  with  decorations  and  lights  .  .  . 
the  crowd  dense  and  compact,  the  joyons  hymns  rising,  rising 
above  the  noise  and  din  of  traffie.  .  .  .  Russia — my  yesterdays 
.   .   .  Chicago — my  todays.  .    .   .  So  different  ...  so  much  the 

same A  CHILD  IS  BORN  UXTO  US  .   .   .  ALLELULV  .  .  . 

ALLELUIA  .   .   .    THE   WORD   WAS   MADE   FLEsn   AND 
DWELT  AMONGST  US  .    .    .  ALLELULV. 


Li  equatorial  climates  where  rain  is  of  extreme  importance 
it  has  been  an  age-old  custom  among  savage  tribes  to  "make 
rain"  that  is,  force  rain  to  fall  through  magic  and  sorcery. 

In  New  Guinea,  for  example,  a  wizard  appointed  by  the 
people  takes  a  branch  from  a  special  tree  and  dips  it  in  water. 
Chanting  magic  words,  he  scatters  the  moisture  from  the  dripp- 
ing branch  over  the  ground.  Rain  is  expected  to  follow.  If  it 
does  not,  the  wizard  is  blamed. 

Mock  thunder  and  lightning  form  part  of  the  rain  charm 
in  the  East.  When  rain  i.s  needed  it  is  the  custom  in  certain 
places  for  three  men  to  clind)  into  the  trees  in  an  old  sacred  grove. 
One  hammers  on  a  kettle  or  such  like  vessel  to  imitate  thunder; 
the  second  makes  sparks  fly  by  knocking  two  fire-brands  to- 
gether, thus  imitating  lightning;  the  third  lias  a  bunch  of  twigs 
with  which  he  spi'inkles  water  from  a  container. 
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DAUGHTER   OF   MARY 

By  LOWELL  FISCHER,  CM. 


THIS  siumner  the  honor  of  the  Altar  has  been  conferred  on 
St.  Catherine  Laboure,  a  humble  Daughter  of  Charity. 
July  27,  1947,  was  the  day  of  glary  for  the  soul  so  favored  by 
IMary,  on  Avhom  was  bestowed  tlie  name  "Saint,"  amid  the  ex- 
ultation of  the  ap- 
plauding multitude 
in  the  V  a  t  i  c  a  n 
Basilica. 

The  childhood  of 
the  saint  presents 
nothing  unusual,  ex- 
cept one  episode.  It 
was  in  October  of 
1815  Avhen  the  moth- 
er of  the  Laboure 
family  died,  and  the 
whole  household  was 
in  tears.  Catherine, 
despite  the  grief  of 
the  others,  found  a 
consolation  wh  i  c  h 
was  henceforth  to  be 
hers  throughout  her 
life.  It  was  on  this 
occasion  that  she 
took  her  younger 
brothers  by  the  hand 
and  led  them  to  a 
little  statue  of  Our 
Blessed  Lady:  "...  we  no  longer  have  ]Mama  !"  Then  she  press- 
ed the  sweet  image  to  her  heart,  repeating:  "AjkI  now,  Mary. 
you  will  be  our  ^Mother."  The  Mother  of  God  must  have  looked 
with  i)I<'asnre  at  that  ingenuous  and  tender  act  of  the  motherless 


The  Blessed  Vi/Y/in  icith  /S7.  Catherine 
Lahoure  (novive) 
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child  who  was  not  ten  years  old.  At  San  Reme  with  a  eonsin. 
Catherine  Laboure,  spent  over  two  years  and  then  was  sudden- 
ly recalled  home.  ]\Iarie  Louise,  her  elder  sister,  was  to  join  the 
Daughters  of  Charity.  Catherine  was  to  come  home  to  learn 
how  to  keep  the  house  for  her  father,  though  she  was  only 
tAvelve  years  old.  "When  she  heard  the  news  she  said:  "Let  us 
go;  it  is  our  turn  now  to  keep  the  house  going."  After  mak- 
ing her  First  Communion  on  January  25,  1817,  a  few  months' 
training  completed  her  learning  of  the  household  duties.  Marie 
Louise  then  left  to  folloAv  her  vocation  and  now  Catherine's 
chief  occupation  was  to  do  the  housework. 

Because  of  her  work  the  young  girl  did  not  give  up  any  of 
her  devotions,  but  attended  i\Iass  regularly  with  much  recol- 
lection and  fervor.  No  one  need  be  surprised  that  such  a  pious 
and  diligent  girl  should  have  had  several  good  offers  to  marry. 
Catherine,  gave  an  answer  that  could  not  be  refused:  "I  have 
found  my  Bridegroom  since  the  day  of  my  First  Communion, 
and  I  have  given  my  whole  self  to  Ilim." 

Catherine  alwa.YS  wanted  to  follow  her  sister  to  the  Dauglr 
ters  of  Charity  but  did  not  speak  of  it  to  her  father.  When 
she  was  eighteen  years  old  she  had  an  extraordinary  dream, 
which  convinced  ber  more  than  e\ev  that  she  must  leave  the 
Avorld  to  consecrate  herself  to  works  of  charity. 

She  seemed  to  be  in  church  .  .  .  when  an  old  priest,  of  ven- 
erable aspect,  and  with  an  unforgettable  face,  appeared.  He 
was  putting  on  the  sacred  vestments.  She  assisted  at  his  Mass; 
at  the  end  of  it  he  turned  around  and  beckoned!  to  her  to  ap- 
proach him.  Instead  of  doing  so,  she  fled  away  frightened,  and 
went  into  a  house  in  the  village  to  visit  a  sick  person.  "When 
she  had  entered,  the  venerable  old  priest  reappeared  and  said: 
"'Sly  child,  it  is  a  very  beautiful  act  to  take  care,  of  the  sick; 
you  are  avoiding  me  just  now,  but  a  day  shall  come  Avhen  you 
will  seek  for  me.  God  expects  something  from  you;  do  not 
forget  that."  Sbe  went  home  and.  as  she  was  about  to  present 
the  case  to  her  father,  she  woke  up.  That  was  the  dream.  She 
spoke  only  to  her  sister,  Antoinette,  about  her  secret  desire  to 
become  a  Sister  of  Charity. 
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As  soon  as  Antoinette  was  able  to  carry  out  all  the  domes- 
ti<3  duties  of  the  household  by  herself,  Catherine  told  h^er  father 
of  her  desires.  He  refused  to  give  up  another  daughter  and  sent 
her  to  Paris  to  one  of  her  brothers  who  kept  a  restaurant.  All 
the  artifices  employed  by  her  father  and  brother  served  to  con- 
firm her  in  her  holy  resolution.  Her  sister,  Marie  Louise,  heard 
of  her  plight  and  sent  a  letter  to  Catherine  asking  her  to  trust 
in  God  and  to  try  to  complete  her  education  with  her  sister-in- 
law,  Jeanne,  who  ran  a  s<:'hool  for  children  in  Chatillon-sur- 
Siene.  It  was  here  she  met  Sister  Sejollc,  who  was  kind  to 
her  and  often  brought  to  her  the  good  news  of  her  sister,  Marie 
Louise.  It  was  she  also  who  was  chosen  to  be  Catherine's  com- 
panion during  her  postulaney.  Father  Vincent  Prost,  the  par- 
ish priest  of  Chatillon,  wasted  no  time  in  urging'*  her  to  enter 
the  community.  Without  delay  she  entered  the  Daughters  of 
Oharity,  not  having  informed  her  father  of  her  step. 

Her  life  in  the  community  as  a  postulant  was  an  extra- 
ordinary one.  Sister  Sejolle  was  not  long  in  recognizing  in 
Catlierine  the  signs  of  an  extraordinary  vocation,  and  gave  her 
the  highest  praise  when  she  said  to  the  superior'  of  the  house : 
"Mother,  she  has  .just  the  vocation  which  St.  Vincent  (the  Co- 
Founder,  with  St.  Louise  de  Marillac,  of  the  Daughters  of  Char- 
ity) desires."  Work  from  early  morning  until  the  evening 
seemed  to  lier  but  a  slight  means  of  expressing  her  gratitude 
for  the  lovely  graee  bestowed  upon  her.  Her  father  did  not 
know  of  her  change  in  residence,  because  Avhen  the  Sisters  of 
Chatillon  had  given  him  some  information  he  attempted  to  put 
fresh  obstacles  in  the  way.  In  time  the  entreaties  of  relatives 
induced  him  to  change  his  mind  and  he  gave  his  consent,  but 
unwillingly.  To  let  Catherine  know  of  his  displeasure,  he  re- 
fused to  give  her  the  little  dowry  which  is  usually  asked  for. 
This  loss  w-as  soon  made  up  by  Jeanne,  who  helped  as  well  as 
she  could.  Four  months  had  elapsed  since  Catherine's  entrance 
into  the  Hospice  at  Chatillon.  The  superior  of  the  house,  who 
was  called  suddenly  to  Paris,  took  her  to  the  novitiate. 

She  arrived  in  Paris  on  the  Wednesday  before  the  Trans- 
lation of  the  Relics  of  St.  Vincent  de  Paul.    This  solemn  Trans- 
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lation,  wliicli  took  place  oil  April  25,  1830,  Avas  not  only  an  ex- 
traordinary event  in  the  history  of  the  Church  in  France,  but 
was  also  a  happy  omen  for  Catherine,  who  would  from  that 
day  on  become  an,  instrument  witli  her  Holy  Founder  in  pre- 
paring for  the  Church,  and  for  the  two  Yincentian  Families, 
still  greater  blessings. 

She  had  other  preoccupations  in  those  days:  ''I  asked  St. 
Vincent,"  we  read  in  her  notes,  "for  all  the  graces  I  needed;  I 
prayed  for  the  two  Families,  for  the  whole  of  France.  It  seemed 
to  me  that  France  had  the  greatest  need.  Finall}'  I  begged  St. 
Vincent  to  inspire  me  with  what  I  ought  to  ask  for,  and  that  I 
might  do  it  with  a  lively  Faith." 

St.  Catherine's  first  account  takes  us  back  to  the  Trans- 
lation'of  the  Relics  of  St.  Vincent  de  Paul.  During  the  novena 
which  was  made  after  the  celebration,  the  Saint  saw  the  image 
of  the  St.  Vincent  de  Paul's  heart  many  times  above  the  reli- 
quar}',  which  was  exposed  in  the  chapel.  As  she  write:  "I  had 
the  consolation  of  seeing  the  heart  of  St.  Vincent  ....  the 
first  time  I  saw  it  a  whitish  flesh  color,  and  that  meant  peace, 
tranquillity,  and  innocence.  Then  I  saw  it  the  color  of  fire, 
which  signified  the  charity  Avhich  should  burn  in  every  heart. 
Finally  it  appeared  to  me  dark  red,  which  saddened  me  and 
filled  my  heart  with  a  fear  difficult  to  overcome.  I  did  not  know 
how,  nor  why,  this  sadness  indicated  a  change  of  government 
for  France." 

On  the  last  day  of  the  novena,  St,  Catherine  saw  the  heart 
of  the  saint,  vermillion  color,  and  the  same  voice  said  to  her : 
■'St.  Vincent  is  somewhat  consoled  because  he  has  obtained 
from  God,  through  Mary's  intercession,  that  the  two  Families 
shall  not  perish  in  the  midst  of  the  tumults,  and  that  they  will 
be  able  to  work  at  reviving  the  Faith !" 

Another  favor  shown  to  Catherine  was  at  Mass  on  a  Sun- 
day' in  June,  1880.  The  Divine  Master  appeared  to  her  in  the 
form  of  a  king,  with  a  cross  on  His  breast.  At  the  Gospel  the 
cross  and  the  royal  ornaments  fell  to  the  ground  under  His  feet. 
According  to  what  the  Sister  said  then,  this  vision  referred  to 
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the  fall  of  the  Bourbons  who  were  then  reigning  in  France, 
all  of  which  came  true  at  the  end  of  the  following  month. 

These  extraordinary  revelations  were  but  the  prelude  to 
others.  St.  Vincent,  in  showing  her  his  heart  with  the  fore- 
bodings of  the  sorrowful  events  ahead,  had  also  pointed  out 
the  way  of  salvation  through  the  intercession  of  Mary. 

Catherine  always  had  a  strong  devotion  to  Mary.  On  July 
18,  1830,  Sister  Martha  was  giving  the  novices  an  instruction 
on  devotion  to  the  saints,  especially  to  the  Blessed  Virgin.  This 
helped  to  rouse  afresh  the  desire  of  Catherine  to  see  the  Blessed 
Mother.  Before  going  to  bed  she  begged  St.  Vincent  to  grant 
her  that  grace  for  which  she  longed  .   .   .  that  of  seeing  Mary. 

"Sister  Laboure !  Sister  Laboure!  Sister  Laboure !"  came 
the  call  of  a  small  voice  in  the  d^ad  of  night.  Sister  Catherine 
Laboure  drew  aside  her  bed  curtains  and  saw  a  little  child 
of  four  or  five  years,  dressed  in  white  and  all  shining.  "Come 
to  chapel,  for  the  Blessed  Virgin  is  waiting  for  you!"  continued 
the  little  messenger. 

"They  will  see  me;  how  can  I  get  out  of  tlie  dormitory?" 

"Do  not  fear ;  it  is  half-past  eleven  and  all  are  fast  asleep 
Come  along  I  am  waiting  for  j'ou." 

In  haste  St.  Catherine  dressed  herself  and  followed  the 
boy  Avho  was  waiting  for  her  at  the  foot  of  the  bed.  As  they 
went  to  the  chapel,  Catherine  Laboure  was  astonished  to  find 
all  the  lights  on.  Greater  Avas  her  surprise  when  the  chapel 
door  opened  at  the  touch  of  the  child's  finger.  Inside  all  the 
candles  were  lighted  as  well  as  the  lamps  as  if  for  Midnight 
Mass.  But  the  Blessed  Virgin  was  not  to  be  seen.  The  child 
led  Catherine  to  the  sanctuary,  near  Father  Director's  arm- 
chair, where  she  knelt  while  the  child  remained  standing. 
Time  seemed  to  pass  slowly  and  she  turned  toward  the  tribune 
to  see  if  any  of  the  Sisters  might  be  there  who  would  see  her. 

At  length  the  great  moment  arrived.  "Here  is  the  Bles- 
sed Virgin,"  exclaimed  the  little  boy;  "here  she  comes." 

Catherine  Laboure  gives  us  an  excellent  account  of  what 
followed:  "I  heard  rustling,  as  of  silk,  towards  the  right  side 
of   the    altar;    then    suddenly    saw   a   lady    of   extraordinary 
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beauty,  who  came  to  sit  down  on  the  arm  chair.  She  looked 
very  much  like  St.  Anne. 

''I  could  not  believe  my  eyes,  'It  is  the  Blessed  Virgin,' 
said  the  child,  and  then  because  of  my  hesitancy,  with  a 
strong  voice  like  a  man's  he  reproached  me  harshly  for  any 
doubt.  I  gazed  at  the  Lady  and  threw  myself  at  her  feet  and 
laid  my  hands  on  her  knees."  '  At  that  moment  St.  Catherine 
experienced  the  sweetest  joy  ini  her  life,  a  joy  whicli  she  was 
not  able  to  exx)ress. 

"MY  DAUGHTER,"  said  the  Beautiful  Lady,  "the  good 
God  wishes  to  charge  you  with  a  mission.  You  will  have  much 
to  suffer,  but  you  will  bear  it  all  with  the  thought  that  you  are 
doing  it  for  His  glory.  You  will  understand  what  the  good 
God  desires,  and  it  will  trouble  you  only  until  you  shall  have 
made  it  known  to  him  who  is  to  direct  you.  You  will  be  con- 
tradicted, but  you  will  also  have  the  graces  you  need;  do  not 
doubt  it.  Speak  with  confidence  and  simplicity  .  .  .  you  shall 
see  certain  things  .  .  .  give  an  account  of  them.  These  times 
are  very  evil.  Misfortunes  are  about  to  come  over  Prance . 
The  throne  will  be  overturned ;  the  world  will  be  convulsed  by 
disasters  of  every  description." 

(The  Blessed  Mother  looked  very  sad  when  she  said  this.) 

"MY  DAUGHTER,"  Our  Lady  continued,  "I  take  a  great 
deal  of  pleasure  in  pouring  down  my  gifts  upon  the  community. 
I  love  them  immensely  and  I  am  distressed  because  of  the 
many  abuses  which  have  crept  in.  Rules  are  not  kept ;  there  is 
great  relaxation  in  both  Families.  When  the  rule  is  well  kept, 
another  community  will  come  to  join  your  own.  This  is  not 
custom,  but  I  wish  it ;  see  that  they  are  accepted  .  .  .  When  the 
danger  is  great  and  all  seems  as  lost,  fear  not,  for  then  I  will 
be  with  you.  You  will  rejoice  in  my  company  and  you  will 
have  the  protection  of  God  and  the  interces.sion  of  St.  Vincent 
de  Paul  for  both  communities. 

"It  shall  not  "be  thus  with  other  Religious  Communities 
.  .  .  (in  saying  this,  the  Blessed  Virgin  had  tears  in  her  eyes) 
There  will  be  many  victims  amongst  the  clergy  of  Paris 
the    Archbishop    will    die MY    DAUGHTER,    the 


242  ST.  JOSEPH  LILIES 


Cross  will  be  despised ;  blood  will  flow  in  the  streets  ...  (at 
this  point  the  Blessed  Virgin  was  unable  to  speak  any  more, 
her  face  full  of  sadness)  MY  DAUGHTER,  the  whole  world  will 
be  in  desolation!" 

''When  ^^'ill  all  of  this  come  to  pass?" 

"Forty  years  and  ten  (months)  and  then  peace  .  .  .,"  was 
the  reply.  These  were  the  sad  forebodings  and  the  promises  of 
help  which  Sister  Catherine  received  from  Mary  on  the  memor- 
able night.  Then  St.  'Catherine  had  gotten  up  and  found  the 
little  boy  where  she  had  left  him.  He  said  to  her:  "She  has 
gone  away."  She  then  followed  him  up  to  the  dormitory  and 
went  back  to  bed  .  .  .  trying  to  sleep,  but  who  could  sleep 
after  sucli  a  beautiful  experience! 

On  that  same  night  the  Blessed  Mother  promised  to  en- 
trust to  St.  Catherine  a  mission.  She  could  not  help  wonder 
Avhat  this  would  be,  because  the  times  were  already  very  stormy 
and  disaster  was  falling  upon  the  religious,  the  clergy,  and  on 
the  \vhole  of  France.  This  humble  seminarist  was  aware  of 
the  afflicted  society,  yet  she  passed  her  days  in  the  firm  con- 
viction that  the  Madonna  would  not  fail  to  keep  her  promise. 

One  afternoon  in  November,  four  months  later,  the  Satur- 
day before  the  first  Sunday  of  Advent,  at  about  5 :30,  Sister 
Catherine  was  making  lier  meditation  in  the  chapel.  She  heard 
the  sound  of  the  rustling  of  a  silk  dress  and  near  the  picture 
of  St.  Joseph  was  the  Blessed  Virgin.  She  was  more  beautiful. 
She  was  standing  and  her  robe  was  the  color  of  dawn  (white 
gold),  high  at  the  neck,  and  had  plain  sleeves.  On  her  head 
she  had  a  white  veil,  which  fell  down  on  each  side  to  her  feet. 
Her  feet  were  resting  on  a  globe  which  was  only  half  visible. 
Her  hands  were  raised  up  to  her  girdle  in  a  graceful  posture, 
holding  another  globe  representing  the  world,  which  she  seem- 
ed to  press  to  her  heart.    Her  eyes  were  raised  to  heaven. 

Suddenly,  the  globe  disappeared  and  her  fingers  were  filled 
with  rings  with  the  most  precious  gems.  The  light  from  these 
jewels  was  so  bright  that  one  was  not  able  to  see  her  dress  or  the 
globe.  As  Sister  Catherine  watched  all  this,  the  Ble.ssed  Virgin 
lowered  hor  eyes,  and  said:  "The  globe  you  see  (which  St.  Cath- 
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erine  understood  to  be  the  one  under  her  feet)  represents  the 
world,  especially  France  and  every  single  person.  The  rays  are 
the  symbols  of  graces  I  shed  on  thase  who  ask  me  for  them." 

Then  an  oval  frame  was  formed  around  the  Blessed  Mother, 
on  which  these  words  were  stamped  in  letters  of  gold  :  "0  MARY 
CONCEIVED  AVITHOUT  SIN,  PRAY  FOR  US  WHO  HAVE 
RECOURSE  TO  THEE."  Then  a  voice  was  heard  saying: 
"Have  a  medal  struck  according  to  this  model.  Those  who 
wear  it  after  being  blessed  -shall  receive  great  graces,  espeeialh' 
if  they  wear  it  around  their  neck." 

At  that  very  moment  the  picture  .seemed  to  turn  around  and 
on  the  reverse  side  was  the  letter  "M"  surmounted  by  a  cross 
with  a  long  line  at  the  base,  and  under  the  letter  "M"  were  the 
Hearts  of  Jesus  and  ]\Iary  — the  first  encircled  by  a  croA^ni  of 
thorns  and  tlio  otlier  transpierced  by  a  sword. 

Then  the  vision  disappeared  and  Sister  Laboure  hastened 
to  recount  her  vision  to  her  director.  As  he  had  done  previously, 
Father  Aladel  received  his  penitent  coldly,  listened  with  diifi- 
dence,  and  seemed  to  enjoin  her  not  to  put  faith  in  the  vision. 
Although  she  obeyed  her  director,  she  could  not  banish  from  her 
memory  the  beautiful  vision. 

In  confirmation  of  the  ^Manifestation  of  November  27,  the 
Apparition  was  repeated  once  again  in  the  following  month. 
This  one  was  not  beside  the  picture  of  St.  Joseph,  but  the  Bless- 
iMother  appeared  at  the  back  of  the  tabernacle.  After  the  Sis- 
ter Avas  privileged  to  Avitness  this  wonderful  manifestation,  the 
the  Blessed  i\Iotlier  looked  deeply  at  St.  Catherine  Laboure  and 
said:  ^'M)j  daughter,  you  will  not  see  me  any  longer,  but  you 
shall  hear  my  voice  in  your  meditations." 

"How  lovely  will  it  be,  to  hear  that  ]\Iary  is  Queen  of  the 
Universe,  and  of  France.  Even  the  children  will  shout :  'She 
is  the  Mother  of  All."  These  are  the  closing  words  of  the  ac- 
count and  this  apparition  which  St.  Catherine  Laboure  has 
given  us. 

Upon  seeing  that  Catherine  wovild  not  change  her  convic- 
tions, Father  John  Aladel  mitigated  his  severity  toward  the 
Sister,  but  did  nothing  toward  the  striking  of  the  medal  until 
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over  two  years  had  passed.  One  can  well  imagine  what  a  martyr- 
dom Catherine  Laboure  suffered  during  all  this  waiting. 

It  was  through  her  love  and  obedience  to  the  Blessed 
Mother  that  w^e  learn  to  know  and  love  this  new  saint.  She 
considered  it  the  most  pressing  duty  of  her  life  to  do  her  ut- 
most for  the  fulfillment  of  the  desires  of  the  Queen  of  Heaven. 
In  time  the  medal  was  struck  and  the  well-known  posture  of 
the  statue  of  the  Immaculate  Virgin  was  used  in  w'hich  h^r 
arms  are  stretched  out.  The  spread  of , the  medal  was  "mir- 
aculous." In  the  first  two  years  a  Paris  factory  sold  two  mil- 
lion gold  and  silver  ones  and  eighteen  million  brass  ones.  Mil- 
lions and  millions  of  others  were  dispatched  by  other  merch- 
ants. 

Having  accomplished  the  first  desire  of  Mary  by  having 
the  medal  struck,  St.  Catherine  turned  her  attention  to  another 
w^ork  demanded  by  the  Blessed  Virgin,  that  of  associating  the 
young  people  under  her  standard.  One  day  she  informed  her 
director  of  her  designs:  "The  Blessed  Virgin  expects  of  j'-qu 
another  mission,  of  which  you  will  be  the  founder  and  direct- 
or: It  is  the  Association  of  Children  of  Marj',  to  which  Our 
Lady  will  grant  many  graces.  Plentiful  indulgences  will  be 
conceded.  The  Children  of  jNIary  will  enjoy  sweet  consolations. 
Many  feasts  will  be  observed  and  the  month  of  Mary  will  be 
celebrated  with  pomp."  Thus,  new  Associations  of  Mary  were 
formed  and  multiplied,  which  saintly  Pius  IX  erected  canon- 
ically  in  1847  and  dedicated  to  Mary  Immaculate. 


The  French  Ke volution,  wnth  the  suppression  of  Religious 
Orders,  had  dispersed  the  Sons  of  St.  Vincent  and  during  the 
first  years  of  Napoleon's  government  the  Superior  General, 
Father  Cayla  de  La  Garde,  had  to  leave  France.  The  few  sur- 
viving missioners  were  not  sufficient  for  the  ministrations  and 
the  Daughters  of  Charity  fared  equally  badly.  Saint  Cather- 
ine, who,  ever  since  the  recommendation  of  the  Blessed  Virgin, 
had  the  revival  of  the  two  Vincontian  Families  so  much  at 
heart,  immediately  undertook  an  apostolate  of  pray-er.  counsel. 
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and  example.  "Oh,  Immaculate  Heart  of  Mary,  obtain  for  me 
this  grace,  for  the  good  of  the  two  Families  of  St.  Vincent," 
■was  her  constant  prayer  with  every  work  she  did.  This  re- 
union was  realized  on  August  4,  1843,  with  Father  Etienne  as 
the  Superior  General,  who  later  became  known  as  the  second 
Founder  of  the  Vincentians. 

Soon  the  throne  of  Charles  X  toppled  and  the  Revolution 
broke  out.  The  Daughters  made  their  annual  retreat  while  the 
cannons  roared  outside  in  the  streets  and  the  mob  scoured  the 
streets  of  Paris.  Catherine,  who  witnessed  all  these  calamities, 
could  not  doubt  that  the  prediction  of  1870  would  also  be  veri- 
fied !  The  historical  facts  so  well  known,  which  were  predicted 
forty  years  before  by  Our  Lady  to  St.  Catherine,  cannot  be 
mentioned  here  in  full.  Xo  one  could  doubt  that  the  prediction 
was  a  real  prophecy  and  now  fulh'  verified. 

Most  astounding  of  all  is  what  happened  ten  months  later, 
which  was  added  to  the  forty  years  announced  in  1830.  About 
the  month  of  April,  1871,  the  Saint  said  to  the  superior:  "Last 
night.  Mother,  I  saw  the  Blessed  Mother  in  a  dream ;  .she  came 
to  look  for  you  in  the  community  room.  Then  she  went  into 
your  office,  and  not  finding  you  there,  she  sat  down  and  said 
to  me:  'As  Sister  Dufes  is  not  here,  you  "will  tell  her  that  she 
may  go  away  quite  peacefully;  I  will  take  charge  of  the  house 
to  guard  it.  She  will  go  about  midday  with  Sister  Clare,  and 
will  return  at  the  end  of  May."' 

This  prediction  was  fulfilled.  The  Communists  on  Easter 
Sunday  made  their  way  into  the  Sisters'  house  and  demanded 
two  gendarmes  who  had  taken  refuge  there.  Being  refused, 
they  tried  to  take  Sister  Dufes,  but  the  order  was  withdrawn 
until  the  following  day  by  which  time  Sister  Dufes  had  fled 
to  Toulouse  with  Sister  Clare  .  .  .  only  then  realizing  that 
Sister  Catherine's  predictions  were  fulfilled.  On  May  30,  Sister 
Dufes  returned  to  the  two  houses  of  Enhien  and  Reuilly. 

The  life  of  St.  Catherine  lies  not  in  the  Apparitions  of  Our 
Lady,  not  in  those  external  events  prophesied  by  her,  but  rath- 
er in  the  perfection  with  which  she  accomplished  all  the  duties 
of  her  vocation.  Having  taken  the  four  community  vows  on 
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May  1,  1835,  Sister  Catherine  understood  her  duty  of  making 
herself  more  worthy  of  her  Heavenly  Spouse  by  bringing  Him 
works  of  charity.  Occupations  in  the  kitchen  and  the  work- 
ing among  the  old  men  living  in  the  house  were  among  her 
many  duties.  We  have  the  strongest  testimony  of  the  saint's 
love  for  her  dear  old  men,  in  the  bitter  tears  shed  by  them 
near  the  coffin  of  their  benefactress.  The  secret  of  her  self- 
sacrificing  love  for  the  poor  lies  in  that  shel  saw  Jesus  Ohrist 
in  each  one  of  them.  Thus  she  acted  in  her  old  age  even  to  the 
end.  She  would  bo  found  at  the  pump  all  alone  washing  the 
men's  chairs,  and  when  told  she  should  not  work  so  hard  she 
would  only  reply:  "My  Sisters,  I  am  just  doing  my  duty  as  a 
Daughter  of  Charity.  These  are  our  gems,  and  we  must  watch 
Avell  that  others  do  not  snatch  them  from  us." 

Sister  Catherine's  last  years  were  spent  in  the  portress' 
lodge,  of  which  she  had  charge.  Her  favorite  recreation  was  to 
go  to  the  yard,  where  the  chickens  and  pigeons  always  wel- 
comed her.  Then  it  was  that  she  seemed  to  live  over  again  the 
days  of  her  youth.  Mary  was  to  be  the  model  of  her  life  until 
the  end.  As  we  read  in  her  resolutions  "I  will  take  Mary  as 
my  model,  at  the  beginning  of  my  actions,  and  I  will  think  how 
she  would  have  done  the  duty  I  have  to  fulfill." 

In  the  beginning  of  1876,  Sister  Catherine  declared  that 
it  would  be  the  last  year  of  her  life.  On  September  18  she  was 
confined  to  her  bed  and  passed  October  and  November  with 
continual  decrease  in  strength.  The  last  day  of  the  year  dawn- 
ed; it  was  a  Sunday,  December  31,  which  was  also  to  be  last 
of  St.  Catherine's  mortal  life.  She  had  repeated  fainting  fits 
and  asked  for  the  Last  Sacraments,  which  she  received  in  the 
presence  of  her  Sisters. 

There  was  still  silence  around  her,  whilst  her  soul  de- 
lighted in  Communion  with  her  Sacramental  Jesus.  Later,  the 
director  came  to  give  her  the  last  blessing  and  recommended 
to  her  the  two  Families  of  St.  Vincent.  She  smiled  and  an- 
swered in  a  weak  voice.  Towards  four  o'clock  in  the  after- 
noon she  had  a  little  relief  and  saw  a  few  of  her  companions 
again.     She  asked  their  pardon  for  any  displeasure  she  may 
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have  caused  them  and,  hugging'  her  crucifix,  she  renewed  her 
holy  vows  by  which  she  consecrated  herself  to  God  for  the 
service  of  His  poor.  She  then  became  drowsy  and  remained 
in  this  condition  until  about  7  o'clock  in  the  evening.  Her 
breathing  became  Aveaker  and  weaker.  n)itil  at  last  there  was 
no  sign  of  life. 

Slie  still  looked  like  someone  asleep,  but  in  vain  did  they 
try  to  rouse  her.  When  the  Sisters  went  on  their  knees  to  re- 
cite the  Invocations  of  Our  Lady,  their  saintly  companion  was 
already  in  heaven  rejoicing  in  the  vision  of  her  Jesus  and  of 
Mary  and  St.  Vincent. 

"OH  :\rxVR.Y  CONCEIVED  WITHOUT  SIN .?  PRAY  FOR 
US  WHO  HAVE  RECOITRSE  TO  THEE !" 

Courtesv  of  the  Vineentian 


TO  THE  IMMACULATE  CONCEPTION 

A  dewdrop  of  tlie  darkness  born 

Wherein  no  shadow  lies; 

The  blossom  of  a  barren  thorn. 

Whereof  no  petal  dies ; 

A  rainbow  beauty  passion-free 

Wherewitli  was  veiled  Divinit\' 
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AERIAL  KALEIDOSCOPE 

By  ADELE  McGUANE 

IT  WAS  a  dull  day;  We  were  all  disappointed  in  the  weath- 
er, for  we  had  placed  our  order  with  the  weather  man  for 
fine  sightseeing  weather.  Incidentally,  our  weatherman  in 
Alaska  is  very  important,  and  is  one  person  in  Alaska  that 
knows  when  he  goes  on  the  air  to  give  his  report,  every  man, 
woman  and  child  in  the  Territory  is  listening  to  him.  One  of 
the  prognostieators  is  a  member  of  the  Fairbanks  Tennis  Club 
and  their  courts  are  right  behind  our  house,  so  on  Friday  night 
Ruth  and  I  caught  Gil  out  there  and  he  told  us  that  Nome  was 
"socked  in"  and  a  big  storm  was  brewing  in  the  Bering  Sea. 
HoAvever,  when  he  saw  how  disappointed  we  were,  he  also  told 
us  that  there  was  a  possibility  that  the  storm  would  blow  south 
and  out  of  our  way. 

To  go  back  to  the  airport,  in  spite  of  the  weather,  we  took 
oft"  to  make  a  bee-line  for  Kotzebue.  We  had  to  cross  the  Arctic 
Circle— in  fact,  Ave  Avere  almost  flying  on  it  for  a  time.  One 
nice  thing  about  a  charter  trip,  you  have  none  of  the  formali- 
ties of  a  scheduled  run  and  the  two  pilots,  Terrence  McDonald 
and  Maurice  King,  were  out  to  please  all  21  of  us,  to  the  best 
of  their  ability.  Both  have  the  reputation  of  being  two  of  the 
best  "bush  pilots"  in  the  Territoiy  and  people  up  here  have 
more  eonfidenee  in  those  boys  than  the  fly-boys  Avith  all  the 
education.  Terry  is  a  young  felloAA^,  Avho  learned  to  fly  in  the 
accustomed  manner,  but  Morry  is  a  middle-aged  man  AA'ho  lias 
been  flying  up  here  so  long,  I  doubt  if  he  can  remember  Avhen  or 
hoAV  he  learned  to  fly. 

Ten  minutes  out  of  Fairbanks,  the  Aveather  still  looked  so 
bad  they  asked  us  if  avo  Avanted  to  turn  around  and  go  home, 
but  by  this  time  Ave  felt  Ave  just  had  to  go  on— so  on  Ave  Avent. 
Ester  Avas  the  first  jilace  Ave  flcAV  over  and  Ave  could  see  the  gold 
dredges  far  beloAv  and  hard  at  Avork.  These  dredges  have  been 
going  back  and   forth  through  this  area  for  years  and  by  the 
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tailings  you  could  see  how  much  ground  they  had  covered  and 
how  they  had  changed  the  contour  of  the  land. 

We  were  flying  in  a  DC-3  (twin  engine)  and  the  pilots  let 
us  take  turns  at  sitting  up  front  with  them.  Thrilling  is  hardly 
the  word — but  we  certainly  did  get  a  bird's-eye  view.  We 
were  at  this  point  flying  over  pretty  rugged  terrain  and  the  air 
was   quite    bumpy,   nevertlieless,    we    took   pictures. 

At  first  we  saw  acres  and  acres  of  mud  flats— there  just 
didn't  seem  to  be  any  end  to  it— and  then  we  flew  across  the 
Yukon  River  for  the  first  time.  At  the  particular  spot  that  we 
crossed,  it  looked  like  a  mighty  canal  meandering  through  the 
hills.  The  next  settlement  was  Hughes,  on  the  banks  of  the 
Koyukuk  Eiver.  The  pilots  brought  the  plane  down  very  low 
and  flew  over  the  village  so  that  we  could  get  a  good  view  of  it. 
Each  time  we  went  into  one  of  these  circling  manoeuvres— and 
we  were  yet  to  do  it  many  times — it  seemed  like  my  stomaeh 
would  hit  ground  before  bouncing  back.  It  looked,  at  least 
when  I  was  able  to  look  that  we  were  pivoting  on  one  Aving  and 
standing  on  our  ears.  The  air  would  Avhistle  by  us  and  then  we 
were  supposed  to  try  and  take  pictures.  I  did  manage  to  try 
several  times,  but  I  think  when  I  look  at  the  pictures,  I  shall 
get  that  same  funny  feeling  in  the  pit  of  my  stomach. 

Our  next  village  was  Hog  River  and  then  we  turned  north 
to  the  Arctic  Circle.  We  followed  the  Arctic  Circle  almost  to 
Selawick  Lake,  then  north  again  to  Kiana,  where  Ave  made 
another  nice  cn-cle.  There  are  several  reindeer  herds  in  this 
area,  but  we  didn't  know  about  them  until  after  we  got  to 
Kotzebue,  so  we  didn't  look  for  them  and  didn't  spot  them  acci- 
dentally.   AVe  started  circling  Kotzelnie  at  just  1.30  p.m. 

The  village  of  Kotzebue  (means  little  island)  is  situated  on 
a  finger  of  land  which  juts  out  into  Kotzebue  Sound.  Kotzebue 
Sound  was  still  frozen  solid  but  was  showing  signs  of  breaking 
up.  There  is  a  little  air  strip  right  alongside  of  the  village 
where  the  small  planes  land,  but  we  had  to  go  in  at  the  CAA 
air  strip,  which  is  about  a  mile  away  from  the  village.  There 
isn't  a  great  deal  of  ditference  between  the  two  except  the  one 
we  landed  on  had  a  gravel  top.     We  had  a  good  look  at  the 
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village  before  preparing  to  land  and  then  we  went  into  oar 
landing  glide.  When  it  seemed  as  though  our  wheels  would 
surely  touch  ground,  I  looked  out  and  still  could  see  no  air  strip 
under  us— then,  just  as  the  wheels  hit,  I  could  see  we  were  right 
on  the  brink  of  the  strip.  When  we  came  to  a  quick  stop,  we 
were  at  the  other  brink.  Then  we  taxied  back  to  where  we 
started  and  parked  the  plane.  Walking  was  the  only  means  of 
transportation  so  we  walked.  A  number  of  the  native  children 
came  out  to  meet  us  and  one  of  the  little  boys  showed  us  how 
to  get  off  the  muddy  road  to  walk  along  the  beach  where  the 
going  was  a  little  easier.  Twenty-one  people  at  one  time  Avas 
unheard  of  at  Kotzebue  so  nine  of  us  stayed  in  a  little  lodge  up 
over  the  general  store  and  the  rest  were  scattered  in  the  school, 
hospital,  and  school  teacher's  house. 

This  is  the  fishing  season  so  that  Avas  the  main  topic  of  con- 
versation among  the  villagers.  I  wish  I  were  better  at  word 
descriptions  for  tliis  is  really  quite  a  little  village.  The  houses 
are  built  out  of  everything  but  mostly  logs  and  driftwood.  Each 
house  has  a  drying  rack  for  fish  and  seal  meat.  Dog  team  is  the 
main  transportation  so  each  house  had  a  team  of  dogs  staked  out 
around  it.  In  fact,  never  except  in  dog  shows,  have  I  seen  so 
many  dogs  in  one  tiny  space.  The  beach  was  literally  covered 
with  dogs  tied  up  witli  about  a  leash's  length  of  chain  between 
them.  Looks  like  they  evidently  have  some  good  dog  fights 
beeau'sc  most  of  them  bore  the  scars  of  battle.  One  bright 
Eskimo  hitched  up  his  team  in  a  hurry  to  take  us  for  rides  out 
on  the  ice.  We  ventured  out  a  little  ways,  but  the  thawing  ice 
did  not  look  too  inviting  to  me.  Most  of  the  afternoon  wa.s  spent 
taking  pictures  and  looking  over  the  entire  village. 

For  dinner  Ave  had  our  choice  of  reindeer  steak  or  roast.  I 
took  the  roast  after  seeing  the  size  of  the  steaks  as  I  kncAv  I 
couldn't  possibly  eat  that  much.  It  Avas  delicious.  The  natiA'es 
of  Kotzebue  haven't  been  told  about  inflation,  consequently  avc 
Avcre  overAvhelmed  at  the  prices.  Dinner,  $1.00  and  $1.25. 
Lodging,  $1.50.  For  breakfast  we  had  hot  cakes  and  coffee,  35c. 
With  each  order  they  gave  us  an  eighth  of  a  pound  of  butter. 

This  Avas  SaturdaA^  niirht  — shoAV  night  in  Kotzebue.     When 
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the  movie  started,  the  whole  town  turned  out.  They  just  dropped 
everything  they  were  dding  and  went  to  the  show.  In  the  res- 
taurant, the  waitresses,  cooks,  and  all,  just  left  everything  as  it 
was.  After  the  movie  the  Eskimos  put  on  a  native  dance  for  us 
Avhieh  we  thoroughly  enjoyed.  They  use  the  motion  dances  as 
the  Hawaiians,  but  they  are  much  more  vigorous. 

There  was  a  beautiful  sunset,  and  around  9  p.m.  the  sky 
.started  to  clear.  At  midnight  we  were  still  able  to  take  pictures. 
Reluctantly  we  went  to  bed. 

About  11  a.m.  the  next  inorning  we  took  to  the  air  again. 
We  crossed  Kotzebue  Sound  to  the  North  shore  of  the  Sweard 
Peninsula.  "We  followed  the  coast  line  over  Shishmaref  and  out 
to  the  Cape  Prince  of  AVales.  Off  the  Cape  are  two  island-s  known, 
as  Little  Diomede  (U.S.A.)  and  Big  Diomedo  (Russia). 
The  International  Date  line  runs  directly  between  them,  sepa- 
rating the  United  States  from  Siberia.  There  is  a  short  span  of 
onl}'  three  miles  between  the.se  two  islands  and  we  flew  right 
between  them  and  then  around  in  another  one  of  our  famous 
circles.  We  could  see  very  plainly  the  Siberian  mainland.  As 
we  flew  between  these  little  islands  we  were  just  about  250  feet 
above  water.  We  could  see  very"  plainly  the  little  village  at  the 
base  of  the  cliffs  of  Little  Diomede.  Also  we  could  see  the  men 
out  on  the  ice  with  their  dog  teams,  seal  and  walrus  hunting  we 
surmised. 

Here  the  ice  was  breaking  up  into  huge  ice  floes  and  it 
looked  like  it  might  be  very  dangerous  Imnting.  From  the 
plane  we  could  see  many  seals  and  walrus  but,  of  course,  catch- 
ing them  is  quite  a  different  story. 

Xext  we  passed  Faii'way  Rock  and  King  Island.  AVe  were 
now  flying  over  the  Bering  Sea.  All  this  time  the  weather  was 
getting  just  a  little  better  until  finally  when  we  reached  Nome, 
the  sun  wa.s  shining  in  all  its  glory.  We  landed  at  1.30  p.m. 
after  a  very  exciting  flight  of  21/2  hours.  Friends  met  us  at  the 
airport  and  we  went  out  to  their  home  for  a  brief  visit  and 
then  came  us  back  to  town  as  the  Chamlber  of  Commerce  was 
having  a  dinner  for  us.  After  another  reindeer  dinner  we 
hurried  to  ]\Ir.  Polet's  store;  he  had  a  lot  of  the  native  ivory 
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carvings — ^bought  a  few  pieces  in  true  tourist  fashion  (prices 
prohibitive  and  twice  those  in  Kolzebue).  Our  friends  met  us 
again  and  took  us  out  to  the  mining  activities  which  have  been  de- 
activated due  to  the  Army  'Surrounding  the  dredges  with  air- 
fields, and  then,  after  an  all  too  brief  stay,  we  hurried  back  to 
the  plane. 

Once  again  we  were  in  the  air,  this  time  we  were  far  enough 
south  that  we  were  soon  flying  over  open  water.  Our  course  was 
southeast  crossing  over  Norton  Sound  and  about  2.30  p.m.  we 
landed  at  Unalakleet.  (Don't  forget  that  we  are  in  the  land 
of  the  Midnight  Sun  so  it  was  still  dajdight).  It  was  our  intent 
to  stay  at  Unalakleet  for  only  a  few  minutes,  but  we  were  so 
entranced  with  the  place  that  our  stop  stretched  into  hours. 

Unalakleet  is  one  of  the  loveliest  little  villages  that  you 
could  ever  hope  to  see.  Once  again  the  settlement  was  built  on 
a  little  finger  of  land  Jutting  out  into  the  water.  There  was  a 
neat  little  pathway  leading  through  the  village  with  long  cabins 
on  either  side.  There  wasn't  a  paper  or  can  out  of  place.  Each 
little  house  had  a  tiny  garden.  In  fact,  all  available  space  was 
used  for  gardens.  At  the  trading  post  we  learned  that  Ave  were 
the  first  tourists  ever  to  land  at  Unlakleet.  Of  course,  they  have 
government  officials,  etc.,  call  periodically  to  see  all  is  well  with 
them,  but  we  Avere  the  first  sightseers  and  they  Avero  thrilled 
to  have  us.  They  grinned  from  ear  to  ear  Avhen  Ave 
complimented  them  on  their  village.  At  the  trading  post  Ave 
learned  that  all  this  orderliness  Avas  due  to  the  influence  of 
SAvedish  Lutheran  Missionaries  Avho  are  stationed  there.  As  Ave 
Avalked  around  the  village  Ave  heard  a  little  patter  of  foot- 
steps behind  us  and  Avhen  Ave  looked  around  Ave  found  half  a 
dozen  or  so  little  children  foUoAving  us  at  our  heels.  They  Avere 
so  cute  and  shy  but  didn't  mind  posing  for  pictures. 

Reluctantly  Ave  had  to  tear  ourselves  aAvay,  and  about  9.30 
p.m.  Ave  started  on  the  honicAvard  leg  of  our  journey.  For  the 
next  tAvo  hours  Ave  had  a  beautiful  sunset  to  Avatch  as  Ave  made 
our  Avay  up  the  Yukon  Valley.  At  Tanana  (like  Panama)  Ave 
branched  off  and  foUoAved  the  Tanana  River  to  Fairbanks.  Still 
A'ery  light,  in  fact  the  sun  Avas  about  ready  to  rise  again,  Ave 
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settled  down  once  again  on  the  Weeks  Field  landing  strip.  It 
was  just  a  few  minutes  after  midnight.  That  night  Ruth  and 
I  crawled  into  bed,  mighty  tired  but  happy.  You  would  think 
that  we  would  be  satisfied,  but  we  are  both  anxious  to  go  back 
to  Kotzebue  and,  perhaps,  from  there  stay  further  north.  Be- 
tween the  Diomede.s  we  had  a  look  into  "Tomorrow"  and  the 
far-away  shores— no  matter  where  you  go  you  still  want  to  go 
further.    There  just  isn't  any  end. 


It  has  been  very  well  said  that  what  our  generation  needs  is 
less  pleasure  and  more  joys.  While  we  seek  its  pleasures,  we  are 
missing,  especially  in  our  large  cities,  the  joys  of  life.  The  joys 
of  home  are  now  but  seldom  experienced,  and  the  gathering  of 
generations  of  the  family  around  the  hospitable  boards  on  great 
festivals  of  the  year  is  rare.  The  joy  of  doing  good  to  our  fel- 
lows, not  through  the  mediation  of  others,  but  by  direct  contact, 
is  now  seldom  experienced.  The  joys  of  the  country  in  the  spring- 
time, of  simple  friendly  intercourse  and  neighbourly  sympathy, 
most  of  thi.s  is  gone,  and,  instead,  Ave  have  the  sophisticated  plea- 
sures of  the  modern  time.  Any  one,  who  has  seen  how  profoundly 
miserable  they  can  be  who  apparently  have  the  fullest  opportun- 
ity to  enjoy  these  pleasures,  well  knows  how  little  there  is  in 
pleasure  compared  to  the  joys  of  life.  Pleasure  is  sometimes  for- 
bidden. Joy  is  always  allowable.  The  most  joyous  people  in  the 
world  are  those  who  are  profoundly  religious. 
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THE   LATE   MSGR.  MICHAEL   CLINE,  D.P. 

By  the  RIGHT  REVEREIND  MONISIGNOR  MICHAEL  CULLINANE 


1 


The  Late  Rt.  Rev.  Monsignor 
3nchael  Cline.  D.P. 


T  WAS  evenijig  and  the  Office 
of  the  Dead  had  been  chanted 
and  a  vast  crowd  of  people  re- 
mained to  Aveep  and  pray,  be- 
cause Cxod's  curfew  had  summon- 
ed a  well-loved  priest.  As  I  sat 
and  looked  upon  the  features  of 
the  soggarth  aroon,  so  restful 
now  in  the  open  coffin  within 
tlie  deep  sanctuary  of  Holy 
Name  Church,  I  could  not  help 
but  think  that  Monsignor  Cline 
had  well  earned  and  well  de- 
served this  manifestation  of  the 
love  and  aft'ection  of  his  people 
who  now.  in  never  ending  lines,  passed  sorrowfully  by  his 
coffin  for  one  long  last  look,  one  sad  farewell.  He  had  been  a 
great  builder  of  churches  and  schools,  but  liere  was  the  work 
of  his  life — this  house  of  prayer,  so  noble,  so  spacious,  so  grac- 
ious in  design,  so  articulate  in  its  good  breeding  of  propor- 
tions in  its  elegance  of  fenestration.  This  was  his  child,  his  cre- 
ation— this  House  he  had  built  for  God.  Every  night,  no  matter 
how  late  the  hour,  no  matter  how  busy  or  tiresome  the  day,  he 
had  been  accustomed  to  retire  into  the  intimacy  of  the  sanctu- 
ary, under  the  flickering  light,  to  converse  with  the  lonely 
Prisoner.  He  would  say:  ''I  must  have  one  last  chat  with  the 
Master."  He  was  here  now  at  midnight  on  his  last  visit,  and 
I  felt  that  his  great  church  of  Holy  Name  was  truly  a  r()])e  of 
God  enfolding  liim  in  its  last  embrace. 

Fifty-two  years  ago,  he  had  come  as  a  young  priest,  from 
Longford,  the  countiy  of  Goldsmith.  Immediately  the  stream 
of  Irish  blood  was  notably  re-inforced  by  a  tributary  rill  of 
love   and  admiration    for   the   sj)acious   Canadian   scene.        In 
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those  distant  days  when  youth  was  in  liis  step  and  God's 
grace  sparkled  in  his  eye,  and  a  genial  warmth  overflowed 
from  his  Irish  heart,  he  won  the  admiration  of  his  superiors 
for  his  success  in  the  shepherding-  of  souls.  He  had  been 
blessed  by  God  with  a  fine  pastoral  sense  and,  though  re- 
stricted by  his  explosive  honesty,  he  grew  into  the  hearts  of 
the  people  to  an  extraordinary  degree.  His  parish  became 
his  family,  his  home-land;  and,  with  the  progress  of  the 
years,  his  memories  of  Ireland  were  tlie  memories  of  his  Alma 
Mater,  All  Plallows  College,  that  he  loved  with  such  an  abiding 
love.  At  priestly  gatherings  he  invariably  discussed  All  Hal- 
lows and  its  professors  of  his  day.  He  would  grow  expansive 
when  he  referred  to  its  President,  the  distinguished  and  per- 
ennial Father  Tom  O'Domiell,  C.JM.  I  coidd  sense  the  hunger 
in  his  heart  to  pay  one  last  visit  to  the  old  scenes,  the  old 
friends.  I  was  Avith  him  on  that  last  visit  in  August,  1946, 
and,  I  recall,  how  with  a  sense  of  innninence  he  kissed  the 
lintel  of  the  door  of  an  ancient  hall  where  he  had  studied  at 
the  feet  of  Dr.  Tim  O'Mahoney. 

He  loved  forensic  tilts.  He  had  a  capacity  for  arguing, 
and  he  plunged  with  a  hardy  and  exploring  spirit  into  a  sea  of 
troubles,  breasting  the  waves  of  perplexities  with  unsparing 
logic  and  relentless  rhetoric,  in  a  phraseology  picturesque  and 
vigorous.  Goldsmith  had  said  of  Burke : 

"Who,  too  deep  for  his  hearers,  still  went  on  refining. 

And  thought  of  convincing  Avhen  they  thought  of  dining." 
Surrounded  by  a  crowd  of  professors  from  two  seminaries,  who 
hazed  him  academically  at  his  Jubilee  dinner  at  All  HalloAvs 
in  1946,  he  showed  how  skilful  he  still  was  in  creating  subtle 
distinction,  in  pouncing  on  a  fallacy,  or  in  prostrating  an  ob- 
jection. The  fountains  of  his  heart  may  have  begun  to  run  dry, 
but  enough  remained  to  show  that  there  had  been  a  living 
spring  within. 

In  the  public  press  of  Toronto,  lie  wrote  on  Church  matters 
in  a  style  both  easy  and  felicitous.  His  ward-robe  of  words  was 
rich  and  varied,  and  he  enjoyed  a  remarkable  facility  in  the 
use  of  simple  language.  At  all  times,  his  reasoning  was  clear 
and  cogent.  "Whether  in  the  pulpit  or  in  the  banquet-hall,  he 
stood  like  a  son  of  Anak,  large  and  commanding  of  stature, 
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and,  because  the  voice  is  the  key  that  unloeks  the  heart,  he 
charmed  his  listeners  with  his  round  and  full  and  mellow 
tones.  He  was  blessed  with  an  abundance  of  original  phraseo- 
logy, though  withal  his  diction  was  couched  in  a  natural 
warmth. 

He  was  loved  and  revered  by  people  of  every  class  and 
creed;  perhaps,  it  was  because  they  were  provoked  by  the 
gentle  logic  of  his  wholesomeness ;  or,  perhaps,  they  saw  in  him 
a  splendid  specimen  of  mellowed  humanity.  He  possessed  no 
formidable  geniality,  no  bluff  heartiness.  In  fact,  he  wore  a 
cheerful  belligerencj',  though  it  was  good  and  wholesome. 
Yet  his  friends  were  legion,  and  his  home  was  "the  House  by 
the  side  of  the  road."  His  hospitality  was  proverbial  through- 
out Canada.  His  loj^alties  Avere  deep  and  enduring.  On  Sun- 
day nights,  for  a  period  of  twent.y-five  years  he  never  missed 
going  by  street  car  across  the  city  to  visit  his  beloved  friend 
and  fellow  Jubilarian,  Monsignor  McCann.  He  had  learned 
to  stay  young.  An  Irish  poet  puts  it  this  way : 
"Better  than  silver,  better  than  gold 
A  man  to  be  young  and  his  mind  to  be  old. 
But  better  and  better  still  I  find 
A  man  to  be  old  with  a  youthful  mind." 
In  every  sense,  he  was  a  great  priest  of  God's  Church,  a 
gentleman  of  the  cloth,  a  priestly  soldier  on  parade,  all  polish- 
ed and  powdered  for  inspection  on  the  march,  the  pastor  bonus, 
the  single-minded  sacerdos  who  closed  the  sheltering  curtains 
of  his  soul  against  "the  urgencies  and  clamorous  hurly-burly 
of  the  passing  show."  He  was  a  holy  priest  who  brought  dis- 
tinction to  his  high  office,  a  learned  priest  whose  mind  evi- 
denced wide  culture,  a  humble  priest  who  won  tlie  hearts  of  the 
poor. 

Of  Gothic  build,  he  was  blessed  with  a  Gothic  vision  and 
one  cannot  help  but  recall  the  words  of  the  sacred  writer — 
Oculi  ejus  semiyer  ad  dominum. 

Having  given  fifty-two  years  of  faithful  service,  it  was 
with  good  grace  and  easy  conscience  he  was  willing  to  lower 
the  sails  and  gather  in  the  ropes,  to  seek  in  full  confidence  a 
gentle  steerage  through  clear  waters  towards  the  smiling 
shore  of  God's  Eternity.    'May  he  rest  in  peace ! 
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CHRIST'S   BIRTHDAY 

/^  XCE,  on  a  far  Judeaii  Height 

^-^    A  great  star  i-ose.  so  clear  and  bright 

It  overflowed  the  world  with  light. 

And  lo !  beneath  its  silver  ray 
Within  a  stable  filled  with  hay, 
A  tiny,  new-born  baby  lay! 

Onee,  on  a  (jniet  midnight  there, 

The  shepherds  sought  that  stable  bare, 

And  wondrous  nuisie  filled  tlie  air! 

Long,  long  ago  that  star  shone  bright. 

And  long  ago.  upon  that  height 

The  angels  sang,  that  Christmas  night! 

Dear  Christ-Child,  come,  onee  more  to  reign! 
As  long  ago,  on  Bethlehem's  plain, 
Within  our  hearts,  be  born  again! 
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CHRISTMAS  FOR  ST.  JOSEPH 

BEYOND  the  pale  of  the  fire  light, 
AVhere  shadows  danced  into  the  night, 
He  stood  and  saw  how  Mary  smiled, 
Enraptured,  on  her  new-born  Child ;        .      -   , 
Sweet  mother  love  suffused  her  face ; 
Of  fear  and  awe  there  was  no  trace. 
And  while  he  mused  that  Seraphim 
Might  fear  the  task  entrusted  him, 
His  Mary  bade  him  come  and  see 
Her  Son,  and  hold  Him  tenderly. 
One  tiny  hand  curled  round  his  beard, 
T-svo  lustrous  eyes  looked  up  and  peered 
Into  his  own — so  warm  and  bright, 
They  hurled  his  fears  back  to  the  night, 
And  in  his  heart  that  peace  was  born 
He  shares  M'ith  us  on  Christmas  morn. 

Paul  A.  Stauder. 


WONDER 


THERE  is  a  faint  music  in  the  night. 
And  pale  wings  fanned  in  silver  flight; 
A  frosty  hill  with  tender  glow 
Of  countless  stars  that  shine  on  snow. 
A  shelter  from  the  winter  storm, 
A  straw-lined  manger,  safe  and  warm, 
And  ]\Iary  crooning  lullabies, 
To  rush  her  Baby's  sleepy  sighs. 
Her  eyes  are  rapt  upon  his  Face, 
Unheeded  here  is  time  and  space ; 
Her  heart  is  filled  with  blinding  joy, 
For  God's  own  Son — her  little  Boy! 

— Naiu^v  Bufkley 


€ommunitg 


T]ie  Feast  of  our  Lady's  Assumption,  August  loth,  was  a 
day  of  special  rejoieing  at  St.  Joseph's  Convent.  In  early 
morning,  from  our  beautiful  Chapel,  aglow  Avith  light  and 
fragrant  with  flowers,  the  glad  strains  of  the  Jubilate  rang 
out  a  joyous  welcome  to  tlie  happy  Jubilarians — Silver  and 
Crolden.  For  Reverend  Sisters  Agatha  and  Emerita,  with  fifty 
golden  years  complete,  it  was  an  occasion  of  special  happiness, 
that  strange  indefinable  happiness,  peace  and  joy,  always 
accompanying  such  memorable  days.  High  ^lass  was  cele- 
brated by"  Rev.  Fr.  AVeiler.  C.S.B.  For  the  Golden  Jubilarians 
that  morning,  long  strenuous  years  disappeared,  once  more 
they  were  the  radiant  Brides  of  Christ— (1898) — so  eager  to 
offer  themselves  to  Him  forever. 

Many  Sisters  and  friends  came  to  greet  and  congTatulatc 
the  Jubilarians,  Avho  were  the  recipients  of  many  beautiful 
gifts,  evidences  of  the  esteem  and  love  in  which  they  are  held. 
For  Sister  Agatha,  with  long  years  of  devoted  service  in  the 
classroom,  and  Sister  Emerita,  with  fruitful  years  here  and  in 
the  far  AVest.  there  awaits  a  rich  reward. 

St.  Joseph  Lilies  extends  greetings  and  congratulations  to 
our  revered  Juliilarians  of  1947. 


The  folloAving  sisters  celebrated  the  25th  anniversary  of 
their  Profession : 

Sr.  Mary  of  the  Angels,  St.  Joseph's  Convent,  Barrie. 

Sr.  St.  David,  St.  Joseph's  Hospital,  Toronto. 

Sr.  M.  St.  Hubert,  St.  Michael's  Hospital. 

Sr.  M.  St.  Egbert.  St.  Michael's  Hospital. 

Sr.  Mary  Alma,  St.  Joseph's  Convent,  Toronto 

Sr.  M.  St.  James.  St.  Patrick's  Convent,  Vancouver,  B.C. 

Sr.  j\L  St.  Joan,  St.  Joseph's  Convent,  Toronto. 

Sr.  M.  Dorothea,  St.  Patrick's  Convent,  Vancouver,  B.C. 

Sr.  M.  Norine,  House  of  Providence. 

Sr.  St.  Albert,  St.  Michael's  Hospital.  Toronto. 

Sincere  congratulations  and  prayerful  wishes  that  our 
Golden  and  Silver  Jubilarians  will  spend  many  mor^^  years  of 
fruitful  work  in  the  vinevard  of  the  Master. 
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St.  Joseph  Lilies  extends  sincere  greetings  to  Reverend 
Genadius  Diez,  O.S.B.,  on  the  occasion  of  his  Silver  Jnbilee, 
June  25th,  1947.  A  valued  contributor  to  St.  Joseph  Lilies, 
our  many  readers  will  rejoice  in  his  happiness  and  join  with 
us  in  sending  congratulations.  We  note  with  great  pleasure 
that  after  an  extended  tour  through  p]urope,  visits  to  many 
famous  Benedictine  Monasteries,  also  our  Lady's  Shrine  at 
Fatima,  Portugal,  he  had  the  crowning  joy  of  celebrating  his 
Jubilee  in  his  beloved  native  land.  We  wish  him  many  more 
fruitful  years  and  a  joyous  Avelcome  on  his  return  to  St. 
Vincent's.  Latrobe. 


On  August  loth,  the  ceremonies  of  Reception  and  Profes- 
sion took  place  in  St.  Joseph's  Convent  Chapel  Toronto.  That 
of  Reception  was  held  at  9.30  in  the  presence  of  relatives 
and  friends  of  the  young  ladies  who  received  the  Habit  of  the 
Order.  Right  Reverend  Monsignor  McCann  officiated, 
assisted  by  Reverend  C.  J.  Mulvihill. 

Reverend  A.  J.  Weiler,  C.S.B.,  preached  an  appropriate 
sermon,  showing  the  true  meaning  and  value  of  the  Religious 
Life.  Dwelling  on  the  reality  of  the  sacrifice  made  by  those 
who  concentrate  their  lives  to  God,  he  told  the  parents  that  the 
affection  of  their  children  for  them  was  increased  and  purified 
by  the  great  love  for  God  which  had  inspired  their  gift  of 
themselves  to  Him.  Li  conclusion,  the  Reverend  speaker 
directed  the  thoughts  of  his  listeners  to  the  Feast,  "The  As- 
sumption of  Our  Lady,"'  and  as  a  perfect  expression  of  devo- 
tion to  God's  Holy  Mother,  quoted  St.  Therese  of  the  Child 
Jesus  in  her  exclamation:   "How  I  love  the  Blessed  Virgin!" 

When  the  yovmg  aspirants  were  formally  accepted  as 
members  of  the  community  by  the  Reverend  Officiant,  the.y 
left  the  Chapel  in  bridal  dress,  to  return  later  in  the  Habit  of 
the  Sisters  of  St.  Joseph.  They  were  given  their  religious 
names  and  knelt  to  receive  Monsignor's  blessing.  Holy  ]\Liss 
was  celebrated  by  Reverend  A.  McMahon,  brother  of  one  of 
the  Sisters  who  had  made  Final  Profession  that  morning. 

Other  members  of  the  clergy  in  the  Sanctuary  were :  Rev- 
erend M.  J.  Nealon,  Reverend  R.  O'Donnell,  C.Ss.R.,  and  Rev. 
erend  M.  Donovan,  C.Ss.R. 

The  young  ladies  who  received  the  Habit  were:  Miss  ^lav- 
jorie  Kintz,  St.  Catharines,  Sister  Mary  Edna ;  Miss  Shirley 
Campbell,  Toronto,  Sister  Mary  Lucy;  Miss  Patricia  McCance, 
Toronto,   Sister  Mary  Dorothy ;  Miss  Jeanne  Desjardins,  Ter- 
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race,  B.C..  Sister  ^I.  Jeanne  D'Arc ;  Miss  Virginia  Xelson, 
Toronto,  Sister  Carmal  ]Marie. 

Reverend  Father  Weiler,  C.S.B..  presided  at  the  Cere- 
monies of  Profession  at  6  a.m.  and  said  the  Mass  which  fol- 
lowed. The  Sisters  who  made  first  Profession  were :  Sister  M. 
Michael  Joseph  Barry,  Toronto ;  Sister  M.  Petronilla  Lamphier, 
Mimieo ;  Sister  M.  St.  Robert  Wilcox,  Toronto ;  Sister  M.  Pau- 
line O'Leary,  Lindsay;  Sister  Margaret  Ann  Hazelton,  Lac  St. 
Jean,  Que. 

Those  who  made  Final  Profession  were :  Sister  Mary  Rose 
Wall,  Toronto ;  Sister  Mary  Kenneth  ^McDonald,  Vancouver ; 
Sister  Martha  Marie  Dillon,  Toronto ;  Sister  Mary  Ruth 
Creamer,  Toronto ;  Sister  M.  Harriet  Dubie,  White  River,  Ont. ; 
Sister  M.  St.  Philip  Barry,  Toronto;  Sister  M.  Fi-ieda  Watson, 
Toronto;  Sister  M.  Enid  Seike,  Toronto;  Sister  M.  Leo  Patrick 
Ileenan,  Colgan,  Ont.;  Sister  M.  Rosanna  Brown,  Oshawa, 
Ont.;  Sister  M.  St.  Catherine  Kwolek,  Souris,  Man.;  Sister  M. 
Gemma  Pahibiski,  Wiliio,  Ont.;  Sis;ter  ]\Iary  James  McMahon, 
Port  Credit,  Ont. 


We  wish  to  offer  our  most  cordial  congratulations  to  Rev- 
erend Mother  and  the  Members  of  the  Institute  of  the  Blessed 
Virgin  I\Iary,  who  during  this  past  year  have  been  celebrating 
the  hundredth  anniversary  of  the  arrival  of  their  Sisters  in 
Toronto.  The  difficulties  and  privations  incident  to  a  new 
foundation  were  borne  jieroically  by  the  foundresses,  and 
truly  the  grain  of  mustard  seed  has  produced  a  magnificent 
tree. 

Many  functions  have  characterized  the  celebrations  of  the 
Centenary,  most  touching  of  all,  perhaps,  the  inspiring  out- 
door Mass  in  Mount  Plope  Cemetery,  a  tribute  to  the  departed 
Sisters  whose  Avork  and  sacrifices  have  been  so  marvellously 
blessed. 


Many  members  of  the  Community  attended  the  reception 
held  by  His  Eminence  Cardinal  jMcGuigan  at  his  residence  in 
York  Mills.  Cardinal  Gilroy  and  Cardinal  Griffin  assisted  at 
the  reception  of  the  Sisters  (about  500  attended)  who  greatly 
appreciated  the  privilege  of  meeting  the  Princes  of  the  Church. 
The  guests  also  were  much  interested  in  seeing  the  newly-fur- 
nished house  and  enjoying  the  spacious  grounds  with  their 
commanding  views  of  surrounding  countrv. 
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Congratulations  to  Rt.  Reverend  Monsignor  Forget  and 
the  parishioners  of  St.  Patrick's,  Vancouver,  B.C.,  on  their  cele- 
brations in  honour  of  the  25th  anniversary  of  the  coming  of 
the  Sisters  of  St.  Joseph  from  Toronto,  to  take  charge  of  the 
schools. 

Reverend  Mother  St.  Brigid  and  Sister  Mary  Cordis  were 
in  Vancouver  for  the  eventful  day  attending  the  Pontifical 
High  Mass  and  joining  in  the  happy  hours  of  commemoration 
of  memories  and  full  realization  in  the  lovely  convent,  the  Higli 
School  and  the  Parochial  School — all  the  result  of  the  self- 
sacrifice  of  a  generous  pastor  and  his  people. 


ST.   MICHAEL'S  HOiSPITAL: 

Nurses  Maureen  Mulligan  and  Leonide  L'^'guccioni  repre- 
j^'ented  St.  Michael's  Hospital  at  the  Summer  School  of  Catliolie 
Action  in  Montreal. 

Among  the  60  preliminary  students  are:  Grace  Lee,  Ovella 
Lalonde.  Wilma  May,  Kazia  Rup,  Susan  Scarlett  from  St. 
Joseph's  College  School,  Charlene  ]\IcCormack  from  St. 
Joseph's,  Rosetown,  Sask.,  and  Barbara  Gallivan  from  St.  Jos- 
eph's College,  Toronto. 

September  21 — One  hundred  and  twenty  student  nurses 
in  uniform  were  present  in  Maple  Leaf  Stadium  for  the  Holy 
Name  Rally  Holy  Hour. 

October  27 — Many  students  attended  ]\Ir.  Haftert's  Lec- 
lare  on  "Russia  will  be  converted." 

November  5th  and  6th — The  Convention  of  the  Ontario 
Hospital  Association  was  held  at  St.  Michael's  Hospital,  Tor- 
onto. The  Convention  opened  M-ith  Benediction  by  Reverend 
E.  Lacey  in  the  Chapel.  Reverend  Hector  Bertand,  S.J.,  Presi- 
dent of  the  Catholic  Hospital  Council  of  Canada,  offered  Mass 
on  November  6tli,  and  Reverend  J.  FuUerton  gave  an  inspiring 
sermon.  Sister  Mary  Kathleen  was  elected  President  of  the 
Ontario  Conference  of  the  Catholic  Hospital  Association  for 
the  coming  year. 

November  9 — The  Annual  Silver  Tea  was  held  in  the  Hos- 
pital Assembly  Room.  The  students'  choir  rendered  selections 
and  sang  for  Benediction,  with  Miss  INEarguerite  Legris  at  the 
organ. 

November  10 — A  Requiem  ]\Iass  was  offered  for  the 
deceased  Alumnae. 

November  13 — A  Uniform  Dance  for  the  Intermediate 
Students. 
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November  14 — A  Uniform  Dance  for  Senior  Students. 

November  17 — An  Alumnae  Dance  for  the  Scholarship 
Fund. 

November  19,  20.  21 — R^^gistered  Nurses"  Exams. — 101 
wrote. 

Novend^er  21,  22,  23 — Forty.  Hours  in  the  Hospital  Chapel. 


OBITUARIES 

Sister  Mary  Gabriel 

On  September  29,  God  called  to  Himself  Sister  Mary 
Gabriel  who  died  at  St.  Michael's  Hospital  after  a  short  illness. 

The  deceased  Sister  was  born  in  Toronto,  Ida  Mareella 
Meyer,  a  daughter  of  the  late  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Matthew  Meyer. 
She  was  educated  in  St.  Paul's  School,  St.  Joseph's  High  School, 
and  St.  Joseph's  College  School,  later  taking  her  Teachers' 
Course  at  Toronto  Normal. 

Thirty-one  years  ago  she  entered  St.  Joseph's  Convent, 
and  most  of  that  time  was  devoted  to  teaching  for  which  she 
was  so  admirably  fitted.  She  brought  to  it  a  natural  enthus- 
iasm, a  charming  and  vibrant  personality,  and  a  strong  relig- 
ious spirit.  Her  pupils,  as  well  as  the  teachers  with  wdiom 
she  laboured,  felt  the  influence  of  her  example  and  were  at- 
tracted not  only  by  her  gracious  manner  but  by  her  truly 
"Catholic"  outlook,  while  her  love  for  the  liturgy  and  the 
prayers  of  the  Church  lead  them  to  investigate  the  beauties 
Avhich  had  so  strong  an  appeal  for  her. 

From  an  academic  standpoint  Sister  Mary  Gabriel's  suc- 
cess as  a  teacher  Avas  outstanding.  On  the  Toronto  Separate 
School  Staff  for  some  years,  she  held  the  position  of  Principal 
at  both  St.  Anne's  and  St.  Francis'  Schools.  She  also  taught 
in  Orillia,  Ontario,  and  in  Vancouver,  B.C.,  and  in  Rosetown, 
SaskatehcAvan.  In  the  latter  place  she  was  Superior  and  Di- 
rectress of  the  Resident  and  Day  School  for  six  years.  Dur- 
ing the  past  three  years  she  was  Superior  of  St.  Patrick's 
Orphanage,  Montreal,  "which  charge  she  left  only  at  the  end 
of  Jul.v  to  enter  St.  Michael's  Hospital  as  a  patient.  "When, 
following  an  operation,  she  learned  she  could  not  hope  to  get 
well,  she  accepted  the  verdict  with  characteristic  bravery  and 
cheerfulness,  and  as  time  passed  her  resignation  and  peace 
of  mind  increased  even  as  her  suffering  became  more  intense. 
Just  a  week  before  the  end  she  spoke  of  the  welfare  of  the 
children  at  St.  Patrick's  with  all  her  old-time  kindly  interest. 
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In  their  turn  the  little  ones  were  remembering  her,  daily  beg- 
ging God  to  send  her  back  to  them,  and  when  they  received 
news  of  her  death,  raising  their  young  voices  in  prayer  for  her 
soul. 


Sister  M.  Bertrand 


On  September  *Jtli.  Sister  M.  Bertrand  died  at  St.  .loseplfs- 
on-the-Lake,  Scarboro. 

The  deceased  Sister,  formerly  Enphemia  Marsh,  was  born 
in  Seaforth,  Ontario,  the  eldest  of  the  family  of  the  late  Mr. 
and  Mrs.  Daniel  ]\Iarsii.  AVhen  quite  young,  she  came  to  Tor- 
onto to  enter  the  Congregation  of  St.  Joseph,  joining  there  a 
revered  aunt,  the  late  Sister  ]\I.  Evangelista. 

Most  of  Sister  Bertrand's  fifty  years  of  Religious  life  were 
spent  at  the  House  of  Providence.  She  loved  her  work  with 
the  poor  and  the  aged,  and  in  pursuit  of  the  same,  while  lead- 
ing a  truly  hidden  life,  she  revealed  those  qualities  of  mind 
and  heart  most  necessary  to  the  exercise  of  charity.  Naturally 
gentle  and  kind,  she  gave  herself  generously  in  the  interest  of 
others,  seeming  wholly  forgetful  of  self,  while  her  fidelity  to 
the  least  detail  of  duty  coupled  with  real  solicitude  for  her 
charges  inspired  their  confidence  and  love.  She  continued  on 
her  way  of  unselfish  service  until  her  physical  Aveakness  nuide 
it  no  longer  possible.  The  past  years  of  ill-healtli  meant  the  slow 
consuming  of  energy  and  strength,  as  if  the  fire  of  sacrifice 
A\'('i"e  burning  itself  out. 


Sister  Mary  McDonald 

In  the  death  of  Sister  j\Iary  (Mamie  McDonald)  which 
occurred  July  20,  the  Sisters  of  St.  Joseph  lost  one  of  their  be- 
loved and  talented  members  and  the  musical  profession  one  of 
its  most  gifted  teachers. 

Sister  Mary  was  the  daughter  of  the  late  i\Ir.  and  Mrs.  "W. 
J.  McDonald,  of  Barrie,  Ontario,  Avhere  she  Avas  born  and  re- 
ceived her  elementary  and  higli  school  education.  As  a  child 
she  showed  an  extraordinary  talent  for  music,  whieh  was  de- 
veloped first  in  her  home,  then  by  the  Sisters  of  St.  Joseph  in 
Barrie,  and  was  later  brought  to  a  high  degree  of  perfection 
by  the  late  Professor  Torrington  of  Toronto,  who  estimated  her 
as  one  of  his  most  brilliant  students,  featured  her  time  and 
again  as  concert  pei'former  with  his  orchestra  in  iMassey  Hall, 


ST.  JOSEPH  LILIES  265 


and  chose  her  to  be  the  assisting  artist  at  a  concert  given  in 
honour  of  the  late  King  George  V  on  his  visit  here  wlien  Prince 
of  Wales.  She  was  in  constant  demand  for  local  concerts  and 
was  the  regiilar  organist  in  St.  Francis'  Church  for  several 
years. 

There  could  be  no  doubt  of  the  career  and  the  name  which 
would  have  been  hers  as  a  concert  pianist  had  she  pursued  her 
studies  abroad,  but.  setting  aside  all  worldly  ambitions,  she 
entered  the  novitiate  and  devoted  the  87  years  of  her  religious 
life  to  the  teaching  of  piano,  organ  and  vocal  music,  for  the 
most  part  at  the  Mother  House,  with  a  few  intervening  years 
in  St.  Catharines  and  in  Winnipeg,  where  she  Avas  also  Su- 
perior of  St.  Alphonsus'  Convent.  To  her  friends  and  admir- 
ers in  the  musical  world  this  must  have  seemed  a  burying  of  a 
great  talent  but  for  Sister  Mary  it  meant  the  utilizing  of  that 
wonderful  gift  God  had  given  her,  for  the  glory  of  the  Giver. 

The  hundreds  of  pupils  who  passed  through  her  hands 
L-an  bear  eloquent  testimony  of  her  artistry  in  teaching,  and 
to  her  exquisite  tact  and  inexhaustible  patience  and  sweetness. 

In  her  community  she  was  universally  loved  and  admired, 
for  along  with  genuine  virtue  there  went  a  singular  gracious 
and  winning  personalitj^  a  calm  and  balanced  mind,  and  a 
forth-rightness  in  word  and  action  which  found  its  counter- 
part in  her  unerring  musical  appreciation  and  faultless 
execution. 


THE  MYSTICAL  ROSE 

THE  lilies  bow  to  her  virginal  purity, 
Blue  skies  lean  low  to  reflect  her  eyes. 
Child-like  she  seems  in  her  immaturity, 
Yet  mystery  dwells  in  her  mind,  so  wise. 

Love,  to  her  is  the  Law's  fulfillment 
Souls'  rich  virtues  in  her,  enshrine. 
Her  maiden's  beauty  finds  rare  distillment, 
In  love  maternal  and  love  Divine. 

^I.  R.  Keenan. 


Alumnae 


AIA  MXAE  OFFICERS 

OF 

ST.  JOSEPH'S  (  OLLECiE  ALVMXAE  ASSOCIATION 
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The  Reverend  Mother  General  of  the  Community  of  St.  Joseph 

Past  Presi(le7it—'Mrs.  E.  F.  Ellard 

President 
Miss  Mabel  Abrey 

Vice-Presidents 

Mrs.  Wm.  Apted  Mrs.  Gerry  Dunn 

Miss  Helen  Mathews 

Recording  Secretary 
Miss  Joan  Starr 
Councillors 
'Mrs.  Arthur  McGinn  Miss  Marie  Russell 

Mrs.  A.  Furlong  Miss  Helen  Cozens 


Miss  Evelyn  Bennett 

Mrs.  C.  E.  Eraser 
Corresijonding  Secretary 
Miss  Orla  Beer 


Mrs.  J.  S.  Griffin 

Miss  Agnes  Foley 


The  annual  membership  tea  of  the  Aluniiiae  Association 
was  held  in  the  Common  Koom  at  the  Convent  on  October  26th. 
The  Convenors  were  Miss  Marie  Russill  and  Miss  Agnes  Foley. 
The  members  were  received  by  the  hostesses  assisted  by  i\Iiss 
Mabel  Abrey,  president,  and  those  presiding  at  tlie  tea  table 
were  Mrs.  William  Apted,  Mrs.  Ross  Trimble,  Mrs.  W.  C.  Gil- 
christ, Mrs.  Arthur  Kelly.  Mrs.  Leo  Plall.  ^Irs.  Arthur  McGinn, 
]\Irs.  Joseph  McRae,  ]\ri's.  Edwin  Rush.  3Iiss  Yirna  Ross  and 
Miss  Ethel  Crocker. 

Last  year's  graduates,  wearing  their  white  graduation  dress- 
es, made  most  attractive  tea  assistants. 

The  able  committee  Avhich  made  the  tea  such  a  success  con- 
sisted of  Mrs.  Thomas  McGoey,  Mrs.  John  Fitzpatrick,  Mrs. 
Alex.  Furlong,  ]\Iiss  Evelyn  Bennett.  ]Mrs.  Ross  Dunn,  ]\Ii-s. 
Donald  Lamont,  jMrs.  Louise  Blake,  Miss  Francis  Coidin,  Miss 
Lois  Ilealc}',  Miss  Evelyn  Arnold,  Miss  Joan  Starr,  ]\Irs.  Jolm 
Griffin,  ]\rrs.  Joseph  Carruthers  and  ^liss  Monica  Reynolds. 
Reverend  Sister  Mary  Augusta,  Alumnae  Sister,  also  was  pre- 
sent to  welcome  the  guests,  and  many  of  the  former  teacliers 
took  tlie  opportunity  to  visit  with  old  puinls  and  classmates. 
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Gertrude  and  Viriia  Ross  assisted  at  the  Annual  Member- 
ship Tea  of  the  Catholic  Junior  League,  held  at  Newman  Club, 
last  September  13th. 

]\Irs.  Peter  Ileenan,  Miss  Mary  MaeMahon,  Mrs.  A.  J.  Me- 
Donagh,  Miss  Florence  Poland,  Mrs.  W.  H.  McGuire,  Mrs.  J.  S. 
Howarth,  Mrs.  A.  AV.  Lawrence  and  Mrs.  A  H.  Seguin  attended 
the  Catholic  Women's  League  Annual  Convention,  last  June 
20-25  in  Ottawa. 

]\Irs.  James  Keenan  (Mable  Summers)  called  at  St. 
Joseph's  on  her  retnrn  from  a  week  at  the  Martyr's  Shrine  with 
her  husband.  She  met  the  Author  of  Champlain  Road,  and 
had  several  interesting  talks  with  him. 

Ruth  Aguew  visited  the  Convent  this  summer  on  her  return 
from  a  trip  to  St.  Thomas  where  her  brother  and  his  wife 
(]\rildred  Derocher)  are  living. 

Elizabeth  ^liller  called  at  St.  Joseph's  while  she  was  in 
Canada  on  her  wedding  trip. 

^Irs.  Rooke  (Mareella  Sullivan)  brought  her  little  daugh- 
ter, Marette,  to  be  flower  girl  at  the  reception  held  at  the  Con- 
vent. Her  other  children,  Patty,  Billy  and  Ronny,  are  forging 
ahead  at  St.  Clare's  School,  Toronto. 

Mrs.  McGee  (Agnes  Ryan)  also  attended  the  reception 
with  her  daughter,  Margaret  Elizabeth. 

Mary  O'Donaghue  attended  Kay  Byrne's  wedding  in 
Montreal  last  August. 

Among  those  who  entertained  for  Anne  Pape  before  the 
wedding  were  Mrs.  Peter  ITeenan,  Miss  "Win.  Flanagan,  Mrs. 
W.  McCracken,  Mrs.  F.  A.  Healey,  Mr.  and  Mrs.  William  Pape. 
Mr.  and  Mrs.  C.  W.  Mahood,  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Jack  Harler  and 
Mr.  and  i\Ls.  John  Pape. 

Mrs.  R.  Thompson,  Pat  Kitchen,  Mrs.  Frank  Abate,  J\Irs. 
Peter  Cira,  Mrs.  J.  A.  Shapiro,  Mrs.  N.  Birrell,  Kay  and  Mary 
Bennett,  jMrs.  Tal  Perille,  Win  Flanagan,  Lillian  ^Missouri  and 
Mrs.  Jim  Herringer  were  among  those  who  entertained  for 
Elda  Teolis  before  her  wedding  last  June. 

Among  those  wlio  entertained  for  Kay  Byrnes  before  her 
Avedding  last  August  were  Mary  O'Donaghue,  a  linen  shower; 
Ruth  Ball,  a  personal  shower;  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Paul  Higgins,  a 
dinner  party;  Mrs.  Bruce  Burry,  a  tea;  ^Mrs.  Paul  Thompson 
a  presentation  and  evening  party;  Mrs.  R.  J.  Harding,  a  bath- 
room shower;  the  staff,  jMcConnell  Eastevan,  the  firm  with 
which  she  was  associated,  a  presentation  and  dinner  partv  at 
the  Old  Mill. 
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Congratulations: 

To  Miss  T.  McKeagiie  who  was  awarded  the  Papal  Medal 
for  outstanding:  service  to  the  Catholic  Women's  Leap:ue  of 
the  Church  of  Our  Lady  of  the  Holy  Rosary.  The  award  was 
made  in  Thorold  bv  the  pastor.  Rev.  A  T.  Clancv,  on  August 
22nd. 

To  Anne  M.  Passer  wlio  took  ten  "firsts"  to  win  the  Per- 
petua  Whelan  Scholarship  for  general  proficiency.  Anne 
took  her  Upper  School  at  St.  Joseph's. 

To  Sister  Eleanor  who  won  the  Alumnae  Scholarship. 

To  Mr.  and  IMrs.  Terry  Stapley  (]\Iaud  Tisdale)  on  the 
birth  of  a  daughter,  Audrey  Patricia,  September  2.3,  at  St. 
IMichael's  Hospital. 


Our  Best  Wishes  To : 

Mary  Claire  Seitz,  wlio  was  married  to  David  Joseph 
Roche  in  Our  Lady  of  Perpetual  Help  Church.  Mary  McEvenue 
attended  the  bride  and  the  bridesmaids  Avere  Mrs.  William 
Lawson,  Ro.se  Ann  Roche,  .sister  of  the  groom,  and  Sally  Mur- 
ray, cousin  of  the  bride. 

Elda  Dolores  Teolis,  Avho  was  married  to  Mr.  Leonard  Jos- 
eph Walton,  in  Holy  Rosary  Church  last  June.  J\Irs.  James 
Ilerringer  was  matron  of  honour  for  her  sister,  Avhile  jNIrs.  H. 
Dent  and  Miss  Lillian  Missouri  were  bridesmaids.  After  a  wed- 
ding trip  to  the  Laurentians,  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Walton  are  now 
living  in  Toronto. 

Kay  Byrnes,  Avho  was  married  in  Our  Lady's  Chapel  of  St. 
Patrick's  Cathedral,  Montreal,  to  Gerald  Joseph  Nagle,  last 
summer.  Kav  is  now  living  at  Fundy  Heights,  Lancaster  West, 
St.  John,  N.*B. 

Eileen  Marie  Mayo,  who  Avas  married  to  Mr.  Alfred  J.  De- 
manehe  in  Sacred  Heart  Church,  Toronto,  on  August  18th. 

Evelyn  Mary  Critelli,  of  Niagara  Falls.  Out.,  Avho  Avas 
inarried  to  ^Ir.  Desmond  Fitzgerald  in  Our  Lady  of  Perpetual 
Help  Church,  Toronto,  on  June  16th. 

Anne  Louise  Pape,  Avho  Avas  married  to  Peter  J.  Hceium 
in  Our  Lady  of  Perpetual  Help  Church. 

Helen  Hallinan  Avho  Avas  married  in  St.  Michael's  Cath- 
edral, September  30,  to  Bill  Eigo.  Helen  is  uoav  living  in  Ncav 
York. 

Mr.  and  ]\[rs.  David  Pym  (Rita  Roque  '43),  announce  the 
arrival  of  their  daughter  at  St.  Michael  Hospital,  Toronto. 

On  September  9,  1947,  at  Killarney,  Ontario,  to  INIr.  and 
Alls.  Cecil  LoAve   (Xina  Roque  '28),  a  daughter. 
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We  Extend  Our  Sympathy  to: 

Mrs.  A.  L.  Vincent  (Anna  Belle  Eagan)  on  the  death  of 
lier  husband  on  August  15th. 

Misses  Mary,  Nora,  Harriet  Eagan  and  Mrs.  A.  L.  A^'incent 
on  the  death  their  sister,  Miss  Lucy  Eagan. 

Mrs.  Gerald  Thompson  (Claire  O'llagan)  on  the  death  of 
lier  father,  j\Ir.  James  Joseph  OTIagan. 

The  family  of  the  late  Francis  P.  ]\IcCurdy,  who  died  last 
July. 

Miss  Katheriiie  llammall  and  ^hirie  and  ^largaret  Ham- 
mall  on  the  death  of  ^Ii-s.  Kammall — a  dear  ^Mother  and  Grand- 
mother, 

The  family  of  the  late  Clayton  Gerard  AVeber  who  died 
at  St.  Michael's  Hospital  last  Jidy  16. 

Mrs.  W.  F.  Parsons  pn  the  death  of  her  mother,  ^L's.  John 
Pocock,  last  July. 

The  sorrowing  families  of  Elizabeth  Joy,  Emmet  Byrnes, 
Robert  Leahy,  Mv.  J.  O'Mara,  Mr.  George  Fahrenkopf,  Mr.  Gus 
Miville,  Mrs!  Mobe,  Mrs.  T.  Keating,  Mr.  P.  J.  Lanphier,  Mr. 
J.  Fullerton,  i\Ir.  Kellv,  Mrs.  Davis,  Mrs  Margaret  Jackson, 
Father  AVilbur.  C.S.B..  D.  McDougall. 

Sister  ]\[ary  of  the  Five  "Wounds  (Precious  Blood  Convent) 
and  to  Miss  Dorothy  jMeyers  on  the  death  of  their  sister — 
Sister  Mary  Gabriel. 

The  fanuly  and  to  Ina  Claire  p]nglish  on  the  death  of 
her  mother  ]\L-s.  Ed.  English. 

The  family  of  ]\Iarie  O'Mara  on  the  death  of  her  broth- 
er Joseph. 

Alma  Parent  Trayling  in  the  loss  of  her  mother. 

]\rrs.  Eileen  3Iur]ihy  Slyne  on  the  death  of  her  dear  hus- 
band William  Slyne  and  to  the  bereaved  children  Eileen  and 
Patrick. 


EXTRACTS  FROM  LETTER 

.  .  .  .  AVe  have  a  new  library,  opened  ofHeially  ]\Iay  11th,  and 
it  is  named  the  Charles  Wellard  Coe  ^Memorial  Library.  Sister 
Celine,  daughter  of  ISlv.  C.  W.  Coe,  gave  her  share  of  her 
father's  Main  estate  to  the  building  of  the  library  on  the 
Mount's  campus. 
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The  library  is  a  massive  structure  of  Gothic  aud  Spanish 
architecture,  made  to  accommodate  80,000  volumes.  Its  three 
floors,  flanked  by  arehed  windows  of  amber  coloured  glass, 
include  varied  rooms  for  the  students'  use.  An  extensive 
reading  and  reference  room,  a  room  for  the  L-ataloguing  and 
receiving  of  books,  and  a  spacious  librarian's  olflce  are  tlie 
features  of  the  main  floor. 

The  two  mezzanine  floors  are  devoted  to  an  art  gallery, 
which  displays  the  works  of  the  students,  and  Frank  Spear- 
man's manuscripts  and  a  collection  of  the  author's  bound 
manuscripts  and  published  novels  belonging  to  Mrs.  Spearman. 
The  second  room,  on  the  mezzanine  floor,  will  be  devoted  to  the 
education  department  and  to  those  working  for  credentials. 

The  stack  room,  on  the  second  floor,  has  the  added  con- 
venience of  ten  alcoves,  Avith  tables  and  e hairs  for  private 
study,  reference  and  research  for  the  faculty  and  students. 

Facing  the  ocean,  on  the  ground,  is  the  browsing  room. 
Its  large  balconies  and  windows,  tasteful  furnishings  and  fire- 
place, should  contribute  to  the  relaxation  of  the  students. 
Adjoining  the  browsing  room  is  a  kitclienette  so  that  the 
browsing  room  may  be  used  for  entertaining  and  for  small 
club  teas. 

Dedicated  to  the  works  of  Cardinal  Newman  is  the  New- 
man Seminar  room,  containing  a  portrait  of  the  Cardinal  and 
a  collection  of  his  works.  The  treasure  room,  on  the  second 
floor,  will  house  rare  and  ancient  manuscripts.  Across  from 
the  Newman  room  is  the  audio-visual  education  room  equipped 
with  projectors  and  other  audio-visual  aids. 

The  ground  floor,  for  social  events,  has  ]  60-foot  dance  floor 
of  polished  maple,  is  complemented  by  an  orchestra  alcove, 
kitchen,  check  room,  and  powder  room.  .Vn  open  colonnade, 
the  length  of  the  building,  extends  outside  the  hall  facing 
the  ocean 

Sister  Helen  Bertille  is  stationed  at  St.  Joseph's  Academy, 
Tucson.  Arizona.  She  taught  summer  st-hool  there.  Agnes' 
daughter,  Ellen  Garreclit  (one  of  the  twins),  is  a  sophomore 
pre-medic  student  witli  us.  .... 

Sr.  Marguerite. 


tolle^e 


^  RIP  TO  MIDLAND.  The  College  was  buzzing-  with  aetiv- 
^  ity,  on  that  bright  Sunday  morning.  After  an  early  mass, 
we  were  leaving  for  Midland,  as  our  private  bus  was  waiting. 

At  last,  everyone  Avas  ready,  with  caps  and  gowns  and 
knitting  and  even  a  few  books.  But  books  were  not  used  that 
day,  for  our  hearts  were  open  exclusively  to  sunshine  and 
happiness. 

The  driver  seemed  puzzled,  and  even  hesitant,  when,  by 
the  recitations  of  rosary,  Sisters  and  students  asked  for  Heav- 
en's blessings  upon  our  pilgrimage.  Soon  we  left  behind  ns  the 
city,  and  sang  our  way  through  the  beautiful  countryside,  with 
simple  melodies  of  old  Ireland. 

We  arrived  in  time  to  hear  nuiss  at  the  Martyrs"  Shrine 
and  prayed  to  St.  Joseph,  and  to  those  courageous  men  who, 
in  the  depths  of  the  New  World,  died  to  prove  the  worth  of 
religion  and  civilization.  I  prayed  to  them  in  French,  as  I  be- 
lieve that  they,  too,  might  once  in  a  wdiile  have  become  lonely 
and  longed  for  the  sound  of  their  own  language. 

After  mass,  Ave  enjoyed  a  merry  picnic  in  the  museum,  and 
sent  numerous  post  cards.  Before  Ave  left.  Father  Lally,  S.J., 
conducted  us  to  the  Old  Fort  and  told  us  about  the  recently 
made  historical  researches.  Perhaps  a  few  of  us  then  consider- 
ed transfen-ing  to  an  archaeology  course. 

We  saAv  the  Avails  erected  by  the  Martyrs  themselves,  and 
felt  rising  from  the  old  stones  Avhicli  safeguarded  it,  the  spirit 
of  the  past.  For  Sainte  Marie  once  dominated  all  the  country 
around,  and  the  Jesuit  explorers  as  Avell  as  missionaries,  helped 
to  fashion  our  Canada.  This  Avas  a  lesson  in  Canadian  history 
and  in  human  life.    oMaA'  Ave  remember  it  through  the  A'ears. 


Once  more,  Ave  Avere  off.  Next  stop;  Saint  Joseph's  sum- 
mer home,  "Invermara"  on  Lake  Simcoe.  We  had  heard  about 
it,  but  it  is  more  beautiful  than  any  description.  The  Sisters 
made  us  feel  at  home,  and  ours  Avas  a  peaceful  and  merry  in- 
A'asion  of  the  house  and  garden. 

Many  a  senior  and  a  sophomore  Avas  glad  to  meet  the  Col- 
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lege's  old  friend,  Basil,  who,  you  might  be  interested  to  know, 
still  smiles  with  that  same  twinkle  in  his  eyes. 

Even  good  things  must  come  to  an  end — and  we  came  back 
after  a  perfect  day.  The  light  was  fading,  and  darkness  fell 
upon  the  earth,  as  we  were  on  our  way  back  to  College,  with 
bright  hopes  and  renewed  courage  for  the  \'ear. 

Monique  Chouinard,  4T9. 


INITIATION.  iXight  lay  gently  as  a  shroud  upon  our  un- 
consciousness. Who  but  the  Visigoths  could  mar  the  slum- 
ber snored  out  by  the  freshies.  LTn  coup,  like  the  Assyrians  in- 
to the  fray  and  lo !     Initiations  had  begun. 

The  freshie  serfs  in  being  subject  to  the  sophomore  arist- 
ocracy provided  the  ground  work  in  repugnance  that  follow- 
ed but  although  they  were  treated  uncivilly  and  their  social 
position  ranked  at  worm  level,  they  acquired  great  respect 
for  the  upper  class. 

Well  do  we  remember  that  a  sophomore's  smile  was  like 
dew  from  heaven,  seen  through  a  cell  window.  The  strange 
garb  of  coats  Avorn  backwards,  Eaton  caps  garnished  with 
blue  wings  and  dainty  cardboard  signs  was  only  enhanced 
by  the  customs  that  accompanied  the  maltreated  victims. 

Have  you  ever  carried  your  books  in  a  pail  or  sold  cigar- 
ette stubs  before  that  famous  edifice,  the  Co-op-?  Further, 
what  rule  of  etiquette  verifies  the  taking  of  food  with  the  left 
hand  while  kneeling?     This  regime  could  only  end  in  decline. 

From  the  viewpoint  of  the  boarders,  social  conditions  at 
this  period  reached  such  low  levels  that  laughable  possibil- 
ities became  tragic  realities  and  dignity  was  tramped  to  ob- 
livion. On  the  whole,  initiation  was  rigid,  but,  like  Poe.  ob- 
tained the  effect  desired — brevity,  totality  of  impression. 

Barbara  Nokes,  51]. 


P  RESHIE  PROORAM:\IE.  a  sigh  of  relief  resounded  at  the 
"  "wee"  hours  of  the  morning  of  October  second.  The  Fresh- 
ies tumbled  wearily  into  bed  following  a  strenuous  initiation. 

Next  day  they  prepared  a  programme,  to  show  those  eleven 
sophomores  what  new-comers  could  do. 

In  the  freshies'  dramatic  production,  the  sophomores  were 
brought  before  a  mock  court  by  judge  Alice  McGovern  and  at- 
torney Lorraine  Ambler.  The  typical  refrain  of  the  lowly 
freshie,  ''The  Curse  of  an  Aching  Heart,"  was  given  by  Vivian 
Mulhall.  We  were  entertained  by  Anne  McGinn's  burlesque 
of  "The  Battle  of  Lepanto."     An  Irish  play  ba-sed  on  "My 
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New  Curate"  was  cleverly  enacted  by  Carol  Kelly  and 
Frances  Conlin. 

Marjorie  Vice  explained  the  fatal  disease  with  which  the 
sophomore  class  of  St.  Joseph's  College  were  stricken.  The 
sophomores  then  appeared  one  by  one  at  the  Golden  Gate  be- 
fore St.  Peter,  portrayed  by  Theresa  Houlihan,  and  awaited 
their  fate. 

The  programme  was  brought  to  a  close  when  the  new  girls 
introduced  themselves  to  the  audience  and  pledged  their  allegi- 
ance by  kissing  the  pennants  of  St.  Michael's  and  St.  Joseph's 
Colleges.  Light  lunch  and  dancing  concluded  an  enjoj'able 
evening.  Patricia  Harrison,  5T0. 

CONVENTION  OF  NEWMA;N  CLUBS.  On  the  weekend  of 
October  2o  Newmanites  met  in  jNIontreal  for  the  Aimual 
Convention  of  the  Canadian  Federation  of  Newman  Clubs, 
over  seventy  delegates  representing  all  but  one  of  the  Canad- 
ian Newman  Clubs.  The  theme  of  the  convention  "The  Uni- 
versity Student  and  the  Social  Order,"  was  discussed  luider 
the  aspects  of  the  present  social  confusion  and  the  responsibil- 
ities of  today's  student  in  restoring  the  world  to  .social  order. 
Among  the  many  brilliant  speakers  who  addressed  the  dele- 
gates there  was  Mr.  Edward  J.  Kirchner,  former  international 
vice-president  of  Pax  Romana.  jNIr.  Kirchner  stressed  the  ur- 
gent need  of  the  students  of  Europe  and  remarked  upon  the 
active  participation  of  the  Federation  in  Pax  Romana  in  the 
past  two  years.  Robert  Lindsay,  president  of  the  Federation, 
reported  on  the  progress  of  the  Newman  Clubs.  Mr.  Lindsaj' 
personally  visited  all  the  Newman  Clubs  out  west  in  the  spring 
and  therefore  was  fully  qualified  to  analyze  their  .spiritual, 
intellectual  and  social  activities.  Toronto  has  the  best  club 
facilities  in  Canada ;  many  Newman  Clubs  are  without  penn- 
anent  club  house. 

Election  results  for  the  1947-48  executive  were  announc- 
ed: Rev.  G.  E.  Carter,  Ph.D.,  chaplain;  John  McDonough, 
president ;  Marguerite  Brynes,  vice-president ;  Marion  Woods, 
secretary;  Alex.  iMcRae,  treasurer. 

Catherine  Ilabasinske,  4T9. 


npHE  CHRIST:\rAS  CARNIVAL.  St.  :\Iichael's  instituted 
-'-  something  this  year,  with  the  Christmas  Carnival,  which  ush- 
ered its  gay  self  into  Brennan  Hall  on  November  4th.  "Christ- 
mas on  November  4th !"  Here's  the  secret.  Our  purpose  was 
to  send  the  proceeds  to  European  students  for  their  Christmas. 
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And  our  European  student  relief  was  on  a  really  personal  bas- 
is: we  had  the  names,  addresses  and  other  information  regard- 
ing students  from  a  graduate  of  St.  Michael's  now  in  Vienna. 

The  Carnival  supplemented  our  clothing  drive,  and  the 
proceeds  Avent  to  piu'chase  food  and  clothing.  But  besides 
the  Christian  cliarit}'  that  insjDired  the  Carnival,  the  day  itself 
was  a  source  of  fun,  a  pleasant  get-together  of  St.  Michael's 
boys  and  girls  in  a  worth-while  cause.  The  poster-makers  pre- 
ceded the  Carnival  and  the  students  had  a  merry  mixture  of 
fun  and  work  as  they  decorated  the  Hall  and  booths;  the  girls 
who  baked  cakes  and  cookies  had  their  enjoyment  doubled  by 
the  thought  of  the  use  their  baking  would  be  put  to ;  and  the 
throngs  of  people  who  sampled  the  finished  product  of  all  this 
work  were  thoroughl}'  j^leased. 

The  Carnival  was  not  restricted  to  students.  The  crowds 
enjoyed  the  entertaining  floor  show,  bingo  and  dart  games, 
weight-guessing,  photography,  movies,  raffle,  fish-pond,  for- 
tune-telling, and  the  food. 

It  lasted  from  3.00  to  10.00  p.m.,  and  was  highlighted  by 
entertainments  by  the  students;  dancing  followed.  There  was 
entertainment  for  all  ages,  tastes  and  moods — and  pocket- 
books!    The  Carnival  was  a  gala  success.  Helen  Boehler 


C^UROPEAN  STUDENT.  A  talk  on  "The  Life  of  the  Euro- 
pean  University  Student  in  Rome,  Paris  and  Budapest" 
was  given  on  AVednesday  evening,  November  5th,  at  8.30  p.m., 
in  St.  Joseph's  College  Common  Room,  by  Abbe  A.  L.  Gabriel. 
Abbe  Gabriel,  at  present  connected  with  the  School  of 
Medieval  Studies,  is  the  director  of  the  French  Academy  in 
Hungary  and  the  IMaster  of  Conferences  at  the  University  of 
Budapest. 

Helen  Harber's  Message  to  the 
Student's  Administrative  Council 

To  the  "Women  of  St.  JMichael's  College — University  of  Toronto : 
The  beginning  of  anything  is  always  exicting  and  for  all 
of  us  this  is  a  beginning — if  not  the  beginning  of  our  college 
life,  at  least  of  another  term.  This  is  the  time  of  new  resolu- 
tions: "This  year  Fm  going  to  study  hard  (or  harder)"  "This 
year  I'm  going  to  Mass  every  morning,"  "This  year  I  will  de- 
bate." "This  year  we'll  win  the  hockey  award",  etc.  Each  of 
these  resolutions  is  worthy  of  support,  and  the  faculty,  your 
Students  council,  and  executive  of  student  societies  are  ready 
and  eager  to  make  these  wishes  come  true. 
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For  the  freshman  particularly,  and  for  all  of  us,  this  is 
a  good  time  to  remember  why  we  are  at  St.  Michael's  College : 
to  get,  not  just  an  education,  but  a  Catholic  education,  the  aim 
of  which  is  to  help  us  grow  spiritually  as  well  as  intellectually, 
culturally  or  socially.  To  this  end.  St.  ^Michael's  College  exists, 
to  this  end  we  have  j\Iass  daily  in  our  chapels,  to  this  end,  our 
teachers,  by  their  words  and  example  strive  to  strengthen 
our  belief  in  truth,  and  justice,  and  the  importance  of  God's 
love  of  all  men.  In  turn,  taking  advantage  of  these  opportun- 
ities and  strengthened  by  Ood's  love,  we  are  expected  to  live 
practical  Christian  lives  and  to  share  the  duties,  as  well  as  the 
privileges,  of  our  lives  as  students,  in  a  spirit  of  friendliness 
and  co-operation. 

For  despite  graduation  .speeches,  we  should  not  think  of 
college  too  much  as  a  preparation  for  life,  it  is  life,  a  life  rich 
in  opportunity,  ours  to  employ  and  enjoy.  Studying,  of  course. 
is  our  prime  responsibility.  St.  Michael's  College  is  proud  of 
its  scholastic  record  and  expects  us  to  continue  it.  Our  par- 
ents, those  who  have  mad-e  our  attendance  at  college  possible, 
want  us  to  do  well.  But  it  would  be  short  sightedness  to  neg- 
lect the  opportunities  open  to  one  here  at  the  University,  the 
diversity  of  which  may  not  be  equalled  later  in  one's  life.  So, 
freshmen  particularly,  plan  your  time  to  participate  in  at  least 
one  of  the  extra-curricular  activities.  This  is  lu'ged  for  your 
own  sake,  that  of  your  college,  and  of  the  Universitj-. 

As  your  representative,  I  feel  that  we  have  every  reason 
to  be  optimistic  regarding  the  accomplishments  expected  in 
'47-'48.  At  elections,  last  spring,  competitions  for  offices  was 
keen,  there  was  an  almost  100%  turn-out  for  voting.  This 
spirit  among  the  student  body  makes  for  truly  responsible 
student  government,  and  retains  the  respect  and  confidence  of 
the  faculty  in  student  government. 

In  many  ways  we  women  at  St.  Michael's  College  consist 
of  two  groups,  Loretto  and  St.  Joseph's.  In  being  loyal  to  one 
or  the  other,  we  are  not  being  disloyal  as  St.  Michael's  College 
women.  Rather  in  our  essential  unity  as  one  group  of  Catliolic 
women  students,  we  are  doubly  rich,  for  each  of  us  can  be 
proud  of  the  traditions  of  both  St.  Joseph's  and  Loretto. 

Nothing  worthwhile  is  accomplished  without  effort,  and 
we  are  indebted  to  faculties  and  students  of  the  past  for  fost- 
ering and  awareness  of  our  unity  as  a  student  body  of  Catholic 
women.  Let  us  show  our  appreciation  by  our  individual  and 
joint  efforts  this  year  to  preserve  and  strengtlien  it. 

Helen  Harber, 
Women's  Representative. 
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The  third  annual  convention  of  the  Canadian  Federation 
of  Catholic  College  Students  was  held  the  week-end  of  October 
24-26,  at  Loj'ola  College,  Montreal.  The  two  delegates,  Helen 
Harber  and  Joan  Walsh,  sent  from  St.  Joseph's  College,  re- 
turned convinced  of  the  important  value  of  this  union  of  Can- 
adian Catholic  students.  They  saw  the  ideas,  present  when  this 
Federation  was  first  conceived,  emerge  into  aetion — the  grow- 
th of  a  feeling  of  Catholic  solidarity  and  the  training  of  Cath- 
olic lay  leaders. 

The  Convention  opened  with  the  registration  of  dele- 
gates. Serious  business  began  after  Mass  in  the  Loyola  Col- 
lege Chapel.  The  Federation  Chaplain,  the  Rev.  F.  W.  Noll, 
S.J.,  offered  a  prayer  for  the  success  of  the  convention,  and 
the  Rev.  E.  M.  Brown,  S.J.,  Rector  of  Loyola,  tendered  a 
welcome. 

The  Chairman  and  Federation  President,  Dr.  Lawrence 
Lynch  of  St.  Michael's  College,  reminded  the  meeting  that  the 
constitutional  aim  of  the  Federation  is  to  aid  in  the  integral 
formation  spiritual,  intellectual,  and  cultural,  of  the  Catholic 
student.  "A  most  important  function  of  CF'CCS,"  he  said,  "is 
to  act  as  a  clearing-house  of  ideas,  but  the  Federation  has  no 
intention  of  dictating  to  any  college  group."  He  stated  the 
central  theme  of  this  convention  ....  "The  Student  in  The 
Social  Sphere." 

Vice-President  Elizabeth  Sharpe's  report  of  student  organ- 
izations reviewed  the  American  Students'  Convention  at  Madi- 
son, discussed  the  International  Union  of  Students  (I.U.S.), 
and  concluded  that  only  by  direct  contact,  by  direct  partici- 
pation in  world-wide  student  organizations,  can  Catholic  stu- 
dents make  themselves  felt. 

Art  Monahan  read  a  paper  on  the  successful  co-operative 
Tuck  Shop  ventured  by  St.  Michael's  College  last  year.  The 
idea  of  the  Co-Op.  was  directly  inspired  by  the  Second  CFCCS 
Convention.  Delegates  from  Brescia  and  Assumption  Colleges 
gave  inspiring  reports  on  their  study  groups  and  Catholic  Ac- 
tion Groups. 

Saturday  afternoon  Avas  hihlighted  by  a  report  on  condi- 
tions of  students  in  Europe.  The  convention  appointed  as  a 
committee  representatives  from  St.  Josepli's,  Loretto,  and  St. 
Michael's  Colleges  to  iiivestigate  relief  needs  and  set  up  a  pro- 
gram of  relief. 

One  of  the  important  steps  taken  by  this  convention  was 
the  decision  to  seek  membership  in  Pax  Romana,  the  world- 
wide association  of  Catholic  students.     Nancy  McCormick  of 
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St.  Joseph's,  was  elected  External  Affairs  Oft'ieer  of  the  Feder- 
ation of  University  Students,  and  other  organizations. 

The  Maritime  colleges,  who  belong  to  a  Maritime  feder- 
ation which  pre-existed  CFCCS,  voted  to  join  with  CFCC-S  as  a 
regional  section.  St.  Marj-'s  college  of  Winnipeg  also  formally 
joined  as  the  first  Western  member. 

Dr.  Lj-neh  was  re-elected  President,  Mr.  W.  Driscoll,  of 
St.  Dnnstan's  College  in  Charlottetown,  was  elected  Vice-Presi- 
dent, and  Miss  P.  Harrington,  of  Brescia.  London,  Secretary. 

Joana  Walsh,  4T8. 


Searching  For  Truth 

Nowadays  on  entering  tlie  college  or  university,  you  be- 
come a  world  citizen,  as  a  student. 

What  does  this  mean?  It  means  that  students  are  becom- 
ing more  aware  of  their  role  in  society,  and  of  their  aims  as  stu- 
dents. Whether  they  are  English,  French,  Russian,  Chinese, 
American  or  Canadian,  tiiey  all,  as  students,  are  searching  for 
the  truth. 

Within  the  last  few  years,  Catholic  students  have  grown 
more  aware  of  their  aim,  and  their  responsibility  in  this  search 
for  truth,  they  having  an  education  integrated  with  the  teach- 
ing of  the  Church,  which  is  Truth  itself.  This  is  no  small  re- 
sponsibility, and  each  student  needs  the  strength  which  comes 
from  union,  to  carry  out  the  task. 

For  this  purpose,  the  Canadian  Federation  of  Catholic 
C-ollege  Students  was  formed,  first  as  a  Central  Region  which 
met  for  two  years  in  Toronto,  and  in  October  of  this  year,  met 
at  Loyola  College,  Montreal.  This  conference  confirmed  the 
confidence  of  those  who  had  encouraged  the  Federation.  From 
reports  of  member  colleges,  the  Federation  had  been  an  inspir- 
ation in  arranging  activities  during  the  year,  and  they  have 
show  what  to  expect  before  the  conference  of  194-8. 

A  successful  co-operative  venture,  a  Tuck  Shop,  was  re- 
ported by  St.  Michael  College.  The  theoretical  and  practical 
application  of  principles  of  social  justice  carried  out  by  the 
"Christian  Radicals"  of  Brescia  College,  London,  and  Assump- 
tion College,  Windsor,  was  received  with  interest  by  the  dele- 
gates present.  The  Federation  seemed  to  be  fulfilling  its  pur- 
pose of 

(a)  Aiding  in  the  integral  formation  of  the  Catholic  student 

(b)  Sponsoring  and  furthering  relations  between  Catholic 
students. 
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■    (c)  Broadening  student   activity,  in   the   field   of   Catliolic 
Action. 

Other  accomplisliments  at  this  convention,  were  tlie  ex- 
pansion from  a  Central  Region  into  a  National  Federation, 
which  made  possible  an  affiliation  with  "Pax  Romana,"  an 
international  organization.  This  may  seem  confusing,  but  it 
means  that  first-hand  information  re  world-wide  student  prob- 
lems is  available  to  any  'Catholic  college  in  the  federation. 

An  External  Affairs  representative  (Nancy  McCormick, 
St.  Joseph's)  will  be  the  liaison  between  Pax  Romana  and  the 
Federation  of  Catholic  Colleges.  It  is  apparent  how  this  ex- 
pansion and  affiliation  with  Pax  Romana  will  facilitate  the 
widespread  publication  and  dissemination  of  Catholic  student 
opinion,  and  the  defence  of  the  interests  of  all  'Catholic  students 
Mr.  Don  Rohr  (Pont.  Inst,  of  Med.  Studies,  Toronto)  was 
appointed  chairman  of  a  Relief  Committee  formed  at  Toronto 
to  co-ordinate  activities  of  member  colleges  in  aiding  European 
students.  It  was  felt  that  we,  should  stress  our  opportunity  to 
aid  in  the  spiritual  formation  necessary  in  the  reconstruction 
O'f  European  Universities,  without  minimizing  material  aid. 
such  as  food  and  clothing,  etc.  European  students  are  in  need 
of  evidence  of  personal,  'Christian  friendship  and  love,  which 
will  enable  them  to  carry  on  even  more  than  will  the  material 
they  undoubtedly  need.  This  spiritual,  psychological  need 
was  stressed  by  speakers  with  experience  among  European 
students. 

The  1947  conference  of  C.F.C.C.S.  was  a  pronounced  suc- 
cess. Colleges  in  the  Federation  are  not  obligated  to  carry 
out  any  particular  program — ^but  the  willingness  to  work 
evinced  by  the  delegates,  are  encouragement  to  the  preserva- 
tion of  Christian  truth,  justice  and  charity,  in  the  student 
world,  and  in  the  world  in  which  students  are  expected  to  be 
the  leaders.  Perhaps  not  this  year,  but  next  year,  or  the  year 
after,  this  challenge  will  be  passed  on  to  you.  Until  then,  we 
ask  your  interest  and  your  prayers  for  the  successful  function- 
ing of  this  organization.  -rr  i  tt  i  Amn 
^                  ^  Helen  Harber,  4T7. 


CAHIAGUE 

By  MARGARET  McRAE.  5T1 

We  pounded  in  the  pegs,  pulled  taut  the  ropes,  and  sud- 
denly our  tent  ))lossomed  among  its  fellows  in  mute  dignity, 
like  a  newly-hatched  butterfly  drying  its  wings  in  the  sun.  As 
we  set  them  up,  the  camp-beds  groaned  stiffly  and  disgorged  a 
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black  horde  of  crickets  who  settled  themselves  quickly  and 
comfortably  in  various  corners  of  our  new  home.  When  we  had 
tied  a  small  tree  to  the  rear  support  of  the  tent  and  festooned 
it  with  various  articles  of  clothing,  and  unpacked  our  buffle- 
bags  and  blanket-rolls,  we  were  as  permanently  in  residence 
as  at  any  time  in  the  month  just  past.  Thus  began  our  four 
days  at  Cahiague. 

Our  camp  was  in  front  of  a  steep  ravine,  the  wooded  sides 
of  which  sloped  sharply  to  a  small  creek.  The  icy  course  and 
noisy  gurgling  of  this  stream  seemed  to  proclaim  that  it  had 
been  greater,  that  it  had  hewn  with  its  youthful  strength  the 
ravine  in  which  it  lay,  that  uoav,  in  its  old  age,  it  could  boast 
of  knowing  as  saplings  the  large  trees  which  shaded  its  limpid 
depths  and  of  having  smoothed  the  mossy  rocks  along  its 
banks.  The  tent  looked  out  upon  a  large  clearing  sown  with 
husky  milkweed  plants  and  alive  with  grasshoppers.  On  the 
far  side  of  this  field  Avere  heaps  of  .sand,  and  beyond  this  a 
bush  which  concealed  another  ravine  containing  the  dry  bed  of 
a  creek.  To  our  right  and  behind  us.  rose  a  thick  and  extensive 
growth  of  maples  interspersed  with  white  and  silver  birches. 
There  was  twilight  at  noon  in  the  depths  of  this  bush  but,  on 
its  border  in  another  clearing,  bones,  white  and  human,  gleam- 
ed in  the  brilliant  light.  Here,  on  the  edge  of  an  ossuary,  or 
bone-pit,  lay  all  that  remained  of  the  former  inhabitants  of 
Cahiague. 

More  than  three  hundred  years  ago,  this  spot  tucked  away 
behind  Highway  12,  nine  miles  from  the  narrows  of  Lakes  Sim- 
coe  and  Couchiehing,  (the  loeation  of  Orillia),  had  been  the 
home  of  a  population  much  larger  than  its  present  day  sum- 
mer crowd  of  archaeologists,  students  from  the  University  of 
Toronto,  crickets,  grasshoppers,  snakes,  and  trespassing  cows. 
It  was  the  largest  Indian  village  in  Canada  with  four  thousand 
five  hundred  inhabitants,  and  very  likely  the  cradle  of  decisive 
factors  in  North  American  history.  Before  1615,  Champlain 
came  upon  the  town,  spent  the  winter  in  its  shelter,  and  in  the 
spring,  went  north  with  a  Huron  war-party  against  the  Iro- 
quois in  the  French  Kiver  district.  Supposing,  the  French,  in- 
stead, had  chosen  to  support  the  powerful  Iroquois,  what  then 
would  have  been  the  result  of  the  later  struggle  when  they  and 
their  Huron  allies  met  and  lost  Canada  to  the  Euglish  who 
Avere  backed  by  the  great  Iroquois  confederacy? 

Champlain  left  quite  lengthy  accounts  of  his  winter  at 
Cahiague  but  located  it  so  indefinitely  that  it  was  not  until 
the  summer  of  1946  that  organized  excavations  began,  al- 
though, for  years  the  local  people  had  known  of  the  bone-pit 
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which  is  only  one  of  many  evidences  of  Indian  life  in  the  vic- 
inity. Early  in  August,  1947,  the  field  party  from  the  Royal 
Ontario  Museum  had  arrived  and  scientifically  set  about  lay- 
ing- bare  the  town-site  which  Champlain  had  described.  Jean 
and  I  came  about  three  weeks  later  in  the  role  of  visitors  but 
soon  found  that,  with  shovels  for  all.  we  were  not  long;  to  re- 
main onlookers. 

We  were  amazed  at  the  exactitude  with  which  the  exca- 
vations progressed.  The  land  was  first  surveyed  and  then 
drawn  up  into  five-foot  squares.  The  lines  north-south  and 
cast-west  were  numbered  at  intervals  and  these  numbers  on  a 
prearranged  stake  at  one  corner  of  each  square  located  that 
square  accurately  on  a  graphic  plan  of  the  excavations  so  that 
the  site  of  anything  of  interest  found  therein  could  be  noted 
for  future  reference.  The  next  step  was  to  remove  tlie  sod; 
this  was  accomplished  by  hacking  delicately  at  a  square 
about  five  inches  within  the  five-foot  square,  being  careful  to 
drive  the  shovel  no  farther  than  two  inches  into  the  earth  as 
pottery,  if  it  were  present,  appeared  just  below  the  grass-line. 
After  cutting  this  new  square  up  into  smaller  ones,  each  see- 
tion  could  finally  be  lifted  out  to  expose  the  top  soil.  Going 
<lown  through  successive  layers  of  humus  and  clay,  it  was 
necessary  to  work  with  long  shallow  scooping  motions  so  as 
to  safeguard  any  significant  markings  in  the  soil.  When  yel- 
low sand  has  been  reached,  the  digging  was  continued  until 
whatever  appeared  had  been  analyzed  as  a  post-mould  or  a 
fireplace,  or  until  it  was  apparent  tht  the  hole  would  yield 
nothing  of  interest.  The  finding  of  a  post-mould,  ashpit  or 
fireplace  mean  that  the  shovel  could  be  replaced  with  the  in- 
finitely lighter  trowel  or  whisk! 

A  post-mould  is  a  stain  in  the  soil  resulting  from  either 
tJie  decay  of  a  i)Ost  in  a  hole  or,  following  the  removal  of  the 
]K)st,  the  falling  in  of  the  darker  top.soil.  Since  no  Avood  fibres 
have  been  found  in  the  post-moulds  at  Cahiague,  it  has  been 
concluded  that  the  Indians  pulled  up  the  posts  forming  the 
walls  and  partitions  of  the  long-houses  and  those  of  the  pali- 
sades (the  position  of  which  has  not  yet  been  found),  and 
moved  their  town  wholesale.  Such  a  move  became  necessary 
when  the  water  supply  seemed  inadequate  and  the  poorly  till- 
ed soil  could  no  longer  support  the  populace.  Thus  they 
abandoned  the  site  leaving  garbage  dumps  rich  in  every  day 
articles,  fragmented  pottery,  fireplaces,  pits  filled  with  ashes 
containing  the  occasional  carbonized  bone,  grains  of  corn  or 
blackened  beans),  and  the  bones  of  their  dead.  After  death, 
the  bodies  were  exposed  on  the  boughs  of  trees  for  about  two 
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years  and  then  collected  and  placed  in  a  common   ^'rave — 
hence  the  deep  ossuary  or  bone-pit  at  Cahiague. 

Garbage  dumps  and  ash  deposits  were  found  on  the  side 
of  the  ravine  containing  the  dried  creek-bed.  Fireplaces  ap- 
peared both  inside  and  outside  the  long-houses,  the  walls  of 
which  could  be  outlined  as  the  post-moulds  were  identified. 
During  the  summer  of  1947,  one  complete  long-house  with  par- 
titions and  doorways  and  some  mysterious  groupings  of  posts, 
and  part  of  another,  were  disinterred.  Within  these  wall  of 
trees,  driven  into  the  groimd  and  tied  together  at  the  top, 
several  families  of  Indians  and  their  dogs  had  lived,  huddled 
about  the  fires  in  winter  and  suffering  a  variety  of  skin  and 
eye-diseases  to  which  the  smoky  atmosphere  predisposed  them 
as  there  were  no  chimneys. 

My  first  hole  yielded  nothing.  On  m,y  next  try,  I  found  a 
small  fireplace  and  tlien  discovered  a  xery  large  one  which, 
because  it  was  outside  the  long-house,  baffled  the  experts, 
who  being  males,  would  pay  no  attention  to  my  suggestion 
that  perhaps  the  Huron  squaws  found  it  cooler  to  cook  out- 
side in  summer.  After  each  hole  had  been  thoroughly  ex- 
])lored  it  was  time  for  readings,  floor-plans,  and  profile 
drawings.  All  this  alarmed  me  a  great  deal  until  I  learned 
that  it  required  yardsticks,  rulers,  and  graph  paper  rather  than 
any  artistic  ability.  When  tliese  drawings  had  been  checked 
by  the  supervisors  and  filed,  the  profiles  (wall  between  the 
holes)  were  removed  and,  gradually,  the  field  took  on  the 
appearance  of  the  Sahara  as  the  boys  with  the  wheelbarrows 
toiled  to  earry  off  the  sand-dunes  which  we  created. 

As  we  lay  about  the  fire  roasting  our  noses  and  wriggling 
our  toes  for  warmth,  one  of  the  professors  brought  his  guitar 
and  our  songs  rose  up  into  the  night.  Behind  us,  but  not  un- 
noticed, the  moon,  as  large  as  the  bottom  of  a  barrel,  swung 
slowly  above  the  tree-tops  and  turned  to  silver  the  iiight-mist, 
which  had  surprised  us  under  cover  of  darkness.  In  such  an 
atmospliei'e,  the  clearing  diminislied  in  size  as  the  hush  moved 
closer  for  companionship  and  the  creek  whispered  while  it 
listened.  Whenever  someone  tossed  another  log  into  the 
flames,  they  spat  angry  sparks  at  the  sky  and  cast  a  redder 
light  on  our  circle  of  faces.  Just  beyond  the  moon-veil,  were 
there  other  faces,  browner  than  ours,  frown — in  puzzlement  at 
hearing  the  mournful  saga  of  Abdul  the  Bulbul  Emir?  Jean 
and  I  had  only  four  days,  only  four  nights  of  moonlight  and 
wispy  fog  at  Cahiague.  Perhaps  if  we  had  had  just  once  more 
jiight 

A  few  days  after  the  last  of  the  ]\[useunrs  party  bad  re- 
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turned  to  Toronto  I  found  abandoned  excavations  awaiting 
someone  to  fill  them  in.  Until  next  summer  their  further  secrets 
will  lie  undisturbed  and,  meanwhile,  the  aging  milkweeds 
white  the  field  with  their  silk-borne  seeds  as  a  faint  prophecy 
of  the  snow  that  is  to  come. 


THE  CHRISTMAS  SYMBOL 

ONLY  a  manger,  cold  and  bare, 
Only  a  maiden  mild, 
Only  some  shepherds  kneeling  there, 

Watching  a  little  child ; 
And  yet  that  maiden's  arms  enfold 

The  King  of  Heaven  above ; 
And  in  the  Christ-Child  we  behold 
The  Lord  of  Life  and  Love. 


Only  an  altar  high  and  fair, 

Only  a  white-robed  priest, 
Only  Cihrist's  children  kneeling  there 

Keeping  the  Christmas  feast; 
And  yet  beneath  the  outward  sign 

The  iuAvard  Grace  is  given — ■ 
His  presence,  who  is  Lord  Divine 

And  King  of  earth  and  heaven. 

— Author  L^nknown. 


€nlb5,e5chool 


Rosary  Sunday- 


Bands,  banners,  nurses,  school  children, 
mothers  and  fathers  joined  witli  our  own 
beloved  Cardinal  and  the  visiting  )Cardinals  Griffin  and  Gil- 
roy  to  honour  Our  Lady  of  Fatima.  The  girls  of  the  College 
School  again  formed  the  Living  Rosary  with  proud  precision. 
Immediately  after  the  Holy  Hour,  a  violent  wind  arose;  a  few 
seconds  later,  a  drenching  rain  soaked  the  homecoming  faith- 
ful. Many  remembered  the  miracle  of  Fatima  and  thanked 
Our  Lady  for  keeping  back  the  storm  until  her  Rosary  Sunday 
came  to  a  successful  close. 

;«:  ^  ^ 

«  i    1-  X-     1  «      1  111  a  praverful  service  at  St.  Michael's 

Catechetical  Sunday  Cathedral,  in  the  presence  of  proud 
parents  and  teachers,  our  Cardinal  awarded  Cliristian  Doctrine 
Diplomas  to  our  High  School  students.  Two  students  from  the 
College  School — Anna  Marie  Passer,  Grade  XIII.  and  Sally 
Smith,  Grade  X — received  special  prizes  for  ranking  high  in 
the  examinations.     ^lay  all  our  graduates  ever  bear  aloft  the 

Sword  of  the  Spirit ! 

*  *     * 

_  ^     .     ,  —        ,.^.  Have  vou  ever  seen  a  silver-leaf  maple? 

Botanical  Expedition     j^.^^.^  "^^^^   ^^,^^,  scurried    breathlessly 

doM'ii  hills  to  feed  "Oscar"  the  camel"?  Have  you  found  science 
can  be  mastered  in  the  fun  of  an  afternoon's  outing?  The  Bo- 
tanical Expedition  to  High  Park  proved  interesting  and  worth- 
while to  Grades  VI  and  VII  of  the  College  School.  Now  the 
girls  can  proudly  identify  the  trees  on  the  school  grounds 
and  are  looking  I'orAvard  to  a  similar  expedition  in  the  sprhig. 

#  *     * 

ct     -ion-      T>  •  ^lission  activities  at  the  College  School 

Social  Sallies  Bring-  ^^^^^^  ^^.-^j^  ^^^^^^^^  ^^^^^^  ^^,  jjj..^  and  I-E. 
Mission  Money  ^^.^^^^  yjjj  j^^^^  ^^^^^-^^  successful  Home 

Cooking  Sale,  while  III-D,  I-D  and  I-B  found  the  way  to  a 
schoolgirl's  heart  is  through  a  candy  sale.  The  "pigtail"  party 
given  by  I-C  for  first  formers  provided  laughter  for  all.    The 
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campaign  for  the  Community  "Welfare  Chest  has  once  more 
been  a  success  in  the  school. 


^         .,  ^  .  ''LET  YOUR  CONSCIENCE  BE  YOUR 

Council  Campaign  (^uiDE"  Avas  the  watchword  of  posters 
displayed  during  the  Student  Council  Campaign  week.  Poster.s 
saluted  from  bulletin  boards,  angled  out  of  doorways,  fluttered 
across  the  g}an,  and  even  ducked  into  stairways.  They  ranged 
from  finished  commercial  art  to  homemade  sandwich  board 
slogans.  The  elections  introduced  a  new  Student  Council  con- 
sisting of  Claire  Carson,  as  School  Prefect;  Marie  Howorth  as 
Vice-Prefect;  Mary  Agnes  Garvey,  Secretary;  Joan  OTIearn, 
Treasurer;  Carolyn  Gratton,  Editor  of  "The  Hummer";  Mary 
Sue  McGec,  Pi'esident  of  the  Dramatic  Club. 


rt  -r,       J.         I'll?  Annual  Retreat  Avill  be  given  under  the 

earning-  Events       .y,,.^,^;^,,  ^f  Rg,,  j  Clarke,  S.J.    The  fifths. 

fourths  and  Commercial  will  be  on  retreat  Nov.  14,  15  and  16th. 
The  Retreat  for  the  seconds  and  thirds  will  foUoAV  on  the  17th 
and  18th.  Coming  early  in  the  year,  the  retreat  should  give 
the  girls  a  spiritual  impetus  to  make  this  year  the  best  for  God 
and  for  the  school. 


r     rt        W    k-       "Don't  be  a  litterbug !"  "Politeness  pays!" 
esy      e  -'Courtesy  can  concpier  carelessness" — Avere 

some  of  tlie  .slogans  on  gay  posters  during  the  School  Courtesy 
Week,  October  20  -  24.  Slogans,  contests,  and  popsters  along 
with  a  daily  practice  for  the  whole  school  spurred  the  girls  on 
to  make  courtesy  a  constant  habit.  Good  will,  good  work  and 
good  manners  made  the  Aveek  a  success.  Let  us  hope  they  also 
make  for  a  Courtesv  Year. 


Ten  Firsts  Wimier  of  the  Perpetua  Whelan  Scholar.ship  for 
general  proficiency,  Anne  Marie  Passer  obtained 
ten  firsts  and  one  second.  Born  in  Prague,  Czechoslovakia, 
Anne  received  her  education  there  until  Hitler  overran  the 
country  in  1939.  Arriving  in  Canada  in  1940,  the  family  took 
up  residence  in  Grimsby,  where  Anne  spent  three  years  at  High 
School,  after  which  she  went  to  Loretto,  Niagara  Falls,  and 
thence  to  St.  Joseph's. 

She  plans  a  course  in  maths  and  physics  at  the  rni\-crsity 
of  Toronto. 
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AN  OLD  SHOE 

An  old  shoe  is  like  an  old  friend — always  dependable.  How 
pleasant  it  ia  to  change  to  those  old  shoes  after  that  fatiguing  shop- 
ping expedition!  The  comfort  of  wriggling  your  toes  in  loose,  easy 
shoes!  Many  times  ambition  has  led  you  to  clean  out  your  closet 
determined  to  discard  those  old  shoes,  but  after  trying  them  on  again 
thoughts  of  parting  with  them  disappear.  Comfort  overrules 
appearance. 

If  your  old  shoes  could  speak,  they  could  tell  of  long  walks  on 
sunny  afternoons,  of  first  parties  where  they  were  nicked  and  scuff- 
ed by  an  over-enthusiastic  dancing  partner.  They  would  remember 
your  first  formal,  the  intimate  chats  with  mother  which  always  help- 
ed to  Iron  out  the  cares  of  the  day,  and'  the  night  prayers  that 
followed. 

Old  shoes  should  not  be  set  aside  hastily;  they  are  like  old 
friends  who  have  seen  you  through  happy  and  s.tormy  moments  and 
are  always  awaiting  your  return. 

Rita    Patenaude.    XIII-B,    S.J.C.S. 


COURTESY 


Courtesy  can  be  regarded,  broadly  speaking,  as  consideration 
for  others.  This  consideration  includes  not  only  their  physical  well- 
being  but  also  their  mental  well-being,  namely  their  "feelings." 
Courtesy  demands  from  us  a  certain  amount  of  self-sacrifice  which 
many  are  unwilling  to  make.  These  latter  people  forget  that 
courtesy  is  a  means,  indicated  by  iG-od  Himself,  of  making  the  world 
a  happy  place  in  which  to  live,  and  is  a  show  of  kindness,  on  the 
part  of  those  who  practise  it,  to  their  neighbours.  Since  this  self- 
sacrifl-ce  which  the  practice  of  courtesy  entails  is  a  means  to  such  a 
great  end,  surely  the  small  sacrifice  involved  is  worth  while. 

Courtesy  like  fashion  has  changed  with  the  times.  The  age, 
moist  constantly  referred  to  nowadays,  when  the  subject  of  courtesy 
is  discussed,  is  the  Victorian  age,  commonly  regarded  as  the  age  of 
courtesy.  This  was  the  age  when  "  a  gentleman"  did  not  smoke  or 
if  he  had  contracted,  what  was  described  as  "a  loathsome  habit," 
namely  that  of  smoking,  he  did  so  in  private  and  took  care  that 
this  habit  was  not  discovered!  This  was  also  the  age  when  ''a  lady" 
visited  her  friends  and  relatives  periodically  and  invited  them  to 
supper  and  so  on. 

In  those  days  "a  gentleman"  opened  a  door  for  a  lady,  offered 
her  a  seat,  etc.    In  fact  this  was  the  age  of  politeness. 

Nowadays  people  say,  dismally,  that  the  age  of  courtesy  has 
gone,  never  to  return;  they  forget  that  courtesy  moves  and  changes 
with  the  times. 

To-day  courtesy  is  shown  to  others  in  a  less  obvious  and  less 
noticeable  manner,  and  is  shown,  by  the  better  types  of  people  to 
all  and  sundry.  Courtesy  is  latent  in  the  friendliness  shown  to  others 
by  most  people  nowadays. 

For  the  Victorian  age  of  politeness  courtesy  was  a  matter  of 
custom;  nowadays  it  is  spontaneous  and.  therefore,  sa  much  better. 

Even  today,  however,  many  of  the  delightful  courtesies  shown 
in  the  Victorian  age  are  observed.  Stop,  think  and  count  theso 
before  remarking  that  courtesy  has  declined  and  disappeared  with 
the  age  of  Victoria.  Katherine  Kendall,  XIII-B,  S.J.C.S. 
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PIERCING  GOD'S  CAMOUFLAGE 

Y€s,  God  DOBS  have  "camouflage!"  If  we  reflect,  we  realize 
the  truth  of  this.  Just  as  skilled  technicians  cleverly  conceal  the 
implements  of  war  in  order  to  frustrate  the  enemy,  so  God  masks 
his  weapons  in  the  guise  of  ills  to  foil  a.  much  more  insidious  adver- 
sary, the  devil. 

Many,  unthinking,  have  cried  out  against  a  cruel  and  cold  God. 
only  'to  discover  later  that  they  had  been  receiving  blessings  in  dis- 
guise. Is  there  anyone  who  can  honestly  claim  to  have  experienced 
a  misfortune  so  black  that  no  ray  of  hope  could  seep  through.  No 
matter  how  great  the  trial  no  one  has  really  felt  in  his  heart  that 
he  was  the  most  desolate  of  creatures,  for  God  always  provides  the 
necessary  graces,  though  men  foolishly  reject  them. 

Although  we  cannot  hope  to  appreciate  fully  the  devious  oper- 
ations of  Divine  Providence  until  God  Himself  enlightens  us  on  the 
Day  of  Judgment,  we  can.  to  a  certain  extent,  pierce  God's  camou- 
flage by  putting  on,  as  it  were,  the  glasses  of  Faith.  Through  these 
dependable  and  well-adjusted  lenses  we  can  see  the  world  in  its 
proper  perspective. 

We  shOuId  not  look  upon  suffering  as  some  imperfection  to  be 
avoided  or  combated,  but  rather  as  a  special  mark  of  God's  affect- 
ion to  be  faced  with  courage  and  resignation.  God  has  shown  time 
and  again  that  it  is  those  whom  He  loves  that  He  has  called  to  bear 
the  hardest  afflictions.  The  lives  of  the  saints  bear  witness  to 
this,  and  the  most  conclusive  example  is  Mary,  the  Mother  of 
Sorrows. 

The  current  of  our  life  would  flow  smoothly,  even  though  the 
surface  were  ruffled  by  circumstance,  if  we  pierced  the  veil  of 
God's  camouflage  and  recognized  the  good  in  every  apparent  evil. 

Gwen  Smith,  XIII-B,   S.J.C.S. 


IX  THE  DAYS  OF 

To  choose  a  period  in  history  in  which  I  would  like  to  live  has 
always  been  hard  for  me.  I  used  to  think  I  would  like  to  live  dur- 
ing the  great  iRoman  Empire  to  see  and  hear  the  great  emperors. 
But  I  learned  that  some  of  those  emperors  were  not  so  wonderful. 
Imagine  Nero  fiddling  while  Rome  burned.  Crazy!  Don't  you  think 
so.  Then  I  thought  it  would  be  better  to  live  around  the  11th  or 
12th  century.  Imagine  living  in  one  of  those  huge  castles,  going 
to  tournaments,  maybe  even  being  queen  of  the  tournament! 

But  our  history  teacher  told  us  those  castles  were  not  comfort- 
able, were  cold  and  dirty  and  did  not  have  many  windows  and  that 
the  lords  of  manors  were  always  fighting  and  the  poor  people  were 
treated  badly.  I  changed  my  mind  and  decided  I  would  choose  the 
period  between  the  12th  and  15th  centuries.  Again  I  found  out 
that  condition>s  were  not  much  better  for  the  poor  alhough  they 
were  Improving.  People  were  slow  and  America  had  not  yet 
been  discovered.  People  could  not  travel  as  much  as  they  can 
nowadays — things  from  the  East,  such  as  spices  and  silks  w^ere 
scarce.     They  had  no  postal  service,  or  street  cars  or  trains. 

A  short  review  of  history  has  shattered  my  dreams  and  I  have 
decided  that  I  would  like  best  to  spend  a  day  in  the  twentieth 
century.  Audrey  Overs,  XI-C,  S.J.C.S. 
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OLTR  NEW  APPARATUvS 

Our  new  gym  teacher  Mrs.  Pfeffer,  has  arranged  a  very  inter- 
esting programme  in  house  league  basketball.  At  the  pr&sent  time 
the  girls  are  playing  off  a  series  of  practice  games.  After  these  games 
are  finished,  Mrs.  Pfeffer  is  going  to  show  moving  pictures  of 
basketball  games  and  have  several  discussions  on  the  rules  and 
methods  of  basketball.  After  Christmas  the  teams  are  scheduled  to 
begin  competition  for  the  school  cups.  A  school  team  is  to  be  organ- 
ized to  play  exhibition  games  with  other  private  schools. 

The  school  is  fortunate  again  in  having  a  spring  board  and 
tumbling  box  added  to  the  gym  equipment  and  an  exciting  schedule. 
We  should  have  a  wonderful  year  in  the  field  of  sports. 

Patricia  Lauber,  XII-.  S.J.C.S. 


COURTESY  AVEEK 


You  know  that  a  Mardi  Gras  is  a  festival  where  every  possible 
colour  is  displayed.  The  walls  of  St.  Joe's  look  as  though  reflecting 
that  very  same  Mardi  Gras,  for  "C'ourtesy  Week"  has  been  launched 
by  a  series  of  many-coloured  posters.  The  artists  in  the  school  have 
pictured  school  girls  displaying  courtesy  and  flawless  manners. 
There  are  girls  showing  little  kindnesses  towards  teachers,  parents 
and  schoolmates.  There  are  others  who  are  models  of  tidiness  and 
cleanliness.  Along  the  corridors,  like  stop-lights,  are  slogans  such 
as  "It's  always  right  to  be  polite,"  and  "Lipstick  spoils  that  pretty 
face:  Keep  it  clean,  it's  no  disgrace."  They  are  small  things  but  they 
do  make  you  stop  and  think — hard!  I  think  the  advertising  com- 
mittee should  be  given  a  big  "congratulations!" 

Catherine  McMahon  XII-C,  S.J.C.S. 


AATIEN  MY  AVORLD  TOTTERED 

Have  you  ever  put  anyone  on  a  pedestal?  I  did,  once!  It  seems 
foolish  now,  but  as  a  child  life  was  not  worth  living  when  all  my 
dreams  were  rudely  shattered  by  an  intruder,  a  strange  woman. 

My  uncle  meant  much  to  me.  He  was  young,  handsome,  kind, 
generous — everything  a  Prince  Charming  ought  to  be.  He  worked 
on  the  Police  Force;  and  at  night  he  thrilled  me  with  all  the  details 
of  some  recent  murder  or  robbery.  I  thought  that  there  could 
never  be  a  policeman  as  brave  and  as  strong  as  my  Uncle  Jim. 

Together  we  went  to  the  beach,  on  long  drives  in  the  country, 
swimming  or  listened  to  the  hockey  game  over  the  radio.  Some- 
times we  pretended  that  we  were  famous  people  and  talked  about 
our  public  life  and  admiring  fans.  When  I  recall  those  days,  I  rea- 
lize just  how  wonderful  he  was! 

I  dreamed  beautiful  dreams  for  the  future.  Dreams  of  the  day 
when  we  would  get  married  filled  many  nights  of  peaceful  slumber. 
Then  she  came  along!  That  woman  who  caused  my  world  to  shat- 
ter at  my  feet.  I  hated  her  with  all  the  hate  a  child  could  possess. 
Then  came  the  wedding  day.  It  was  not  until  then  that  I  realized 
that  she  had  succeeded  where  I  had  failed.  With  all  the  wisdom  a 
five-year-old  could  possess  I  decided  that  she  woiuld  make  my  uncle 
happy,  so  I  gave  him  up.  Rose  Marie  Morrell,  XI-C,  S.J.C.S. 
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A  BULLY 

Ethelbert  is  a  bully.  He  is  far  bigger  and  stronger  than  the 
other  boys  in  the  school.  When  they  see  him  approaching  they  be- 
come frightened.  They  know  he  can  outrun  them,  for  his  legs  are 
longer  than  their*.  He  has  been  known  many  times  to  hit  a  smaller 
boy  with  his  hard  fists  and  to  kick  dogs  with  his  big  feet.  His  eyes 
are  hard  and  cold  and  the  lines  about  his  mouth  grim.  Ethelbert 
has  a  perpetual  sneer  on  his  face.  His  general  appearance  is  one  of 
hostility. 

Margaret  Baxter,  XI-A,  S.J.C.S. 


A  BOY  WHO  IB  SELFISH 

A  priest,  whom  I  know  well  was  speaking  to  a  group  of  us  on 
selfi&hnes-s.  As  a  conclusion  to  our  talk,  Father  Sharkey  told  us 
about  a  young  boy,  an  only  child,  who  was  pampered  and  had  be- 
come inconsiderate  of  others.  Willie  was  allowed  to  have  his  own 
way  and  carry  out  his  whims  and  fancies  as  he  pleased.  One  day,  at 
lunch  Willie  suddenly  said  he  didn't  want  it.  His  mother  asked 
him  what  he  would  like;  "I  would  like  a  worm,"  said  Willie.  A  worm 
was  placed  on  his  plate.  Willie  looking  at  it  decided  he  wanted'  it 
fried.  The  worm  was  fried  and  again  placed  before  him;  Willie  look- 
ed over  at  Daddy  and  insisted  that  he  eat  half.  After  a  moment's 
hesitation  Daddy  ate  half  of  the  worm;  Mother  said,  "Now,  Willie 
you  eat  your  half."  At  this  the  little  dear  broke  into  sobsi  saying. 
"Daddy  ate  the  half  I  wanted."  We  were  allowed  to  draw  our  own 
conclusion.  Josephine  Amodeo,  Grade  XI-A,  S.J.C.S. 


A  GIRL  WHO  IS  SELFISH 

She  was  extremely  selfish.  A  selfishness  that  would  make  a 
person  pity  another  for  being  in  such  a  state. 

When  associating  with  her  fellownstudents  she  would  be  very 
aloof,  and  if  asked  for  the  loan  of  some  trivial  thing  she  would  look 
at  you  with  her  eyes  half  shut  and  then  ■f^he  would  turn  a.brup<tly  in 
the  other  direction. 

Around  grown-ups  she  is  exactly  another  person;  she  tries  to 
please  all,  but  she  has  a  selfish  motive  behind  it.  iShe  figures  that 
the  better  she  acts  with  her  elders  the  more  she  can  get  out  of  them 
to  please  her  selfish  wants.  A  girl  who  is  selfish  does  not  please  God. 

Helen  Aitchison,  XI-A,  S.J.C.S. 


OPENING  DOORS 

There  are  many  ways  of  opening  doors  to  the  future.  Some 
open  it  in  anticipation  of  what  they  may  find  behind  it.  Others 
open  it  with  a  fearful  and  insecure  feeling,  while  others  in  their 
hustle  through  life  never  stop  to  contemplate  what  they  are  enter- 
ing in  upon.  Still  there  are  those  who  open  this  door  knowing  that 
what  lies  behind  it  is  their  competitor  w*hom  they  can  defeat  if  they 
but  enter  in  upon  it  with  the  right  motive  and  disposition. 

Sally  Smith,  XI-D,  S.J.C.S. 
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A  SHOW-OFF 

Tom  the  Show-off;  Tom  the  proud!  These  thoughts  were 
running  through  the  mindis  of  several  pa-ssers-by.  The  object  of 
their  aitention  was,  at  this  time,  walking  along  a  narrow  shelf  on  the 
inside  of  a  tall  picket  fence.  Tom  was  trying  to  impress  a  new  and 
pretty  girl.  He  was  balancing  a  feather  on  the  tip  of  his  freckled 
nose.  The  gate  of  the  picket  fence  was  open  ibut  Tom  did  not  see  It 
because  his  head  was  up  in  the  air.  Suddenly  wham!  crash!  boom! 
Down  went  feather,  gate  and  Tom!  He  had  landed  on  a  portrait  of 
somebody's  great-grandfather.  Two  men  had  been  bringing  the  port- 
rait into  the  house  when  the  accident  occurred.  Out  of  tihe  house 
charged  the  father  of  the  pretty  girl.  He  marched  Tom  home  by  the 
scruff  of  the  neck  and  Tom's  father  had  to  pay  Mr.  Brown.  Tom 
certainly  knows  now  that  pride  goes  before  a  fall. 

Ethel  Carrie,  XI-A.  S.  J.  C.S. 


THE  COUNTRYSIDE 

As  we  walked  through  the  leaf-covered  fields,  I  was  filled  with 
awe  when  my  eyes  opened  on  a  wonderful  sight.  It  was  like  a 
masterpiece  of  art,  only  more  gorgeous. 

The  blue  sky  was  the  back-ground  of  a  rainbow  of  colours.  The 
elm  trees  looked  golden  as^  the  isun  shone  on  them,  and  with  the 
beauty  of  the  soft  white  clouds,  s'haded  in  the  background  a  thought 
came  to  my  mind,  "Could  God  have  made  this  beautiful  colour 
scheme  in  special  honour  of  His  Blessed  Mother?" 

The  thirds  flying  overhead,  sang  praise  to  God  and  the  nervous 
rabbits  scampered  to  their  holes.  The  babbling  brook  reflected  in 
its  deep  blue  depths,  the  gold,  red,  green  and  bronze  of  the  country- 
side. It  was  like  paradise — such  a  breath-taking  sight — that  we 
knew  that  such  a  sight,  was  a  sure  sign  of  the  sovereignty  of  God. 

Helen  Aitchison,  XI-A,  S.J.C.S. 


COURTESY 

What  does  courtesy  mean?  To  some  it  just  means  kindness  in 
manners  or  respect  shown  for  others,  but  it  also  means  you  must 
overcome  your  selfishness  and  put  yourself  after  everyone  else.  You 
don't  show  courtesy  only  to  your  parents,  priests  and  teachers  but 
also  to  your  friends,  f ell ow-S'tu dents  and  especially  to  your  brothers 
and  sisters. 

Because  courtesy  is  overcoming  your  selfishness  we  can  also 
practise  courtesy  at  school  by  standing  on  the  s<tairs  waiting  for  the 
teachers,  and  not  trying  to  get  into  the  middle  or  front  of  the  line  at 
cafeteria  and  by  not  running  through  the  halls. 

Cardinal  Newman  once  said  "Our  Lord  is  the  most  perfect 
Gentleman.     His  etiquette  is  the  Bible." 

Our  Lord  shows  that  He  Himself  was  courteous.  During  His 
life  on  earth  He  showed  us  t'hat  He  overcame  His  selfishness  when 
He  preached  to  the  children  and  people  even  though  he  was  very 
tire-d.  He  slept  in  the  open  and  travelled  iby  foot  from  city  to  city. 
This  also  showed  His  courtesy  and  shows  us  that  we  should  be  cour- 
teous at  all  times.  Florence  Whaites,  XI-C,  S. J.O.S. 
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AUTUMN 

I  sat  in  the  barn  loft  looking  across  at  the  expanse  of  fields  and 
the  blue  curve  of  the  lake  rolling  ever  westward.  It  was  autumn;  the 
loft  was  full  of  sweet-smelling  hay  and  bright  orange  pumpkins  stor- 
ed for  winter  use.  The  fields  were  a  network  of  brilliant  colour; 
the  oak  and  maple  were  vivid  with  daring  reds,  flashing  yellows, 
blending  into  orange  and  brown.  Green  held  no  place  in  this  Octo- 
ber spectacle;  even  the  grass  was  like  sun-ripened  wheat.  The  wind 
made  it  sparkle  as  it  danced  gaily  through  it,  and  fhen  running  to 
the  lake  to  curl  the  waves  into  white  caps.  When  it  tired  of  this  it 
chased  the  fleecy  clouds  across  the  sky.  a  sky  blue  as  the  water 
below. 

The  sun  began  to  wane  and  the  breeze  grew  chill.  Night  was 
approaching  to  end  this  glorious  day.  But  God  shows  His  glories  at 
night,  for  When  the  darkness  descended  a  million  stars  twinkled 
merrily  and  a  harvest  moon  shone  warm  and  yellow. 

Mary  Lou    Bowman,   XI-C,   S..J.C.S. 


AUTU3IN    1947 

I  think  autumn  is  the  most  ;beautiful  season  of  the  year.  The 
leaves  falling  gently  swirl  to  the  ground  in  a  cascade  of  colour. 
Reds,  yellows,  greens  and  rust  are  included  in  the  array  of 
splendour. 

This  autumn  has  been  warmer  than  most  autumns  and  the 
days  bright  and  sunny,  the  temperature  rising  as  high  as  ©even- 
ty-eight  degrees.  There  bas  been  little  rain,  the  leaves  are  dry 
and  crackly,   the   ground  hard. 

The  S'Uiu  setting  on  the  horizon  in  the  late  afternoon  is  very 
beautiful. 

In  the  evenings  bright  bonfires  glowing  in  the  dusk  and  the 
yellow  moon  slowly  rising  into  the  sky.     A  delightful  autumn. 

Aileen  Magee,  XI-C.  S.J.C.S. 


COURTESY 


To  be  courteous  is  to  be  Clirlst-like,  for  Jesus  was  courteous  to 
everyone,  rich  or  poor,  healthy  or  sick.    He  treated  all  alike. 

In  this  day,  courtesy  must  be  practised  if  one  wants  to  get 
along  well  with  his  fellow-associates.  A  girl  that  is  courteous  is  al- 
ways noted  for  her  unselfishness,  for  her  gracious  way  of  doing 
things  and  her  kind,  gentle  way.  After  all,  is  not  that  the  meaning 
of  courtesy,  "Unse.lfishness  towards  others?"  ''Putting  ourselves 
out  a  little  for  our  neighbour." 

Being  courteous  does  require  self-sacrifice  and  thoughtfulness, 
but  It  really  pays  dividends  to  the  person,  by  ^strengthening  our  will 
power. 

You  have  noticed  the  c'liaracteristics  of  the  popular  girl  of  to- 
day? She  is  not  always  the  prettiest  girl  nor  the  smartest  but  she 
is  the  most  courteous,  to  her  family,  because  they  are  closest  to  her 
heart,  to  her  teachers  and  to  her  companions. 

Practice  courtesy  to-day  and  enjoy  popularity  to-morrow. 

Mary  MacCallum,  Xl-€,  S.J.C.S. 
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"DISRAEIil,"   A  STUDY  IN   CIi.\S.S  DISTINCTIOX 

In  this  play  we  learned  much  about  the  inward  feelings  of  the 
characters. 

For  instance,  the  "Duchess,"  because  she  was  of  noble  birth, 
thought  she  was  far  above  Disraeli's  level,  but  we  found  out  later, 
there  was  no  compari&an  between  the  two.  Disraeli  did  not  make 
any  distinction  between  the  w^ealthy  oi^  the  poor.  Neither  did  he 
care  what  nationality  they  were. 

Another  example  in  this  story  was  Charles'  opinion  of  Disraeli. 
At  first  Charles  thought,  because  he  had  a  title  he  could  precede 
Disraeli  on  going  through  a  door  or  entering  a  room.  Of  course  this 
class  distinction  was  ridiculous  because  even  though  Disraeli  was  a 
Jew,  he  was  also  'the  Prime  Minister  of  England,  and  superior  to 
Charles  in  his  wisdom.  Later  the  two  became  good  friends  and 
Charles  changed  for  the  better. 

Mary  MacCallum.  XI-C.  S.J.C.S. 


M  HKX  MY  AVORLD  TOTTERED 

At  last  the  meter  on  my  bank  read  five  dollars!  How  I  had 
waited  for  this  day  to  come.  Five  dollars  was  not  so  much  but  it 
had  taken  time  to  save . 

I  was  so  happy  as  I  counted  out  the  coins  to  mase  sure  there 
was  no  mistake.  Now  I  could  buy  the  pup  in  the  corner  pet  shop. 
What  breed  was  it?  I  did  not  know,  nor  did  I  care.  I  had  loved  him 
from  the  first  day  he  was  placed  in  the  window,  looking  so  lonely 
and  in  need  of  an  owner. 

I  raced  to  the  shop  and  to  my  surprise  an  ugly  hound  sat  in  his 
place.  He  had  been  taken  in  to  be  fed,  I  wais  sure.  He  could  not 
have  been  bought!  But  to  my  disappointment  he  had  been.  My 
world  of  glass  lay  in  Shivers  at  my  feet.  I  turned  with  heavy  feet 
and  slowly  made  my  wav  home. 

Betty  Abel,  XI-C,  S.J.C.S. 


WHY  I  LIKE  DOOS 


I  like  dogs  because  they  are  fun.  Whenever  you  want  to  play 
or  go  for  a  walk  they  are  always  ready  to  go  with  you.  They  are 
good  companions.  If  you  ever  feel  low  and  there  is  no  one  else 
around  to  cheer  you,  your  dog  is  a  symipathetic  listener. 

I  like  dogs  because  they  are  good  protection;  that  is  if  you 
have  a  big  dog.  When  you  are  left  alone  some-  night,  with  a 
spooky  radio  programme  on  the  air  you  feel  much  safer  with  a 
clog  at  your  side.  Little  puppies  are  good  companions  and  pro- 
tection for  little  children.  There  are  many  stories  about  dogs 
who  have  saved  their  master's  life  or  some  child's  life. 

For  my  last  reason.,  I  like  dogs  because  they  are  almost  human 
in  their  affection.  They  will  stand  by  you  always,  if  you  are  kind 
to  them. 

Helen  McCabe,  XI-C.  S.J.C.S. 
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DOORS 

There  are  many  ways  of  opening  a  locked  door.  If  you  always 
carry  a  key  likely  the  door  will  open  at  its  magic  touch  iso  you  will 
be  inside  in  an  instant.  But  far  those  who  forget  their  keys  here 
are  helpful  suggestions.  Run  next  door  and  see  if  your  neighbor's 
key  will  fit  the  lock.  Failing  to  open  the  door  try  a  little  criminol- 
ogy and  fpick  the  lock,  unsuccessfully;  then  see  if  any  windows  are 
unlocked,  climb  in  and  open  the  doo^r.  If  all  my  foregoing  tips  fail 
sit  down  on  the  doorstep  and  wait  patiently  till  someone  comes  with 
a  key  and  lets  you  in. 

Marcy  May,  XI-D,  S.J.C.S. 


MR.  "ODD" 


In  the  train  opposite  me  sat  the  oldest  looking  man  I  have  ever 
seen.  He  wore  faded  blue  riding  breeches  with  high  rubber  boots 
and  the  jacket  of  an  evening  coat  with  its  swallow  tail  which  look- 
ed very  out  of  place.  Clutc-'hed  in  his  hand  was  a  baton.  What  it 
was  for  I'll  never  know.  Perched  on  his  head  at  a  most  awkward 
angle  was  an  old  worn-out  cap  on  which  was  written  in  big  black 
letters,  "BOBLO- ISLAND  CANADA."  As  we  neared  the  station  he 
got  up  with  a  jerk  pulled  down  a  small  brand  new  suit-case,  then 
sat  down  with  a  thump.  After  looking  about  him  with  terrifyingly 
suspicious  eyes  he  got  up  again  and  stamped  off  the  train  with  great 
dignity. 

Joan  Warren.  XI-D,  S.J.C.S. 


PERPETUAL  ROSARY 

"Holy  Mary,  Mother  of  God,  pray  for  us  sinners,"  how  well 
Our  Lady  knows  we  need  her  help  and  through  the  perpetual  rosary 
she  will  help  us.  iSomewhere  at  every  hour  of  the  night  and  day 
those  familiar  words  we  all  learned  at  our  Mother's  knee  are  being 
vsaid.  Surely  Our  Blessed  Virgin  will  heed  our  requests  when  those 
words  fall  from  the  lips  of  the  little  child  or  the  aged  man  or  wo- 
man, the  school  girl  or  boy  or  the  mother  and  father  who  pray  for 
their  children. 

Our  Blessed  Virgin  asked  for  devotion  to  her  through  the  Ros- 
ary. It  must  please  her  to  look  down  on  a  church  or  chapel  or 
shrine  where  whole  families  are  gathered  together  in  her  honour. 

It  must  be  wonderful  for  the  sponsors  of  the  Marian  Congress 
to  think  that  all  day  and  night  at  some  place  no  matter  how  big 
or  small  someone  is  praying  for  the  success  of  what  is  to  be  a  big 
celebration  in  honour  of  her.  To  think  that  all  over  Canada  all 
the  month  of  May  from  beginning  to  end  the  fifteen  decades  of  the 
Rosary  are  being  recited  every  half  hour. 

All  this  month  each  and  every  one  of  us  can  not  say  the  Ros- 
ary all  day  but  we  can  offer  the  one  someone  else  is  saying.  Our 
devotion  should  not  end  after  our  half  hour  and  the  Hail  Mary 
should  not  be  said  absent-mindedly.  Maybe  if  we  thought  for  a 
minute  that  "Pray  for  us  sinners"  would  mean  something  to  us. 

Mary  Murphy,  X-D,  S.J.C.S. 
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WHO? 

In  the  train  opposite  m©  sat  an  odd  loolving  man.  In  the  baud 
of  his  hat  was  a  blue  press  card  which  showed  up  well  in  contrast 
to  his  shock  of  unruly  red  hair.  Dark  glasses  covered  his  eyes  and 
he  puffed  contentedly  on  a  cigarette. 

His  bow  tie  showed  up  like  au  electric  sign  against  the  tweed 
of  his  suit,  the  pantlegs  of  which  were  rolled  up,  showing  the  loud 
colours  of  his  diamond  socks. 

Suddenly  the  train  jerked  to  a  stop,  screams  of  the  passengers 
in  the  front  could  be  heard.  Some  one-  yelled:  "Get  a  doctor  qui<;k, 
we've  run  into  a  motor  car."  My  friend  suddenly  became  aware  of  the 
commotion,  picked  up  a  camera,  hidden  under  the  seat,  and  disap- 
peared on  the  track  of  a  story. 

Helen  Smith,  XI-D,   S.J.C.S. 


ALL  TATTEREB  AND  TORN 

Here  I  stand  all  tattered  and  torn, 
The  cause  of  this  is  from  being  worn; 
And  I'm  always  thrown  around  so  mean. 
Just  cause  the  others  are  much  more  clean. 

I  guess  that's  the  way  with  everything 
When  you're  old,  into  the  garbage  they  fling 
And  so  I  just  sit  here  and  chew  and  chew 
For  I'm  an  old  chatterbox  of  a  shoe. 

Irene  Perfetti,  X-D,  S.J.C.S. 


AUTUMX  IX  CAXADA 

All  warmth  and  golden  cheerfulness.  All  stillness  over  every- 
thing. All  colours  captivate  your  eyes,  gold,  crimson,  rust,  scarlet 
and  green,  massed  together  in  one  tree,  repeated  over  and  over  again 
along  a  road  or  in  a  park.  All  brightly  coloured  cars  and  birds  flash- 
ing by.  The  sun  shining  on  the  lake  makes  a  myriad  of  diamonds. 
All  people  being  neighborly  and  kind.  All  thanking  God  for  abun- 
dant harvest.     All — arresting  is  autumn. 

Lydia  Valentine,  X-E,  S.  J.  C.  S. 


THE  LIFE  OF  A  GOLDFISH 

The  female  goldfish  lays  her  eggs  on  the  sandy  bottom  of  a 
pond  or  aquarium.  The  female  swims  off  and  the  male  is  left  to 
guard  them.  In  a  pond  the  egg  has  very  little  chance  to  hatch  out 
for  other  fish  are  hungry  and  eat  them.  If  th©  egg  is  lucky  and 
hatches  it  has  a  good  chance  of  living.  It  begins  to  eat  immediate- 
ly. A  goldfish  usually  lives  four  years  but  if  it  is  kept  in  an  aquar- 
ium it  may  reach  the  age  of  seven  or  eight  years.  In  an  aquarium 
a  goldfish  may  only  live  two  or  three  months  depending  on  how  it 
is  kept.  It  ne^eds  clean  water,  a  little  fresh  food  each  day  and  a 
water  plant. 

Betty  Moltgen,  X-C,  S.J.C.S. 
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SUCH — GOINGS-ON 

Here  I  am,  uursing  my  bang^:  and  scratches,  in  the  quiet  of  the 
night.  Oh  dear!  another  scratch  on  my  body.  The  girl  with  the 
blue  ribbon,  to-day,  didn't  mean  to  kick  me  so  hard,  but  oh!  how 
deeply  it  cut. 

Every  day  at  both  assemblies  (seniors  and  juniors  lunch  hours) 
I  liave  my  keys  "murdered,"  with  continuous  playing  of  boogie 
woogie.  The  girls  enjoy  it.  but  I  wish  they  would  play  me  with 
less  energy. 

How  I  envy  the  piano  in  the  auditorium  with  her  airs  and 
graces.  She  sits  there  prettily,  and  if  ONE  of  HER  keys  is  broken 
or  she  receives  a  scratch  on  her  brightly  polished  body,  some  kind 
Sister  repairs  the  damage  or  a  repair  man  is  called  in.  But  I  am 
scratched  and  broken  in  body,  left  to  nurse  myself. 

Thank  you  for  listening,  dear  gymnasium,  to  my  sad  tale.  Why 
not  tell  me  your  troubles,  I  will  understand  and  greatly  sympafhize 
with  you.  Dorothy  Cassidy.  X-A,  S.J.C.S. 


THE  CATHOUC  ACTRRSS 

The  acting  profession,  chosen  by  a  Catholic  involves  more  re- 
sponsibility than  when  chosen  by  a  non-Catholic.  Here,  besides  de- 
manding poise,  perseverance-,  personality  and  many  other  traits 
which  go  to  make  an  actress,  a  Catholic  must  be  on  her  guard 
against  attacks  made  through  her  on  the  Churcti,  and  also  not  to 
violate  any  of  its  laws,  herself. 

It  is  hard.  Many  'times  her  religion  may  stand  in  the  way  of 
a  good  role  or  the  working  hours  may  be  strenuous  and  she  may 
become  discouraged  in  her  career.  But  she  has  one  definite  con- 
solation. With  her  at  all  times  she  has  Christ;  in  her  sufferings  is 
Christ,  but  in  her  faith  irs  also  Christ. 

Thus  she  knows  her  duty.  It  is  not  to  make-  her  every  role  a 
Catholic  one  but  just  this:  in  every  line  or  word  she  speaks,  she  is 
conveying  to  the  audience  the  virtues  of  Christ  in  her. 

Joan  Agnew.  X-A.  S.J.C.S. 


A  MORNING  'CATCH' 

Every  morning  I  leave  the  house  at  eight  to  get  to  school  at 
nine.  I  walk  a  block  and  a  half  and  I  run  the  other  half  to  catch 
the  street  car  waiting  at  the  stop.  Just  as  I  step  on  the  road  the 
street  car  driver  shuts  the  door.  There  goes  t'hat  stree-t  car,  there 
Is  always  one  coming.  The  second  one  comes  but  does  not  stop. 
The  third  comes  along  and  opens  the  door,  but  what's  the  use,  I 
can't  get  on.  It's  packed  to  the  door.  The  fourth  comes  along  and 
I  just  barely  get  on.  It's  just  like  being  a  squashed  sardine  in  a 
squashed  can.  The  girl  in  front  of  me  keeps  shaking  her  hair  from 
side  to  side  and  It  keeps  getting  in  my  mouth.  Tlie  street  car  keeps 
starting  and  stopping  and  every  one  in  front  and  behind  me  keep 
falling  on  top  of  me  and  whenever  I  lose  my  balance  the  lady  behind 
me  says  "Can't  you  stand  straight,"  well,  only  one  more  stop  and  I 
get  off.    Thank  goodness! 

Hermina  Manz,  X-C,  S.J.C.S. 
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SUCH  GOINGS-ON 

(Told  by  a  PiaJio  in  Gynmasiiiiu) 

You  have  no  idea  of  what  I  liear  in  my  earner  of  the  gymnas- 
ium at  St.  Joseph's  College  School.  Although  loa-ded  with  books, 
wallets  and  purses  and  forever  being  pounded  on  by  some  musically 
inclined  girl  I  like  my  place.     I  would  never  trade  with  anyone. 

I  know  which  girls  know  their  Shakespeare  and  w'hich  ones  do 
not.  I  have  more  tunes  played  on  me  than  any  other  piano  in  the 
school,  from  popular  music  to  Bach  and  Chopin.  I  have  been  hit 
by  the  basketball  so  many  times.  I  hear  Mrs.  Pfeffer  tell  the  girls 
to  do  things  like  standing  on  their  heads.  Then  I  remember  how 
fortunate  I  am  to  be  able  to  stand  on  my  four  feet.  When  I  hear  the 
St.  Joseph  girls  cheering,  I  feel  they  will  win  the  basketball  game. 

Any  piano  w^ould  envy  my  place  so  please  do  not  let  them  hear 
this  or  they  may  get  ideas.  I  would  never  tra.de  my  place  in  the 
gymnasium  for  any  other  place  in  the  world. 

Mary  Ann  Burns,  X-A,  S.J.C.S. 


PROS  AND  CONS 

Most  private  schools  have  school  uniforms.  They  are  becom- 
ing on  a  school  girl  and  save  her  other  clothes  tremendously.  She 
stands  out  in  a  crowd  with  a  uniform  on,  making  her  very  neat  and 
tidy.  When  riding  on  street  cars  in  a  school  uniform  peoiple  get 
the  impression  of  the  school  from  the  appearance  and  behaviour  of 
the  girl.  Make-up  does  not  go  with  a  school  uniform.  It  spoils  the 
look  of  the  uniform,  and  pulLs  down  the  standard  of  the  school.  I 
personally  think  that  school  uniforms  would  be  a  benefit  in  all 
schools. 

Pat  McRae,  X-C,  iS.J.C.S. 


IT  IS  HERE 


It  is  here!      It  is  here!     At  last,  the  fair  is  here. 

Yes  the  fair  is  here  with  all  its  grandeur.  The  ferris  wheel 
with  its  high  turns,  the  merry-go-round  in  all  its  whirling  glory  and 
my  favourite,   the  moon  rocket. 

Oh!  The  moon  rocket — a  ride  containing  such  wondrous  thrills 
that  just  to  see  it  makes  your  head  whirl  and  spin  In  dizzy 
satisfaction. 

Popcorn,  chewing  gum,  balloons  and  cotton  candy  all  take  their 
places  in  the  fair. 

The  midway  where  we  find  the  freaks,  such  a.s  the  sword 
weirdest  man  in  the  world,  is  always  decorated  in  bright,  gay,  flashy 
wierdest  man  in  the  world,  is  always  decorated  in  bright,  gay,  flashy 
colors.     Here  it  is  even  polite  to  stare. 

The  many  draws  and  raffles  for  turkeys,  and  bonds  and  extra 
money  are  always  fun  but  I  love  the  contests  for  the  cutest  dog,  the 
longest  haired  girl,  the  boy  or  girl  with  the  greatest  amount  of  freck- 
les, and  usually  the  prettiest  girl  at  the  fair. 

When  the  fair  Is  almost  over  there  is  the  last  bit  of  entertain- 
ment and  the  plaving  of  "God  Save  the  King." 

Valoree  Cummings.  X-A.  S.J.C.S. 
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THE  IJFE  OF  A  iSXAII. 

How  would  you  feel  shut  up  in  a  bottle  for  a  couple  of  weeks, 
well,  that's  exactly  how  a  snail  feels.  All  it  does  is  just  sit  there 
and  climb  in  and  out  of  its  s^limy  shell  which  is  so  s.mall  it  hardly 
has  room  to  move.  But,  it  seems  to  manage  all  right  so  I  guess  It's 
not  so  bad.  But  imagine  looking  out  of  the  bottle  into  a  glaring 
face.  The  snail  must  think  "'Heavens!  what's  that  queer  looking 
thing."  Look  what  we  think  of  snails;  well,  you  can  imagine  what 
they  think  of  us. 

Pat  O'Neil.  X-C,  S.J.C.S. 


QUALITIES  I  AD>URE  IN  OTHER  PEOPLE 

Some  people  walk  through  life  unknown,  unloved,  while  others 
have  many  friends  and  are  beloved  by  many. 

Have  you  wondered  why  this  is  so? 

It  is  because  some  people  have  qualities  in  them  that  others 
lack.  These  people  have  usually  the  qualities  of  kindness,  gener- 
osity, loyalty;  are  honourable,  keep  their  promises  and  are  true 
friends.  If  Ihey  tell  you  that  they  will  meet  you  at  seven  o'clock 
they  will  be  there  exactly  on  time.  Tell  them  a  secret  and  they 
will  never  tell  anybody.  When  you  are  in  trouble  they  will  stand 
by  and  help  you  if  they  can.  Those  are  the  friends  everybody  wants' 
and  the  qualities  people  admire. 

Have  you  those  qualities  of  character  and,  if  not  what  are  you 
going  to  do  about  it? 

Colleen  Carvey,  X-B,  S.J.C.S. 


SCHOOL  YEAR 


We  the  first  formers  started  off  our  school  year  with  something 
new  in  the  system  of  teaching.  It  was  a  novelty  at  first  and  a  little 
unusual,  as  we  were  getting  into  the  swing  of  things.  But  after 
awhile  the  novelty  wore  off. 

As  the  first  set  of  exams  rolled  around  and  we  found  aurselves 
studying  a  little  later  into  the  night  we  found  through  experience 
that  these  exams  were  not  the  hardest,  that  still  harder  ones  were 
yet  to  come,  and  they  did. 

We  indulged  in  the  school  sports  and  did  our  bit  for  the 
missions.  We  chummed  together  and  enjoyed  ourselves  during 
lunch-time  and  sometimes  during  class. 

Easter  came  and  went  and  so  did  Easter  exams.  We  patient- 
ly waited  for  the  results  and  found  we  had  passed. 

Graduation  is  in  a  few  weeks,  when  we  shall  see  our  older 
sisters  depart  from  our  ])eloved  school  and  make  their  name  in  the 
worldw  We  also  dream  of  the  day  when  we  will  be  bigger  sisters 
and  graduating  and  the  new  first  formers  will  look  up  to  us,  as 
we    look  up  to  the  graduates  of  this  year. 

After  graduation  we  come  back  to  earth  with  a  bang  and  rea- 
lized, that  if  we  want  to  get  to  fifth  form,  we  had  better  study 
for  our  final  exams  now. 

Joan  Holland,  X-C,  S.J.C.S. 
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TREES  IN  ALiL  SEASON'S 

Trees  In  springtime  have  little  buds  on  their  branches.  Later 
they  turn  Into  a  flowery  bunch  of  gre&n  petals.  During  April  and 
May  these  bunches  fall  and  the  leaves  are  left. 

In  fhe  summertime  you  can  sit  In  the  shade  of  these  trees 
when  the  temperature  is  unbearable  or  when  the  family  go  on  a 
picnic.     We  are  always  glad  to  have  trees  near  our  cottages. 

In  the  fall  the  leaves  of  the  trees  turn  into  different  shades 
of  red,  orange,  brown,  and  yellow.  This  is  the  most  beautiful  time 
of  the  year.  Xear  the  winter  the  leaves  fall  and  the  branches  face 
the  winter  months  alone. 

The  people  of  Toronto  are  making  a  drive  to  have  a  "More 
Beautiful  Community."  Trees,  especially  in  the  spring  and  fall, 
make  a  community  beautiful. 

Margaret  Anne  Jones,  X-C,  S.J.C.S. 


MARIAN  CONGRESS 

Four  days  of  glorious  homage  were  rendered  to  the  Immaculate 
Heart  of  May  in  Ottawa  from  .Tune  18  to  June  22nd. 

These  four  days  were  listed  under  these  headings:  Day  of 
Reception  when  our  Cardinal  chosen  as  the  Cardinal  legate  arrived 
in  Ottawa. 

At  the  Congress,  several  dramas  were  re-enacted  in  French  and 
English: — Our  Lady  of  the  Crown,  Our  Lady  of  Fair  Love,  Jesus 
Son  of  Mary  and  Our  Lady  of  the  Eucharist. 

Thursday,  June  19th,  the  Day  of  Reparation  began  with  a  Sol- 
emn High  Ma.ss  and  a  Pontifical  High  Mass  a  few  hours  later  at 
which  the  sermon  was  preached  by  the  Most  Rev.  T.  D'Alton, 
Primate  of   Ireland. 

A  luncheon  was  given  for  the  Cardinal  by  the  Governor-Gen- 
eral of  Canada  that  afternoon. 

On  Saturday  twenty  floats  portrayed  the  Life  of  th*  Blessed 
Virgin  Mary  and  her  apparitions.  The  same  day  a  musical  pro- 
gramme was  presented  by  the  Dionnes  and  St.  Michael's  Boys' 
Choir  under  Doctor  Ronan's  direction. 

Sunday  the  Day  of  Consecration:  the  Archbishop  of  Havana. 
Cuba,  spoke  and  the  Congress  was  officially  closed  by  Cardinal 
McGuigan.  Later  in  the  evening  fireworks  showed  .scenes  of  the 
life  of  Our  Lady. 

This  was  an  outstanding  event  in  our  time  and  must  surely 
have  pleased   Our  Blessed  Lady. 

Joanne  Kelly,  X-C,  S.J.C.S. 


OUR  PATRON 


St.  Joseph,  our  school  patron,  was  chosen  by  Almighty  God  to 
be  the  spouse  of  the  Blessed  Virgin  and  the  foster-father  of  Jesus 
Christ.  St.  Joseph  died  happily  in  the  arms  of  Jesus  and  Mary  and 
has  therefore  been  chosen  as  the  patron  of  a  happy  death.  He  was 
meek  and  humble  and  we  should  try  to  imitate  these  good  traits 
because  we  are  students  of  a  school  named  in  his  honour. 

Loretto  McCarthy,  IX-C,  S.J.C.S. 
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HALLOWE'EN 

Hallowe'en!  Th©  magical  night  of  witches,  pumpkins,  masks, 
and  gay  pretence.  People  young  or  old  look  forward  to  this  night 
with  great  expectancy.  The  children  following  an  old  cu&tom,  go 
from  door  to  door  begging  goodies  of  one  sort  or  another,  generally 
consisting  of  fruit,  candj',  cakes,  and  sometimes  money.  Some 
people  hold  masquerade  parties  at  which  they  try  to  out  do  each 
other  in  picturesque  costumes.  Tlie  lowly  pumpkin  comes  Into  its 
own  at  Hallowe'en,  usually  decorating  both  table  and  window.  The 
colour  scheme  of  Hallowe'en,  black  and  orange,  looks  very  inviting. 
Many  people  look  back  with  great  pleasure  to  the  enjoyable  Hal- 
lowe'ens spent  in  the  days  of  their  youfh.  All  hail  to,  "Hallowe'en," 
and  may  we  always  be  young  enough  in  both  heart  and  spirit  to 
enjoy  it. 

Eleanor  Flynn.  IX-B.  S.J.C.S. 


FORTY  HOURS 


On  the  altar  of  St.  Joseph's  Chapel  midst  a  profusion  of  flow- 
ers, reposes  the  King  of  Kings,  Christ.  He  rests  above  the  taber- 
nacle and  on  either  side  are  large  rust,  white,  yellow  chrysanthe- 
mumis.  The  flickering  candles  and  vigil  lights  with  the  flowers 
make  the  altar  a  place  of  beauty.  There  He  waits^  for  us  to  come 
to  Him,  to  pour  out  our  hearts,  our  sorrows,  our  joys:  He  wishes 
us  to  tell  Him  all.  In  Him  we  will  find  comfort  and  consolation.  If 
we  realized  how  important  it  is  for  us  to  visit  Our  Lord  who  is  ex- 
posed for  us  during  t'he  Forty  Hours'  I  am  sure  we  would  go  to  see 
Him  oftener.  He  is  on  the  altar  for  love  of  us,  His  children.  He  Is 
watching  over  all  of  us  in  His  loving  care.  Let  us  then  show  Him 
how  much  we  love  Him  by  taking  a  few  minutes  to  talk  to  Him, 
our  Creator,  in  the  tabernacle. 

Doreen  Glover,  IX-B,  S.J.C.S. 


ENGLLSH  COMPOSITION 

In  the  days  of  Lincoln  when  men  were  men  and  women  were 
-?  Well,  let  us  turn  back  the  mildewed  pages  of  history  and 


find  the  opinion  placed  on  women's  pretty  heads.  Was  it  really 
that  the  hand  that  rocked  t'he  cradle,  ruled  the  world  or  were  wo- 
men fickle  with  fancy's  folly?  It  all  depended  on  whether  you  take 
society's  side  of  the  debate,  or  the  toiling,  pioneer  woman's  story. 
Let  us  take  the  latter;  it  will  prove  much  moa-e  interesting.  Can't 
you  ■see  them? — There  over  that  hill — see  the  cloud  of  dust?  Here 
they  come!  Women  with  plenty  of  "stick-to-it-ness."  Women,  — 
young  and  old,  pretty  and  homely,  fat  and  thin,  jolly  and  serious. 
Women  with  foresight  and  concern  for  their  children's  future.  How 
funny  the  covered  wagons  look  from  up  here!  One  would  mistake 
them  for  caravans  in  the  Sahara  exce.pt  for  the  hoop  skirts  and  poke 
bonnets.  There  is  no  mistaking  these  women.  They  are  nation 
builders.  They  travelled  over  plains,  mountains,  forests,  and  brush, 
and  these  women  laid  the  foundations  for  countries  of  "wiilch  w© 
may  well  be  proud. 

Catherine  McMahon.  IX-C,  S.J.C.S. 
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MY  OPINION  OF  LONGER  SKIRTS 

The  main  question  in  the  women's  world  to-day  is  the  length 
of  skirts.  Many  are  opposed  and  many  in  favour  of  th«.  lengthening 
of  hemlines.  Personally  I  am  against  it.  Looking  at  it  from  the 
ordinary  working  girl's  point  of  view  it  is  too  expensive.  Stie  would 
have  to  purchase  a  whole  new  wardrobe  and  her  clot'hes  of  shorter 
style  would  have  to  be  put  aside.  I  think  the  reason  for  this  new 
fad  is  the  profit  of  designers  and  manufacturers  of  these  clothes. 
Therefore  for  the  young  business  woman  to  keep  up  with  the  latest 
fashions  she  would  have  to  work  extra  hard  to  pay  for  tliese  "longer 
skirts"  which  would  be  worn  by  all  no  doubt  in  a  few  months. 

I  think  dresses  should  be  no  longer  than  four  inches  below  the 
knee  so  that  all  that  would  be  necessary  is  to  lengthen  the  hem. 

Loretta  Greco,  IX-B.  S.J.€.S. 


LINCOLN  AND  FREEDOM 

When  Abraham  Lincoln  was  in  his  twenties,  he  went  to  New 
Orle-ans,  and  witnessed  the  horrible  sight  of  African  Negroes  being 
sold  as  slaves.  This  scene  sickened  Abe  Lincoln,  and  he  resolved 
that  if  it  was  ever  in  his  power  to  help  these  poor  people,  he  would. 
In  the  cotton  fields  the  Negro's  voice  was  lifted  In  prayer  to  be  set 
free  of  the  White  Man's  yoke.  Years  went  slowly  by,  before  Abe 
Lincoln  became  President  of  the  United  States.  Not  forgetting  his 
oath,  Lincoln  sought  to  free  the  slaves,  a^nd  asked  for  their  rightful 
place  in  the  world,  as  human  beings, — but  his  campaigns  were  un- 
successful. The  stubborn,  proud  South  tried  to  break  from  the  Un- 
ion^ — and  war  was  on.  In  1664  Abe  Lincoln  and  freedom  won  out — 
the  Negroes  were  freed.  To-day  in  the  south,  the  Negro  population 
is  still  striving  for  equality.  People  still  refuse  to  accept  them — 
but  the  name,  Abe  Lincoln,  will  always  ring  in  the  mind  of  the 
Negro,  as  the  man  who  was  jointly  responsible  for  privileging  them 
to  die  free  men. 

Grace  Heggie,  IX-B,  S.J.C.S. 


SPOUSE  OF  OUR  LuADY 

Although  we  do  not  hear  much  about  the  life  of  St.  Joseph  the 
parts  that  we  do  hear  tell  us  wonderful  things  about  him. 

Ho  was  a  humble,  unknown  carpenter,  when  God  chose  him 
to  be  the  foster-father  and  guardian  of  Jesus.  He  was  pure  in  soul 
and  desire;  he  was  gentle  and  tender  as  one  worthy  to  be  the  fath- 
er of  Jesus;  he  was  prudent  and  very  quiet;  above  all  he  was  faith- 
ful and  obedient  to  Divine  calls.  He  practised  obedience  when  an 
angel  woke  him  in  the  middle  of  the  night  and  begged  him  to  leave 
Jerusalem  because  Herod's  soldiers  were  killing  all  the  young 
babies.  This  sudden  and  unexpected  task  must  have  cost  him  a 
great  deal  of  inconvenience  and  suffering,  but  he  did  not  ask  ques- 
tions;   he  immediately  obeyed. 

Joseph  died  a  happy  death  with  Jesus  and  Mary  by  his  side, 
comforting  him  in  his  last  moments.  We  should  especially  pray 
to  him  for  a  happy  death. 

Betty  Ann   Gentle,   IX-B.   S.J.C.S, 
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COURTESY  WEEK 

Courtesy  is  regard  for  the  feelings  of  others.  This  Is  what  the 
girls  of  St.  Joseph's  were  striving  for.  Courtesy  is  a  necessity  in  a 
school  as  large  as  ours  and  there  are  so  many  places  to  practise  it. 
It  is  one  thing  to  say  "Be  Courteous"  and  another  to  do  it  as  it  is 
quite  easy  to  forget  in  a  crowd  of  happy,  frolicking  school  girls. 
Courtesy  Week  was  launched  to  recall  these  rules  to  our  minds. 
Attractive  posters  were  hung  'in  the  halls  to  remind  us  of  theee  all 
week.  Oh,  if  only  we  could  keep  in  our  mind'  a  picture  of  the  ever- 
courteous  Christ!  We  hope  that  Courtesy  Week  has  left  a  strong 
impression. 

Maureen  Forrester,  IX-B,  S.J.C.S. 


A  WORTHY  CAUSE 

At  last  arrived,  Thursday,  October  the  23rd,  the  day  for  the 
candy  sale.  On  the  ibroad  table  boxes  of  fudge  sent  forth  delicious 
odours  as  they  lay  temptingly  in  neat  rows  along  the  front  of  the 
table.  The  second  row  .produced  lines  of  taffy  and  assorted  candy. 
Yo'ung  sales  girls  stood  eagerly  awaiting  the  first  lundh  crowd . 
Groups  of  girls  crowded  around  picking  their  candy  and  bearing  it 
away.  In  the  lull,  the  sales  girls  rearranged  the  remaining  candy 
for  the  next  lunch  group.  Five  cents,  three  cents,  two  cents  and 
one,  were  the  prices  of  the  candy  but  the  last  piece  was  soon  sold. 
The  proceeds  counted  amounted  to  approximately  fifteen  dollars. 
A  very  acceptable  .sum  for  "The  Missions." 

Arlene  Fostner,  IX-B,  S.J.C.S. 


AUTUMN  BEAUTY' 


The  woods  in  autumn  are  a  magnificent  sight.  The  blue  skies 
abo^-e,  marred  only  'hy  a  few  fluffy  white  clouds,  pass  dreamily 
overhead.  In  cointrast  the  wocwds  seem  aflame  with  brilliant  hues 
of  flaming  red,  bright  yellow,  burnished  gold,  and  modest  brown, 
beneath  them,  a  quilt  of  many  colours  unsurpassed  in  beauty  or 
colour  by  an  oriental  rug.  A  lone  squirrel  venturing  to  find  nuts 
raced  over  the  multi-coloured  quilt,  to  be  greeted  by  a  rustle  from 
the  leaves,  disturbed  in  their  sleep. 

Louise  Graff.  IX-B.  S.J.C.S. 


AUTITMN 


To-day,  the  leaves  are  almost  gone  from  the  trees.  The  colours 
of  the  trees,  which  flared  crimson  purple  and  gold,  on  the  hillsides, 
are  now  fading  aiud  falling.  Birds  on  their  way  south,  peck  indiffer- 
ently at  beauty  t'hat  is  not  good  to  eat.  From  the  signs  of  stooked 
oats,  fallen  leaves,  and  red  apples,  we  know  that  winter  will  soon 
be  upon  us.  The  forest  creatures  both 'large  and  small,  have  retired 
to  their  burrows  for  the  winter.  The  beauties  of  autumn,  which 
seems  as  if  only  yesterday  delighted  us  with  their  majestic  splendor 
have  once  more  exhausted  themselves. 

Barbara  Gaudet,  IX-g,  .S.J.C.S. 
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JALOPY  PARADE 

(Saturday,  October  25th,  the  Jalopy  Parade.  We  arrived  at  the 
city  hall  at  11.15  Saturday  morning.  There  was  a  tremendous 
crowd  gathered  there.  They  unveiled  Clhoe  who  to  our  surprise 
was  Toronto's  own  Margaret  Marshall.  They  then  chose  the  best 
jalopy.  The  winner  was  Paul  Jones  from  St.  Michael's  College . 
They  drove  Margaret  and  Barbara  Ann  Scott  to  High  Park.  While 
driving  Margaret  Marshall  back  to  her  hotel  the  jalopy  (otherwise 
known  as  a  car)  broke  down  and  they  had  to  push  it  the  rest  of  the 
way.     All  in  all  it  was  great  fun. 

Mary  Marv>"n,  IX-C,  S.J.C.S. 


MY  FIRST  DAY  AT  ST.  JOSEPH'S 

The  first  day  I  walked  into  St.  Joseph's  gymnasium  I  waa  Im- 
pressed by  the  way  the  older  girls  greeted  each  other  and  I  knew 
from  this  there  must  be  friendship  and  consequently  school  spirit. 
The  teachers  greeted  the  older  girls  with  a  friendly  smile.  The  girls 
showed  great  respect  with  silence  when  Sister  St.  Armand  came 
into  the  gymnasium.  Sister  welcomed  the  new  students  and  direct- 
ed them  to  their  classes.  I  was  impressed  by  the  general  atmos- 
phere and  the  size  of  the  school.  The  class  I  was  directed  to  was 
smaller  and  NICER  than  last  year's. 

Carmelita  Lawlor,  IX-C,  S.J.C.S. 


MONTH  OF  THE  ROSARY 

October  is  one  of  the  most  beautiful  times  of  the  year,  for  Oc- 
tober is  dedicated  to  the  Queen  of  Queens,  Mary  the  Queen  of  the 
Rosary.  Catholics  young  and  old  siay  the  Rosary  this  month  because 
it  honours  Our  Lady.  She  does  much  for  us  and  in  return  we  do  so 
little  for  her.  At  Lourdes  and  Fatima  the  children  knelt  down  and 
said  the  beloved  prayer.  They  had  duties  but  they  found  time  to 
say  the  Rosary.  On  the  way  to  school;  during  lunch  period;  before 
you  retire  or  any  other  time,  say  It  when  you  can,  but  say  the  Ros- 
ary some  time  during  the  day.  Remember  the  way  to  Jesus  is 
through  Mary. 

Gloria  Kavanaugh,  IX-C,  S.J.C.S. 


FALL 

The  wind  grieves  mournfully  through  the  almost  leafless 
branches  of  the  trees.  The  few  gaily  coloured  leaves  that  remain 
soon  will  be  joining  their  comrades  on  the  ground.  The  nests  of 
the  robins,  hidden  all  summer,  are  now  desertedi  on  the  bare 
boughs.  The  late  flowers  of  September  are  struggling  to  hold  their 
own  against  the  oncoming  cold.  The  heavy  dew  of  the  gradually 
lengthening  nights  keeps  the  grass  ibrigiht  and  green.  Here  and 
there  the  smoke  from  smouldeaing  piles  of  leaves  rises  to  mingle 
with  the  thin  spirals  from  the  chimneys.  Everywhere  th-ere  "a  a 
general  air  of  closing  in  for  warmth  and  shelter.  It  is  the  Fall  of 
the  year  in  this  our  land. 

Laurel  Grlmsdale,  IX-C,  S.J.C.S. 
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A  \1SIT  TO  THE  DENTIST 

At  nine  o'clock  in  the  morning  my  mother  marched  me  over 
to  my  g-r-e-a-t  friend  the  D-e-n-t-i-s-t.  I  was  the  first  victim.  I 
fumbled  into  the  chair  and  sat  trembling  as  he  told  me  a  few  jokes, 
while  he  painted  my  gums  with  iodine.  The  iodine  was  nothing 
compared  with  the  needle  he  plunged  into  my  mouth  a  couple  of 
times.  He  took  out  his  tooth  pulling  instrument  and  stood  holding 
it  while  waiting  for  my  gums  to  freeze.  At  last  he  said  "Does  your 
mouth  feel  as  if  there  are  all  pins  and  needles  jabbing  it,"  I  tried  to 
say  I  felt  like  that  all  over  but  all  I  could  say  was  "Uh!  !  !"  This 
was  good  enough  for  him  as  he  got  the  cause  of  all  this  misery  be- 
tween the  prongs  of  the  gadget  and  pulled  until  I  thought  my  whole 
mouth  was  coming  out. 

The  shock  was  too  much  for  me — all  I  could  do  was  faint,  and 
I  did  !   !    ! 

Mary  Anna  Madigan,  IX-C,  S.J.C.S. 


CX)URTESY  AT  HOME 

Courtesy  is  but  a  matter  of  thoughtfulness  toward  all  on  our 
part.  Often  one  places  too  little  value  on  these  simple  acts  of  kind- 
ness especially  in  the  home.  Seldom  children  remember  to  say 
"Please,"  "Thank  you"  and  other  similar  courtesies  which  after  all 
help  to  make  o-ur  life  at  home  more  pleasant.  Many  times  we  fail 
in  our  actions  toward  our  parents  by  refraining  from  doing  small 
but  necessary  tasks  which  are  both  helpful  and  pleasing  to  them . 
Surely  we  consider  our  parents  worthy  and  deserving  of  more  ap- 
preciation and  acts'  of  love. 

Starr  Linycia,  IX-C,  S.J.C.S. 


FALL  FASHIONS 

In  the  fall  of  19  47  there  is  going  on  in  the  fashion  world  a 
battle  which  is  called  "The  Battle  of  the  Hem  Line."  Although  doc- 
tors claim  that  longer  dresses  cause  varicose  veins  and  they  instate 
the  muscles  of  the  legs,  women  still  persist  in  being  slaves  to  fash- 
ion. As  yet  we  are  not  accustomed  to  these  longer  dresses  and 
thej'  still  look  odd  to  us.  Eventually,  if  they  continue  to  remain 
the  style,  we  will  become  used  to  tliem  and  think  shorter  skirts  look 
absurd. 

Marie  Mills.  IX-C,  S.J.C.S. 


REVERIE 


All  nature  is  at  her  best  in  Autumn.  Theif  is  an  air  of  peace- 
ful serenity.  The  coloured  leaves  of  crimson,  yellow,  gold  and 
green,  glide  softly  through  the  air  like  many  parachutes.  Everything 
is  one  huge  splashing  of  colours.  The  remaining  leaves  on  the  trees 
are  gently  rustled  l)y  a  faint  breeze.  In  the  sky  you  see  flights  of 
birds  gracefully  winging  their  way  to  a  place  to  stay  for  the  winter. 
Autumn  is  truly  t'he  most  peaceful  season  of  the  year. 

Geraldine  Young,  IX-E,  S.J.C.S. 
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THE  CHA3IPIONS 

II-B  Junior  and  Senior  St.  Joseph's  College  Sehool  Basket- 
ball  Champions. 

This  notice  appeared  on  the  black-board  in  the  gymnasium, 
much  to  Vth  form's  dismay,  the  day  after  the  'big  game.' 

First  of  all,  the  "Champs"  became  champions  of  second 
forms.  They  then  played  1-D  and  won  by  a  score  of  16-6  and 
became   Junior   'champs.' 

The  next  game,  with  III-D,  turned   out  17-6   in   their  favour. 

After  this  they  played  the  form  that  beat  them  last  year 
when  they  were  Junior  Champions,  IV-A.  The  score  again  turn- 
ed out  in  their  favour,  6-5.  After  this  victory,  no  one  was  more 
surprised  than  tliey  were. 

The  game  with  fifth  formers,  which  everyone  said  II-B  were 
sure   to  lose,   was  s^hediuled   a  few   days  later. 

When  they  walked  on  the  gymnasium  floor,  their  perfect 
teamwork,  displayed  by  both  guards  and  forwards,  ■ended  the 
game  12-8  for  II-B! 

When  they  walked  off  the  floor,  they  left  a  group  of  stunned 
seniors  behind  them. 

For  the  first  time,  a  second  form  appeared  on  the  School 
Championship  cup,  'II-B,  1946-47  basketball  champions!' 

Joane  Price,  IX-D,  S .  J .  C.S . 


MY  EXPRESSIONS  OF  ST.  JOSEPH'S 

Entering  the  gym  the  morning  of  September  tenth  a  wave  of 
lonelinessi  swept  over  me.  So  many  strange  faces!  Old  girls  were 
running  back  and  forth  greeting  tlaeir  friends  while  the  new  girls 
stood  shyly  by.  Tlie  rustle  and  bustle  continued.  Presently  a  bell 
sounded  for  silence.  Sister  St.  Armand  sitood  at  the  front  and  di- 
rected the  girls  to  their  lines.  In  a  few  days  everything  was  back 
to  normal,  the  teachers  being  kind  ,and  considerate  and  the  girls 
getting  friendlier  and  more  familiar  with  each  other.  I  am  cer- 
tain I  will  enjoy  this  term,  and  hope  to  continue  my  education 
here. 

Frances  Rutledge.  IX-D.  S  .  J  .  C  .  S . 


ALL  AUTIMN 


All  sun — s'hining  his  bright  face  down  on  us. 

All  brilliant  colours — ^the  leaves  falling  down  in  their  gayest 
colours  of  crimson,  gold,  scarlet,  rust,  yellow  and  green. 

All  signs,  flashing  brightly  and  twinkling  in  the  eyes'  of  a  driver 
as  he  goes  along  the  highway. 

Crisp  clear,  football  air — not  too  cold  and  not  toO'  warm. 
All  noise  and  busy,  swarm — the  streets  are  filled  with  young  and 
old  going  to  work  and  talking  joyfully. 

All  warmth  and  golden  cheerfulness — ^people  passing  you  and 
smiling  at  you  happily. 

All   Thanksgiving  plenty — all   people  are   thanking   Our  Lord 
for  this  beautiful  season  of  autumn. 

Dorothy  Thomas,  IX-E,  S.J.C.S. 
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>nSSION  ACTIVITIES 

Our  school  has  hadi  several  activities  to  raise  money  for  the 
missions.  1-E  had  a  dance  in  the  Gymnasium  and  everyone  had 
an  exciting  afternoon.  There  were  all  kinds  of  entertainment: 
elocution,  piano  playing,  spot  dances,  elimination  dances  and  sing- 
ing: 1-D  had  a  candy  sale  consisting  of  fudge,  hard  and  soft  candy 
and  licorice.  1-0  had  a  pig-tail  party  and  no  one  waa  allowed  In 
without  pigtails.  There  was  a  door-prize  which  was  a  pair  of  ny- 
lons and  also  a  prize  for  the  longest  and  shortest  pigtails.  111-C 
also  had  a  party  in  the  Gym  called  "An  Autumn  Frolic"  which  was 
a  big  success. 

Margaret  MacDonald,  IX-D,   S.J.C.S. 


GROWING  UP 


Growing  girls  and  boys  are  queer  creatures.  They  cannot 
rest.  They  have  mo-re  time,  more  leisure,  less  work,  more  holi- 
days than  other  persons  but  they  rush  up  and  down  stairs  morn- 
ing, noon  and  night;  they  dash  about  in  eagerness  at  the  beaches 
and  pools.  They  flood  the  streets  and  playgrounds.  They  keep 
the  movies  full  and  they  can't  rest.  They  are^  full  of  youth.  They 
enjoy  it  and  they  do  not  realize  its  precious  studies  and  hobbies, 
sports,  parties  and  picnics,  errands  and  errors,  adventure  and 
heartbreak — ^sweep  growing  girls  and  boys  along  in  a  wave  of  ac- 
tion.    They  never  seek  repose.     They  never  stop  moving. 

Mary  Lou  Reddin,  IX-D,  S.J.C.S. 


AUTUMN 


What  a  beautiful  month  October  is!  Magnificent  trees  hued 
in  glorious  colours!  See  that  sun,  beating  down,  turning  these 
leaves  from  that  crisp  green  to  those  lovely  soft  shades  of  crimson 
gold,  scarlet  and  rust.  And  see  those  people,  look  at  them,  cheer- 
ful, happy,  gay;  that's  the  spirit  this  month  gives  them.  Even  the 
cars  are  glistening  in  the  distance  from  the  rays  the  sun  is^  sending 
forth  through  the  clouds.  A  typical  day  in  this  month  of  Out  Lady 
who  was  the  most  beautiful  of  all  creatures. 

Maxine  Williams,  IX-E,  S.J.C.S. 


AN  UNTIDY  ROOM 

Recently  I  visited  a  room  that  showed  many  evidences  of  care- 
lessness and  untidiness.  On  the  dresser  were  magazines,  ready  to 
topple  over.  Shoes,  clothing,  papers  and  other  articles  littered  the 
floor.  Soiled,  tattered  curtains  hung  from  the  windows.  The  pic- 
tures were  crookedly  hung  and  the  wallpaper  was  covered  with 
finger-marks  and  inkspots.  From  the  partly-opened  drawers  hung 
several  belongings.  The  bed  was  rumpled  and  a  dressing  gown 
carelessly  thrown  over  it.  I  would  be  ashamed  to  let  anyone  see  my 
room  in  like  condition  and  I  am  very  thankful  for  my  clean  bedroom. 

Josephine  Amodeo,  Grade  9-A,  S.J.C.S. 
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THE  OLDEX  DAYS 

A  hundred  yeai-s  ago  could  you  ipicture  your&elf  in  a  long 
hoop  skirt  and  riding  in  a  covered  wagon  or  maybe  having  the 
opportunity  of  riding  in  the  new  invention  the  "steamship"  or 
maybe  having  the  pleasure  of  working  on  Samuel  Morse's  new  in- 
vention in  the  telegraph  Company?  I  know  for  sure  I  would  have 
said  "What  is  this  world  coming  to  with  so  many  new  inventions." 

Ruth  O'Neill,   IX-D,  S.J.C.S. 


STAMPS  AND   SOULS 

The  first  question  that  was  put  before  Sister  when  she  asked 
us  to  save  used  stamps  was,  "Why  do  you  want  used  stamps,  Sist- 
er, as  they  cannot  be  used  again?"  There  is  the  mistake.  These 
stamps  can  be  used  again.  Missionaries  can  sell  more  used  stamps 
than  they  can  get,  for  example^  to  the  people  of  other  countries 
who  are  saving  stamps  and  then  the  Missionaries  use  the  money 
to  help  the  missions.  They  also  educate  young  men  to  bring  souls 
closer  to  the  word  o.f  God.     So  our  used  stamps  may  save  a  soul. 

Evelyn   Pendergast,    IX-D,    S.J.C.S. 


All  sun — a  skilful   and   graceful   painter. 
All  bright  colors^ — like  a  game  of  marbles. 
All  nois« — in   the  crisp   clear   football   air. 
All  brilliant — like  a  shining  star  in  a  dark  night. 
All    stillness — like    an    autumn   vine    hanging    on   the   wall. 
All  autumn. 

M.   G.   Urtiaga,   IX-E,   S.J.C.S. 


Ah!  October.  Month  of  Autumn  splendour;  A  crisp,  clear 
morning  brings  the  sun  glowing  and  smiling  down  on  flutte-ring 
leaves  in  a  swirling  golden  heap.  The  ground  turns  into  a  galden 
carpet  spread  on  the  country  and  city  streets.  Happy  children 
gather  the  crisp  leaves  and  load  them  intO'  baskets  to  see  a  fragrant 
bonfire  sending  colourful  sparks  along  the  countryside.  The  still- 
ness of  the  days  is  like  a  whispered  prayer  of  Thanksgiving  to  Him. 
Hearts  thankful  for  the  abundance  of  everything  we  could  ever 
want . 

Natalie  Tamburano,  IX-E,  S.J.C.S. 


OCTOBER 


All  the  radiant  glowing  &un  rays  shine  their  colourful  rays  on 
the  placid  lakes.  Above  the  water  rise  the  rust  and  scarlet  branches 
of  majestic  maple  trees  reaching  high  into  the  crisp  clear  October 
air.  The  raven  black  ducks  rise  noiselessly  from  the  green  swaying 
swamp.  Then  the  air  is  filled  with  a  busy  hum  of  guns.  The  colour- 
ful red  feathered  gobblers  are  also  strolling  by  the  golden  brown 
stheaves  in  the  autumn  farmyard.  Autumn  is  the  season  of  colour 
and  plenty. 

Doreen  Urquhart,  IX-E,  S.J.C.S. 
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INDIAN  SU30IEB 

All  is  crisp  and  clear  in  Iivdian  iSummer.  The  fluttering  leaves 
glisten  in  their  coats  of  scarlet,  gold,  and  green  under  the  gleaming 
rays  of  the  sun.  The  air  is  tinted  with  the  faint  odour  of  burning 
leaves  and  the  soft  breeize  floats  in  and  out  of  the  colourful  trees. 
Everyone  is  gay  for  October  seems  to  lend  a  cheery  atmosphere.  The 
twitter  of  birds  can  be  heard  as  they  make  ready  for  winter.  The 
chattering  squirrel  is  busy  filling  his  store  bin, 

Natalie  Walsh,  IX-E,  iS.J.C.S. 


LATES  ELEMIXATED 

"Better  late  than  never,  but  better  never  late,"  is  the  resolution 
taken  by  the  boys  and  girls  of  St.  Patrick's. 

Whether  sincerity  of  intention  is  responsible  for  the  improve- 
ment or  the  penalty  for  the  offense,  "lates"  have  become  nil.  During 
the  first  two  weeks  of  the  term  encyclopedias  were  in  demand  in 
the  detention  rooms;  they  were  shortly  restored  to  their  place  in 
the  library.  The  worm  that  these  early  birds  catch  may  not  be  so 
tasty,  but  we  all  realize  that  "a  step  in  time  is  worth  many  times 
nine" — after  school. 

Teresa  Waters,  Grade  12, 
St.  Patrick's,  Vancouver,  B.C. 


H.M.S.  IMPLACABLE 

A  fighting  unit  entered  our  harbour,  and  Vancouver  citizens, 
over  fifty  thousand,  flocked  to  inspect  the  British  Navy's  largest 
carrier,  the  H.M.S.  "Implacable,"  Avhich  in  wartime  carries  over 
two  thousand  men  and  eighty  com1)at  planes.  Guns  range  from  6 
inch  to  the  fifty  calibre  machine  gun  are  placed  at  short  intervals, 
and  numerous  radar  stations  equipped  to  pick  up  enemy  planes.  The 
Implacable's  record  speed  is  47  knots.  It  served  in  engagements 
off  Norway,  Truk  r\nd  the  Philippines,  and  formed  part  of  the  force 
which  entered  Tokyo  Bay  on  August  29th. 

Patrick  Philley,  Grade  12, 
St.  Patrick's,  Vancouver,  B.C. 


SYIMPTOMS 

Bad  table  manners  are  nothing  new. 

Check  up  here  for  self  examination.  Do  you  go  to  breakfast 
with  curlers  in  your  hair,  or  with  your  "crew"  hair  cut  unbrush- 
ed?  Does  your  chair  squeek  when  you  fall  on  to  it?  Is  there  a 
frown  on  the  silverware  when  you  handle  it  so  noisily?  Is  the  sil- 
ence broken  as  you  take  soup  or  eat  celery?  Are  your  requests  for 
food  blunt  and  not  dressed  up  with  "please"  and  "thank  you?" 
Would  you  give  your  little  sister  a  "poke  in  the  side"  for  taking  up 
too  much  table  space?  Let's  do  our  part  to  banish  bad  table 
manners. 

Elsie  Saukewicy,  Grade  XI, 
St.  Patrick's  High  School,  Vancouver. 
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OLD  ENOUGH 

When  I  completed  Grade  Nine,  I  decided  to  discover  which  was 
better,  tO'  be  a  wage-earner  or  a  studient. 

I  secured  employment  licking  sticky  paper — with  a  special  ton- 
gue-like device.  It  was  easy  and  I  was  in  my  glory  when  I  received 
eighteen  dollars  at  the  end  of  the  week.  During  the  weeks  follow- 
ing, I  listened  to  the  staff  discuss  their  problems  and  I  got  the  idea 
that  everyone  wis'hed  he  had  gone  to  school  longer.  I  began  to  rea- 
lize how  important  school  was,  but  I  felt  work  could  be  enjoyable 
and  I  was  in  a  predicament! 

Two  days  before  the  school  term  opened  I  made  my  decision: 
I  would  return  to  school  but  would  work  after  classes  and  on  Satur- 
days. This  decision  compelled  me  to  make  every  minute  caunt  in 
school  and  at  play. 

Julianna  Fenk,  Grade  XI, 
•St.  Patrick's  High  School,  Vancouver. 


HOBBIES 


Before  the  War  there  was  a  radio  programme  "'Hobby  Lobby". 
To  be  a  contestant  oil  this  programme  ,one  had  to  write  full  details 
of  one's  hobby. 

One  contestant  relates  his:  He  would  put  a  dollar  bill  inside 
of  a  wallet  wiiicli  bore  no  identification  and  throw  it  on  the  end  of 
the  sidewalk;  then  stand  at  the  corner  and  wait  for  someone  to  pick 
up  the  wallet.  It  thrilled  him  most  when  he  saw  an  old  man  find 
the  purse  and  gO'  into  a  cafe  and  order  a  dinner. 

Another  man  collected  hands  of  clay.  He  told  his  audience 
he  had  the  imprint  of  the  hands  of  Lincoln,  Washington,  Roosevelt, 
Jack  Dempsey,  Joe  Louis  and  other  famed  Americans,  a  collectioin 
of  over  a  thousand. 

Robert  Porter,  Grade  XI, 
'  St.  Patrick's  High  'School,  Vancouver. 


BOOKS 

To  spend  an  evening  with  books  is  my  idea  of  pleasure.  It  is 
a  recreation  that  can  be  enjoyed  by  rich  and  poor  although,  often, 
the  rich  are  busy,  and  the  poor  cannot  provide  themselves  with  the 
books  they  would  love  to  own. 

People  dream  of  travelling  round  the  world  to  see  strange  lands 
and  people.  Though  travelling  be  impossible-,  the  thrill  of  adven- 
ture can  be  accomplished  by  books.  A  book  drives  away  care  and 
worry,  and  imparts  a  knowledge  of,  and  appreciation  for,  other 
peoples  and  countries.  The  reading  of  good  books  is  not  only  a  re- 
creational pastime  but  almost  a  national  necessity.  I  believe  with 
Emily  Dickinson: 

"Thre  is  no  frigate  like  a  book 

To  take  us  lands  away, 
Nor  any  courser  like  a  page 
Of  prancing  poetry." 

Bernard  Charpentier,  Grade  XI, 
St.  Patrick's  High  iSchool,  Vancouver. 
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MY  IDEAL 

As  a  little  boy,  I  was  fascinated  by  the  milkman.  One  morning, 
during  summer  vacation,  I  met  the  milkman  and  asked  if  I  could 
help  him.     He  smilingly  consented.     How  I  enjoyed  that  morning! 

During  two  months  the  milkman  and  I  grew  to  be  friends. 
I  acquired  the  art  of  carrying  two  full  milk  bottles  in  each  hand. 
For  my  pay,  I  received  all  the  cold  milk  I  could  drink  and  the  shin- 
iest twenty-five  cent  piece  we  received  that  morning.  Do  not  ask 
me  why  I  took  a  shiny  one.  Maybe  I  thought  it  would  last  longer, 
but  whether  they  were  shiny  or  less  so,  they  all  lasted  the  same 
time,  until  I  had  enough  to  buy  a  second  hand  bicycle. 

But  to  revert  to  my  work.  Our  horse  was  called  "Buck,"  and 
"Buck,"  he  knew  every  stop  on  the  route.  The  milkman  and  I  said 
he  knew  how  much  milk  each  customer  took.  He  knew  where  the 
best  grassi  grew,  and  sneaked  a  bit  at  every  stop. 

Summer  came  to  an  end,  and  I  returned  tO'  school  enthusiastic 
about  the  milk  business,  but  it  was  forgotten,  when  the  football 
season  came. 

Charles  MacDonald,  Grade  XI, 
St.  Patrick's  High  School,  Vancouv^er. 


THE  .\DVEXTUROUS  STAMP 

You  could  call  me  a  "Soimebody  that  gets  around."  When  I 
came  into  existence,  I  was  like  any  other  paper  until  they  gave  me 
colour. 

My  adventure  began  when  thousands  like  myself  where  ship- 
ped to  Post  Offices.  My  first  thrill  was  when  a  woman  giving  me 
a  kiss  pasted  me  on  a  letter  and  threw  me  into  a  dark  mail  box.  I 
was  not  alone — there  were  hundreds  clad  in  red,  blue  or  green. 
Later,  I  was  thrust  into  a  sack  and  I  landed  in  a  large  office  where 
I  was  given  a  stamping  and  sent  on  a  train.  I  remained  over  night 
in  a  big  office,  and  next  morning  was  carried  through  a  city  street, 
and  deposited  on  a  lady's  writing  table. 

Then  a  surprising  thing  happened!  I  was  of  value,  for  I  was 
detached  from  the  corner  of  the  envelope  and  pasted  along  with  the 
aristocracy  in  stamps  in  an  album,  and  here  I  am  at  present. 

Caroline  Schuss,  Grade  XI, 
St.  Patrick's  High  School,  Vancouver. 


STAR  GAZING 


I  have  always  been  keenly  fascinated  by  the  stars.  When  a 
tiny  girl.  I  thought  of  them  as  little  theatre  people  in  a  sky- 
stage  draped  with  deep  blue  velvet.  I  named  them,  talked  to  them 
and  gaily  applauded  in  my  heart  as  they  twinkled.  But  as  I  grew 
older,  I  was  laughed  at  when  caught  me  "star-gazing,"  and  this 
hurt  me  deeply.  Nevertheless,  I  would  not  give  up  a  friendship 
which  had  captivated  me.  Rather,  I  began  to  grow  more  fond  of 
my  little  friends,  and  tried  to  learn  about  them. 

To-day,  I  still  gaze  upon  my  star  people  and  still  thrill  at  their 
gay  little  performances  and  applaud  deep  down  in  my  heart. 

Julianna  Fenk,  Grade  XI, 
St.  Patrick's  High  School.  Vancouver. 
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In  the 

best  circles^ 
it's  Christie's 

RITZ! 

When  good  coinpany  aiitl 
good  food  get  together,  RITZ 
belongs  at  the  party!  These 
crisp  little  crackers  are  i^erfect 
companions  for  soups,  salads, 
spreads  and  beverages. 


Always  ask  for-  Chris»lies  BlSCUltS 


You  can*t  beat  their  milk 

but  you  can  whip  their  cream 


PLEASE   PATRONIZE   OUR   ADVERTISEEIS 
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AND 

^cf)ool  of  i^ursing 

Sunnyside,     Toronto 


^ 

^i^^ 


Under   the    Direction 
of 


THE   SISTERS   OF    ST.   JOSEPH 


PI-.EASE  PATRONIZE  OUR  ADVERTISERS 
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COMPLIMENTS  OF 


McNamara  Construction  Company 

LIMITED 


42    Industrial    Street, 
Leaiside,  Toronto,  Ontario. 


Higgins&  Burke 

Limited 
TOROXTO,  CANADA 


WHOLESALE  GROCERS 
AND  IMPORTERS 

Roasters   of  High  Grade   Coffee 

Blue    Mountain    Canned    Goods 
and   Jams 


STAFFORD   HIGGINS,    President. 


COMPLIMENTS 
OP 


FRED 

HAMILTON 

SALES 


4«8  KING  ST.  WEST 

TORONTO  1,  ONT. 

TRinitv   1121 


PLEASE    P.^TRONIZE    OUR    ADVERTISERS 
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The 

Dundas  Produce 


«^^^ 


Wholesale  Fruit 
and  Produce 


IS 


3501  DUNDAS  STREET  WEST 
LY.  3191-2  TORONTO 


PLEASE   PATRONIZE    OUR    ADVERTISERS 
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COMPLIMENTS  OF 

HAYES     &    LAIT.F.Y 

64  Wellington  St.  W.,  Toronto,  Ontario 

ELGIN  8943 

1 

§2!0 


Oculists'   Prescriptions  filled. 

Lenses  Duplicated  from  broken  pieces. 

Repairs   to   Glasses. 

Special  Discount  to  Students  and  Members  of  the  Faculty 

OCULIST  PRESCRIPTION  CO 

EDWARD  BRADDOCK,  Manager 

321    Bloor   Street   West 

St.  George  Apartments 
(Opposite  Medical  Arts  Building,  Ground  Floor) 

Phone  Midway  6762 


G.  A.  HARDIE  &  CO.,  LIMITED 

SUPER-WEAVE 
INSTITUTIONAL  AND  LAUNDRY  TEXTILES 

468  Wellington  St.,   West-Toronto   2B 
ELgin  3378 


PLEASE    PATRONIZE    OUR    ADVERTISERS 
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olex  Lamps 


Buy  them  with  the  confidence  that  their 
quaHty  will  outlast  others. 


THE  SOLEX  COMPANY  LTD. 
Toronto,  Ont. 


A.I7 


THE 

HALLIDAY  BROS. 

LIMITED 

Dealers  in 
All  Kinds   of 

COAL 

Specializing    in    Domestic    Stoker 
Coal 


36  Toronto  Street 
ELgin  7253 


TIP-TOP 

CANNERS 

Limited 
Packei's  of 

Quality  Jzmns,  Fruits  and 
Vegetables 

Burlington,      Greensville,      Otterville 


J.  C.  KNOX,  Representative, 
513   Riverside    Drivr; 


PLEASE   PATRONIZE    OUR    ADVERTISERS 
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J.  HAROLD  GLYNN 

EAVESTROUGHING 
SKYLIGHTS   AND 

ROOFING 
Of  Every  Description 


THE    COMPLETE    SER\^CE" 

All  Work  Guaranteed 

126  St.  Helen's  Avenue 
TORONTO   4  MElrose    7220 


CX)MPLIMEXTS  OF  THE 

F.T.JAMES  Co. 

LIGHTED 

Wholesale 
FISH   DISTRIBUTORS 


29  CHURCH  ST,   TORONTO 


YORK 


Just  the  Thing  for 

School  Lunches 
and  Party  Snacks 


CANADA        PACKERS 


For 

Beauty  *  Protection  * 

Economy    *    Use — 

Trelco 

HIGH=QUALITY 

PAINTS    *    VARNISHES 
ENAMELS 

Trelco  Limited 

PAINTS  -  VARNISHES  -  ENAMELS 
518  YONGE  STREET,  TORONTO 
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ST.  MICHAEL'S  COLLEGE 

TORONTO,  -  ONTARIO 

FEDERATED   WITH   THE 

University  of  Toronto 


Courses — 

ARTS,  HIGH  SCHOOL,  COMMERCIAL 

For  information  apply  to  the  Superior 


Painting,  Decoratin 
and  Building 


INDUSTRIAL  AND  RESIDENTIAL 

BRUSH  AND  SPRAY 

PAINTING  OF  ALL  KINDS 

Warehouses,    Factories,    Oflfices,    Homes  and    Apartments 
Estimates  Provided    —    Prompt  Courteous  Sei-vice 


F.  C.  LAILEY 

881    DOVERCX)URT  ROAD  IvL.  3802 


PLEASE   PATRONIZE    OUR    ADVERTISERS 


HOW    MANY   OF 


THE  BREAKFAST  CLUB  GANG 

DO   YOU    KNOW? 

You  score  100%  if  you  can  name  each  of  the  characters 
pictured  here  and  say  what  he/she  does!  Don't  look 
now  but  at  the  bottom  of  this  advertisement  you'll  find 
the  answers. 


■^l-'S  ^yPM  tsi:^  uiBjunoj/yjr  t^i:^  jEJiuaj  ;^i:6  ujajSBg  t^l^OI  -TUUEpy  '9 

•Disniu  puB  sSuos  pijos  qjiM.  Moqs  aqj  dn  sdBj^\ — aNIlNVUVS   31003   '6 

•SDuaipne  oipnjs  aqj  ui  S|eS  atjj  sapBuajas  jauooj^  guisinj^ — 5N3MO    MDVT  'f 

•siBanbs  ji  |ij^  |eidj3iuuioo  jno  spi5j  (noX  oj  uosjuy  ubjj) — ANNVd   INHV   '£ 

•3BUBIUJV  s^iuBg  JO  joqjnE  'Sutjmo3  ,,Sujua\oj2)„  uiBg  —  0NI1M03  'Z 

"ll"d  XjUBjndOfj  oipB^  UI 
j3uuiA\  33iA\jL  "^^61  ^^uys  SuiqqijpB  uaaq  SBq  'aajuia  '1II^^J^JV  uoq — 11I3N>W  *l 


If  you  didn't  score  lOO*^  ,'  vou're  not  listening 
to  the  Breakfast  (Hub  often  enough!  Be  sure  to 
tune  in  at  your  time  every  morning! 


-  SII3MSNV 
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